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PUBLISHEES'  NOTE 

A  collection  of  Mr.  Harte's  Poems  was  made  by  the 
author  in  1882  which  has  done  service  ever  since ;  but  on 
the  occasion  of  a  new  and  more  comprehensive  edition  of 
his  writings,  this  volume  has  been  carefully  revised  by  the 
author.  The  original  classification  has  been  retained,  but 
the  opportunity  has  been  taken  to  add  to  the  several  sec- 
tions the  poems  heretofore  uncollected,  so  that  the  present 
is  the  fullest  collection  yet  made  of  Mr.  Harte's  poetical 
writings.  As  in  the  earlier  edition,  the  prose  drama  of 
Two  Men  of  Sandy  Bar  is  grouped  with  the  poems. 
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POEMS. 

I.   NATIONAL 

JOHN   BURNS   OF   GETTYSBURG 

Have  you  heard  the  story  that  gossips  tell 

Of  Burns  of  Gettysburg  ?  —  No  ?  Ah,  well : 

Brief  is  the  glory  that  hero  earns, 

Briefer  the  story  of  poor  John  Burns. 

He  was  the  fellow  who  won  renown,  — 

The  only  man  who  did  n't  back  down 

When  the  rebels  rode  through  his  native  town  5 

But  held  his  own  in  the  fight  next  day, 

When  all  his  townsfolk  ran  away. 

That  was  in  July  sixty-three, 

The  very  day  that  General  Lee, 

Flower  of  Southern  chivalry, 

Baffled  and  beaten,  backward  reeled 

From  a  stubborn  Meade  and  a  barren  field. 

I  might  tell  how  but  the  day  before 
John  Burns  stood  at  his  cottage  door, 
Looking  down  the  village  street, 
Where,  in  the  shade  of  his  peaceful  vine, 
He  heard  the  low  of  his  gathered  kine, 
And  felt  their  breath  with  incense  sweet ; 
Or  I  might  say,  when  the  sunset  burned 
The  old  farm  gable,  he  thought  it  turned 


NATIONAL 

The  milk  that  fell  like  a  habbling  flood 

Into  the  milk-pail  red  as  blood  ! 

Or  how  h'e  fancied  the  hum  of  bees 

Were  bullets  buzzing  among  the  trees. 

But  all  such  fanciful  thoughts  as  these 

Were  strange  to  a  practical  man  like  Burns, 

Who  minded  only  "hii  own  concerns, 

Troubled  no  more  by  fancies  fine 

Than  one  of  his  calm-eyed,  long-tailed  kine,  - 

Quite  old-fashioned  and  matter-of-fact, 

Slow  to  argue,  but  quick  to  act. 

That  was  the  reason,  as  some  folk  say, 

He  fought  so  well  on  that  terrible  day. 

And  it  was  terrible.      On  the  right 

Eaged  for  hours  the  heady  fight, 

Thundered  the  battery's  double  bass,  — 

Difficult  music  for  men  to  face ; 

While  on  the  left  —  where  now  the  graves 

Undulate  like  the  living  waves 

That  all  that  day  unceasing  swept 

Up  to  the  pits  the  rebels  kept — . 

Round  shot  ploughed  the  upland  glades, 

Sown  with  bullets,  reaped  with  blades ; 

Shattered  fences  here  and  there 

Tossed  their  splinters  in  the  air  ; 

The  very  trees  were  stripped  and  bare ; 

The  barns  that  once  held  yellow  grain 

Were  heaped  with  harvests  of  the  slain ; 

The  cattle  bellowed  on  the  plain, 

The  turkeys  screamed  with  might  and  mam« 

And  brooding  barn-fowl  left  their  rest 

With  strange  shells  bursting  in  each  nest. 

Just  where  the  tide  of  battle  turns, 
Erect  and  lonely  stood  old  John  Bums. 


JOHN    BURNS   OF   GETTYSBURG 

How  do  you  think  the  man  was  dressed  ? 

He  wore  an  ancient  long  buff  vest, 

Yellow  as  saffron,  —  but  his  best ; 

And  buttoned  over  his  manly  breast 

Was  a  bright  blue  coat,  with  a  rolling  collar, 

And  large  gilt  buttons,  —  size  of  a  dollar,  — 

"With  tails  that  the  country-folk  called  "  swaller." 

He  wore  a  broad-brimmed,  bell-crowned  hat, 

White  as  the  locks  on  which  it  sat. 

Never  had  such  a  sight  been  seen 

IV>r  forty  years  on  the  village  green, 

Since  old  John  Burns  was  a  country  beau, 

And  weiifc  to  the  "quiltings"  long  ago. 

Close  at  his  elbows  all  that  day, 
Veterans  of  the  Peninsula, 
Sunburnt  and  bearded,  charged  away  ; 
And  striplings,  downy  of  lip  and  chin,  — 
Clerks  that  the  Home  Guard  mustered  in,  — ■ 
Glanced,  as  they  passed,  at  the  hat  he  wore, 
Then  at  the  rifle  his  right  hand  bore, 
And  hailed  him,  from  out  their  youthful  lore. 
With  scraps  of  a  slangy  repertoire : 
"  How  are  you,  White  Hat  ?  "  "  Put  her  through !" 
"  Your  head  's  level  !  "  and  "  Bully  for  you  !  " 
Called  him  "  Daddy,"  —  begged  he  'd  disclose 
The  name  of  the  tailor  who  made  his  clothes, 
And  what  was  the  value  he  set  on  those  ; 
While  Burns,  unmindful  of  jeer  and  scoff, 
Stood  there  picking  the  rebels  off,  — 
With  his  long  brown  rifle  and  bell-crown  hat, 
And  the  swallow-tails  they  were  laughing  at. 

'T  was  but  a  moment,  for  that  respect 

Which  clothes  all  courage  their  voices  checked ; 
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And  something  the  wildest  could  understand 
Spake  in  the  old  man's  strong  right  hand, 
And  his  corded  throat,  and  the  lurking  frown 
Of  his  eyebrows  under  his  old  bell-crown ; 
Until,  as  they  gazed,  there  crept  an  awe 
Through  the  ranks  in  whispers,  and  some  men  &a,Trs 
In  the  antique  vestments  and  long  white  hair, 
Th9  Past  of  the  Nation  in  battle  there  ; 
And  some  of  the  soldiers  since  declare 
That  the  gleam  of  his  old  white  hat  afar, 
Like  the  crested  plume  of  the  brave  Navarre, 
That  day  was  their  oriflamme  of  war. 

So  raged  the  battle.     You  know  the  rest : 
How  the  rebels,  beaten  and  backward  pressed, 
Broke  at  the  final  charge  and  ran. 
At  which  John  Burns  —  a  practical  man  — 
Shouldered  his  rifle,  unbent  his  brows, 
And  then  went  back  to  his  bees  and  cows. 

That  is  the  story  of  old  John  Burns ; 

This  is  the  moral  the  reader  learns  : 

In  fighting  the  battle,  the  question  's  whether 

If ou  '11  show  a  hat  that 's  white,  or  a  feather ! 


"HOW  AEE   YOU,   SANITARY ? » 

Down  the  picket-guarded  lane 

Rolled  the  comfort-laden  wain, 

Cheered  by  shouts  that  shook  the  plain, 
Soldier-like  and  merry : 

Phrases  such  as  camps  may  teach, 

Sabre-cuts  of  Saxon  speech, 

Such  as  "  Bully  !  "  "  Them  's  the  peach  !  » 
"  Wade  in,  Sanitary !  " 

Right  and  left  the  caissons  drew 
As  the  car  went  lumbering  through, 
Quick  succeeding  in  review 

Squadrons  military  ; 
Sunburnt  men  with  beards  like  frieze, 
Smooth-faced  boys,  and  cries  like  these,  — • 
«  U.  S.  San.  Com."  "  That  'a  the  cheese  !  » 
"  Pass  in,  Sanitary  !  " 

In  such  cheer  it  struggled  on 
Till  the  battle  front  was  won  : 
Then  the  car,  its  journey  done, 

Lo  !  was  stationary  ; 
And  where  bullets  whistling  fly 
Came  the  sadder,  fainter  cry, 
"  Help  us,  brothers,  ere  we  die,  — 

Save  us,  Sanitary  !  " 

Such  the  work.     The  phantom  flies, 
Wrapped  in  battle  clouds  that  rise ; 
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But  the  brave  —  whose  dying  eyes, 

Veiled  and  visionary, 
See  the  jasper  gates  swung  wide, 
See  the  parted  throng  outside  — 
Hears  the  voice  to  those  who  ride  t 

"  Pass  in,  Sanitary  I " 


BATTLE   BUNNY 

(mALVEBN    HILL,  1864) 

"  After  the  men  were  ordered  to  lie  down,  a  white  rabbit,  which  had 
been  hopping  hither  and  thither  over  the  field  swept  by  grape  and  mus- 
ketry, took  refuge  among  the  skirmishers,  in  the  breast  of  a  corporal."  — 
Report  of  the  Battle  of  Malvern  Hill. 

Bunny,  lying  in  the  grass, 
Saw  the  shining  column  pass ; 
Saw  the  starry  banner  fly, 
Saw  the  chargers  fret  and  fume, 
Saw  the  flapping  hat  and  plume,  — 
Saw  them  with  his  moist  and  shy 
Most  unspeculative  eye, 
Thinking  only,  in  the  dew, 
That  it  was  a  fine  review. 

Till  a  flash,  not  all  of  steel, 
Where  the  rolling  caissons  wheel, 
Brought  a  rumble  and  a  roar 
Boiling  down  that  velvet  floor, 
And  like  blows  of  autumn  flail 
Sharply  threshed  the  iron  hail. 

Bunny,  thrilled  by  unknown  fears, 
Raised  his  soft  and  pointed  ears, 
Mumbled  his  prehensile  lip, 
Quivered  his  pulsating  hip, 
As  the  sharp  vindictive  yell 
Rose  above  the  screaming  shell ; 
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Thought  the  world  and  all  its  men,  — 
All  the  charging  squadrons  meant,  — 
All  were  rabbit-hunters  then, 
All  to  capture  him  intent. 
Bunny  was  not  much  to  blame : 
Wiser  folk  have  thought  the  same,  —*> 
Wiser  folk  who  think  they  spy 
Every  ill  begins  with  "  I." 

Wildly  panting  here  and  there, 
Bunny  sought  the  freer  air, 
Till  he  hopped  below  the  hill, 
And  saw,  lying  close  and  still, 
Men  with  muskets  in  their  hands. 
(Never  Bunny  understands 
That  hypocrisy  of  sleep, 
In  the  vigils  grim  they  keep, 
As  recumbent  on  that  spot 
They  elude  the  level  shot.) 

One  —  a  grave  and  quiet  man, 

Thinking  of  his  wife  and  child 

Far  beyond  the  Bapidan, 

Where  the  Androscoggin  smiled  — 

Felt  the  little  rabbit  creep, 

Nestling  by  his  arm  and  side, 

Wakened  from  strategic  sleep, 

To  that  soft  appeal  replied, 

Drew  him  to  his  blackened  breast, 

And  —     But  you  have  guessed  the  rest, 

Softly  o'er  that  chosen  pair 
Omnipresent  Love  and  Care 
Drew  a  mightier  Hand  and  Arm, 
Shielding  them  from  every  harm ; 


BATTLE   BUNNY 

Right  and  left  the  bullets  waved, 
Saved  the  saviour  for  the  saved. 


Who  believes  that  equal  grace 
God  extends  in  every  place, 
Little  difference  he  scans 
'Twixt  a  rabbit's  God  and  man's. 


THE  EEVEILLE 

Hark  !  I  hear  the  tramp  of  thousands, 

And  of  armed  men  the  hum  ; 
Lo  !  a  nation's  hosts  have  gathered 
Round  the  quick  alarming  drum,  — 
Saying,  "  Come, 
Freemen,  come ! 
Ere  your  heritage  he  wasted,"  said  the  quick  alarming  drun»- 

"  Let  me  of  my  heart  take  counsel : 
War  is  not  of  life  the  sum ; 
Who  shall  stay  and  reap  the  harvest 
When  the  autumn  days  shall  come  ?  " 
But  the  drum 
Echoed,  "  Come  ! 
Death  shall  reap  the  braver  harvest,"  said   the   solemn- 
sounding  drum. 

"  But  when  won  the  coming  battle, 
What  of  profit  springs  therefrom  ? 
What  if  conquest,  subjugation, 
Even  greater  ills  become  ?  " 
But  the  drum 
Answered,  "  Come ! 
You  must  do  the  sum  to  prove  it,"  said  the  Yankee  answei 
ing  drum. 

"  What  if,  'mid  the  cannons'  thunder, 
Whistling  shot  and  bursting  bomb, 
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When  my  brothers  fall  around  me, 

Should  my  heart  grow  cold  and  numb  ?  " 
But  the  drum 
Answered,  "  Come  ! 
Better  there  in  death,  united,  than  in  life  a  recreant.  — 
Come  !  " 

Thus  they  answered,  —  hoping,  fearing, 

Some  in  faith,  and  doubting  some, 
Till  a  trumpet-voice  proclaiming, 
Said,  "  My  chosen  people,  come  !  " 
Then  the  drum, 
Lo !  was  dumb, 
For  the  great  heart  of  the  nation,  throbbing,  answered, 
"  Lord,  we  come  I  " 


OUR  PRIVILEGE 

Not  ours,  where  battle  smoke  upcurls, 

And  battle  dews  lie  wet, 
To  meet  the  charge  that  treason  hurls 

By  sword  and  bayonet. 

Not  ours  to  guide  the  fatal  scythe 
The  fleshless  Reaper  wields  ; 

The  harvest  moon  looks  calmly  down 
Upon  our  peaceful  fields. 

The  long  grass  dimples  on  the  hill, 

The  pines  sing  by  the  sea, 
And  Plenty,  from  her  golden  horn, 

Is  pouring  far  and  free. 

0  brothers  by  the  farther  sea  ! 

Think  still  our  faith  is  warm ; 
The  same  bright  flag  above  us  waves 

That  swathed  our  baby  form. 

The  same  red  blood  that  dyes  your  fields 
Here  throbs  in  patriot  pride,  — 

The  blood  that  flowed  when  Lander  fell, 
And  Baker's  crimson  tide. 

And  thus  apart  our  hearts  keep  time 

With  every  pulse  ye  feel, 
And  Mercy's  ringing  gold  shall  chime 

With  Valor's  clashing  steel. 


RELIEVING  GUARD 

THOMAS    STAKE    KING.       OBIIT    MARCH    4,  1864 

Came  the  relief.      "  What,  sentry,  ho  ! 
How  passed  the  night  through  thy  long  waking  ?  " 
a  Cold,  cheerless,  dark,  —  as  may  befit 
The  hour  before  the  dawn  is  breaking." 

"  No  sight  ?  no  sound  ?  "     "  No  ;  nothing  save 
The  plover  from  the  marshes  calling, 
And  in  yon  western  sky,  about 
An  hour  ago,  a  star  was  falling." 

"  A  star  ?     There  's  nothing  strange  in  that-" 

"  No,  nothing  ;  but,  above  the  thicket, 
Somehow  it  seemed  to  me  that  God 
Somewhere  had  just  relieved  a  picket." 


THE   GODDESS 

CONTRIBUTED    TO    THE    FAIR  FOR  THE  LADIES'  PATRIOTIO 
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"  Who  comes  ?  "     The  sentry's  warning  cry 
Rings  sharply  on  the  evening  air : 
"Who  comes  ?     The  challenge  :  no  reply, 
Yet  something  motions  there. 

A  woman,  by  those  graceful  folds ; 
A  soldier,  by  that  martial  tread : 
"  Advance  throe  paces.     Halt !  until 
Thy  name  and  rank  be  said." 

"  My  name  ?     Her  name,  in  ancient  song, 
Who  fearless  from  Olympus  came : 
Look  on  me  !     Mortals  know  me  best 
In  battle  and  in  flame." 

"  Enough  !     I  know  that  clarion  voice  ; 
I  know  that  gleaming  eye  and  helm, 
Those  crimson  lips,  —  and  in  their  dew 
The  best  blood  of  the  realm. 

"The  young,  the  brave,  the  good  and  wise, 
Have  fallen  in  thy  curst  embrace : 
The. juices  of  the  grapes  of  wrath 
Still  stain  thy  guilty  face. 
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"  My  brother  lies  in  yonder  field, 

Face  downward  to  the  quiet  grass : 
Go  back  !   he  cannot  see  thee  now  ; 
But  here  thou  shalt  not  pass." 

A  crack  upon  the  evening  air, 

A  wakened  echo  from  the  hill : 
The  watchdog  on  the  distant  shore 

Gives  mouth,  and  all  is  still. 

The  sentry  with  his  brother  lies 

Face  downward  on  the  quiet  grass  ; 
And  by  him,  in  the  pale  moonshine, 

A  shadow  seems  to  pass. 

No  lance  or  warlike  shield  it  bears: 

A  helmet  in  its  pitying  hands 
Brings  water  from  the  nearest  brook, 

To  meet  his  last  demands. 

Can  this  be  she  of  haughty  mien, 

The  goddess  of  the  sword  and  shield  ? 

Ah,  yes !     The  Grecian  poet's  myth 
Sways  still  each  battlefield. 

For  not  alone  that  rugged  War 

Some  grace  or  charm  from  Beauty  gains ; 

But,  when  the  goddess'  work  is  dor«; 
The  womau  s  still  remains. 


ON  A  PEE    OF  THOMAS   STARR  KING 

This  is  the  reed  the  dead  musician  dropped, 
With  tuneful  magic  in  its  sheath  still  hidden ; 

The  prompt  allegro  of  its  music  stopped, 
Its  melodies  unbidden. 

But  who  shall  finish  the  unfinished  strain, 
Or  wake  the  instrument  to  awe  and  wonder, 

And  bid  the  slender  barrel  breathe  again, 
An  organ-pipe  of  thunder  ! 

His  pen  !  what  humbler  memories  cling  about 

Its  golden  curves  !  what  shapes  and  laughing  graces 

Slipped  from  its  point,  when  his  full  heart  went  out 
In  smiles  and  courtly  phrases  ? 

The  truth,  half  jesting,  half  in  earnest  flung  ; 

The  word  of  cheer,  with  racognition  in  it ; 
The  note  of  alms,  whose  golden  speech  outrung 

The  golden  gift  within  it. 

But  all  in  vain  the  enchanter's  wand  we  wave : 
No  stroke  of  ours  Tecalls  his  magic  vision ; 

The  incantation  that  its  power  gave 
Sleeps  with  the  dead  magician. 


A.  SECOND  EEVIEW   OE  THE   GRAND  ARMY 

I  read  last  night  of  the  grand  review 
In  Washington's  chiefest  avenue,  - — • 
Two  hundred  thousand  men  in  blue, 

I  think  they  said  was  the  number,  — 
Till  I  seemed  to  hear  their  trampling  feet, 
The  bugle  blast  and  the  drum's  quick  beat, 
The  clatter  of  hoofs  in  the  stony  street, 
The  cheers  of  people  who  came  to  greet, 
And  the  thousand  details  that  to  repeat 

Would  only  my  verse  encumber,  — > 
Till  I  fell  in  a  reverie,  sad  and  sweet, 

And  then  to  a  fitful  slumber. 

When,  lo !  in  a  vision  I  seemed  to  stand 
In  the  lonely  Capitol.     On  each  hand 
Ear  stretched  the  portico,  dim  and  grand 
Its  columns  ranged  like  a  martial  band 
Of  sheeted  spectres,  whom  some  command 

Had  called  to  a  last  reviewing. 
And  the  streets  of  the  city  were  white  and  baref 
No  footfall  echoed  across  the  square  ; 
But  out  of  the  misty  midnight  air 
I  heard  in  the  distance  a  trumpet  blare, 
And  the  wandering  night-winds  seemed  to  bear 

The  sound  of  a  far  tattooing. 

Then  I  held  my  breath  with  fear  and  dread ; 
Eor  into  the  square,  with  a  brazen  tread, 
There  rode  a  figure  whose  stately  head 
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O'erlooked  the  review  that  morning, 
That  never  bowed  from  its  firm-set  seat 
When  the  living  column  passed  its  feet, 
Yet  now  rode  steadily  up  the  street 

To  the  phantom  bugle's  warning  : 

Till  it  reached  the  Capitol  square,  and  wheeled, 
And  there  in  the  moonlight  stood  revealed 
A  well-known  form  that  in  State  and  field 

Had  led  our  patriot  sires  : 
Whose  face  was  turned  to  the  sleeping  camp, 
Afar  through  the  river's  fog  and  damp, 
That  showed  no  flicker,  nor  waning  lamp, 

Nor  wasted  bivouac  fires. 

And  I  saw  a  phantom  army  come, 
With  never  a  sound  of  fife  or  drum, 
But  keeping  time  to  a  throbbing  hum 

Of  wailing  and  lamentation  : 
The  martyred  heroes  of  Malvern  Hill, 
Of  Gettysburg  and  Chancellorsville, 
The  men  whose  wasted  figures  fill 

The  patriot  graves  of  the  nation. 

And  there  came  the  nameless  dead,  —  the  men 
Who  perished  in  fever  swamp  and  fen, 
The  slowly-starved  of  the  prison  pen  ; 

And,  marching  beside  the  others, 
Came  the  dusky  martyrs  of  Pillow's  fight, 
With  limbs  enfranchised  and  bearing  bright ; 
I  thought  —  perhaps  'twas  the  pale  moonlight - 

They  looked  as  white  as  their  brothers  ! 

And  so  all  night  marched  the  nation's  dead, 
With  never  a  banner  above  them  spread, 
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Nor  a  badge,  nor  a  motto  brandished  ; 
No  mark  —  save  the  bare  uncovered  head 

Of  the  silent  bronze  Reviewer  ; 
With  never  an  arch  save  the  vaulted  sky  ; 
With  never  a  flower  save  those  that  lie 
On  the  distant  graves  —  for  love  could  buy 

No  gift  that  was  purer  or  truer. 

So  all  night  long  swept  the  strange  array, 
So  all  night  long  till  the  morning  gray 
I  watched  for  one  who  had  passed  away, 

With  a  reverent  awe  and  wonder,  — 
Till  a  blue  cap  waved  in  the  lengthening  line, 
And  I  knew  that  one  who  was  kin  of  mine 
Had  come  ;  and  I  spake  — and  lo  !  that  sign 

Awakened  me  from  my  slumber. 


THE   COPPEEHEAD 

(1864) 

Theke  is  peace  in  the  swamp  where  the  Copperhead  sleeps, 
Where  the  waters  are  stagnant,  the  white  vapor  creeps, 
Where  the  musk  of  Magnolia  hangs  thick  in  the  air, 
And  the  lilies'  phylacteries  broaden  in  prayer. 
There  is  peace  in  the  swamp,  though  the  quiet  is  death, 
Though  the  mist  is  miasma,  the  upas-tree's  breath, 
Though  no  echo  awakes  to  the  cooing  of  doves,  — 
There  is  peace  :  yes,  the  peace  that  the  Copperhead  loves. 

Go  seek  him :  he  coils  in  the  ooze  and  the  drip, 
Like  a  thong  idly  flung  from  the  slave-driver's  whip  ; 
But  beware  the  false  footstep,  —  the  stumble  that  brings 
A  deadlier  lash  than  the  overseer  swings. 
Never  arrow  so  true,  never  bullet  so  dread, 
As  the  straight  steady  stroke  of  that  hammer-shaped  head  ; 
Whether  slave  or  proud  planter,  who  braves  that  dull  crest 
Woe  to  him  who  shall  trouble  the  Copperhead's  rest ! 

Then  why  waste  your  labors,  brave  hearts  and  strong  men. 
In  tracking  a  trail  to  the  Copperhead's  den  ? 
Lay  your  axe  to  the  cypress,  hew  open  the  shade 
To  the  free  sky  and  sunshine  Jehovah  has  made  ; 
Let  the  breeze  of  the  North  sweep  the  vapors  away, 
Till  the  stagnant  lake  ripples,  the  freed  waters  play ; 
And  then  to  your  heel  can  you  righteously  doom 
The  Copperhead  born  «f  its  shadow  and  gloom ! 


A   SANITAEY  MESSAGE 

Last  night,  above  the  whistling  wind, 

I  heard  the  welcome  rain,  — 
A  fusillade  upon  the  roof, 

A  tattoo  on  the  pane  : 
The  keyhole  piped  ;  the  chimney-top 

A  warlike  trumpet  blew  ; 
Yet,  mingling  with  these  sounds  of  strifes 

A  softer  voice  stole  through. 

"'  Give  thanks,  0  brothers  !  "  said  the  voice, 

"  That  He  who  sent  the  rains 
Hath  spared  your  fields  the  scarlet  dew 

That  drips  from  patriot  veins  : 
I  've  seen  the  grass  on  Eastern  graves 

In  brighter  verdure  rise  ; 
But,  oh !  the  rain  that  gave  it  life 

Sprang  first  from  human  eyes. 

"  I  come  to  wash  away  no  stain 

Upon  your  wasted  lea ; 
I  raise  no  banners,  save  the  ones 

The  forest  waves  to  me  : 
Upon  the  mountain  side,  where  Spring 

Her  farthest  picket  sets, 
My  reveille  awakes  a  host 

Of  grassy  bayonets. 

"I  visit  every  humble  roof; 
I  mingle  with  the  low 
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Only  upon  the  highest  peaks 
My  blessings  fall  in  snow ; 

Until,  in  tricklings  of  the  stream 
And  drainings  of  the  lea, 

My  unspent  bounty  comes  at  last 
To  mingle  with  the  sea." 

And  thus  all  night,  above  the  wind, 

I  heard  the  welcome  rain,  — 
A  fusillade  upon  the  roof, 

A  tattoo  on  the  pane  : 
The  keyhole  piped  ;  the  chimney-top 

A  warlike  trumpet  blew  ; 
But,  mingling  with  these  sounds  of  strife, 

This  hymn  of  peace  stole  through. 


THE  OLD  MAJOR   EXPLAINS 

(bE-TJXION,    AKMY    OF    THE   POTOMAC,    12TH  MAY,  1871) 

Well,  you  see,  the  fact  is,  Colonel,  I  don't  know  as  1 

can  come : 
For  the  farm  is  not  half  planted,  and  there 's  work  to  do  at 

home  ; 
A.nd  my  leg  is  getting  troublesome,  —  it  laid  me  up  last 

fall,  — 
A.nd  the  doctors,  they  have  cut  and  hacked,  and  never 

found  the  ball. 

And  then,  for  an  old  man  like  me,  it 's  not  exactly  right, 
This  kind  o'  playing  soldier  with  no  enemy  in  sight. 
"  The  Union,"  —  that  was  well  enough  way  up  to  '66  ; 
But  this  "  Ee-Union,"  maybe  now  it 's  mixed  with  politics  ? 

No  ?     Well,  you  understand  it  best ;  but  then,  you  see, 

my  lad, 
I  'm  deacon  now,  and  some  might  think  that  the  example  's 

bad. 
And  week  from  next  is   Conference.   .  .  .  You   said  the 

twelfth  of  May  ? 
Why,  that 's  the  day  we  broke  their  line  at  Spottsylvan-i-a  ! 

Hot  work;  eh,  Colonel,  wasn't  it  ?     Ye  mind  that  narrow 

front : 
They  called  it  the  "  Death-Angle  "  !     Well,  well,  my  lad, 

we  won't 
Fight  that  old  battle  over  now  :  I  only  meant  to  say 
I  really  can't  engage  to  come  upon  the  twelfth  of  May. 
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How 's  Thompson  ?  What !  will  he  be  there  ?  Well, 
now  I  want  to  know  ! 

The  first  man  in  the  rebel  works  !  they  called:  him  "  Swear- 
ing Joe." 

A  wild  young  fellow,  sir,  I  fear  the  rascal  was  ;  but  then  — 

Well,  short  of  heaven,  there  wa'n't  a  place  he  dursn't  lead 
his  men. 

And  Dick,  you  say,  is  coming  too.     And  Billy  ?  ah  !  it 's 

true 
We  buried  him  at  Gettysburg  :  I  mind  the  spot ;  do  you  ? 
A  little  field  below  the  hill,  —  it  must  be  green  this  May ; 
Perhaps  that  *s  why  the  fields  about  bring  him  to  me  to-day. 

Well,  well,  excuse  me,  Colonel !  but  there  are  some  things 

that  drop 
The  tail-board  out  one's  feelings  ;   and  the  only  way  's  to 

stop. 
So  they  want  to  see  the  old  man  ;  ah,  the  rascals !  do  they, 

eh?  - 

Well,  I  've  business  down  in  Boston  about  the  twelfth  of 

May. 


CALIFOENIA'S   GEEETING  TO   SEWAED 

(1869) 

We  know  him  well :  no  need  of  praise 

Or  bonfire  from  the  windy  hill 
To  light  to  softer  paths  and  ways 

The  world-worn  man  we  honor  still. 

No  need  to  quote  the  truths  he  spoke 

That  burned  through  years  of  war  and  shame, 

While  History  carves  with  surer  stroke 
Across  our  map  his  noonday  fame. 

No  need  to  bid  him  show  the  scars 
Of  blows  dealt  by  the  Sceean  gate, 

Who  lived  to  pass  its  shattered  bars, 
And  see  the  foe  capitulate  : 

Who  lived  to  turn  his  slower  feet 

Toward  the  western  setting  sun, 
To  see  his  harvest  all  complete, 

His  dream  fulfilled,  his  duty  done, 

The  one  flag  streaming  from  the  pole, 
The  one  faith  borne  from  sea  to  sea : 

Eor  such  a  triumph,  and  such  goal, 
Poor  must  our  human  greeting  be. 

Ah  !  rather  that  the  conscious  land 
In  simpler  ways  salute  the  Man,  — 
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The  tall  pines  bowing  where  they  stand, 
The  bared  head  of  El  Capitan ! 

The  tumult  of  the  waterfalls, 
Pohono's  kerchief  in  the  breeze, 

The  waving  from  the  rocky  walls, 
The  stir  and  rustle  of  the  trees ; 

Till,  lapped  in  sunset  skies  of  hope, 
In  sunset  lands  by  sunset  seas, 

The  Young  World's  Premier  treads  the  slope 
Of  sunset  years  in  calm  and  peace. 


THE  AGED   STRANGER 

AN    INCIDENT    OF    THE    WAE 

w  I  was  with  Grant "  —  the  stranger  said ; 
Said  the  farmer,  "  Say  no  more, 
But  rest  thee  here  at  my  cottage  porch, 
For  thy  feet  are  weary  and  sore." 

"  I  was  with  Grant "  —  the  stranger  said ; 
Said  the  farmer,  "  Nay,  no  more,  — 
I  prithee  sit  at  my  frugal  board, 
And  eat  of  my  humble  store. 

"How  fares  my  boy,  — my  soldier  boy, 
Of  the  old  Ninth  Army  Corps  ? 
I  warrant  he  bore  him  gallantly 

In  the  smoke  and  the  battle's  roar  ! " 

"  I  know  him  not,"  said  the  aged  man, 
"  And,  as  I  remarked  before, 
I  was  with  Grant  "  —     "  Nay,  nay,  I  know,'3 
Said  the  farmer,  "  say  no  more  : 

"  He  fell  in  battle,  —  I  see,  alas  ! 

Thou  'dst  smooth  these  tidings  o'er,  — 
Nay,  speak  the  truth,  whatever  it  be, 
Though  it  rend  my  bosom's  core. 

"  How  fell  he  ?     With  his  face  to  the  foe, 
Upholding  the  flag  he  bore  ? 
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Oh,  say  not  that  my  boy  disgraced 
The  uniform  that  he  wore  !  " 

"  I  cannot  tell,"  said  the  aged  man, 

"  And  should  have  remarked  before, 
That  I  was  with  Grant,  —  in  Illinois,  — 
Some  three  years  before  the  war." 

Then  the  farmer  spake  him  never  a  word, 
But  beat  with  his  fist  full  sore 

That  aged  man  who  had  worked  for  Granfc 
Some  three  years  before  the  war. 


THE  IDYL  OF  BATTLE  HOLLOW 

(WAR    OF    THE    REBELLION,    1864) 

No,  I  won't,  —  thar,  now,  so  !    And  it  ain't  nothin',  —  no  1 
And  thar  's  nary  to  tell  that  you  folks  yer  don't  know  ; 
And  it 's  "  Belle,  tell  us,  do  !  "  and  it 's  "  Belle,  is  it  true  ?  " 
And."  Wot 's  this  yer  yarn  of  the  Major  and  you  ?  " 
Till  I  'm  sick  of  it  all,  —  so  I  am,  but  I  s'pose 
Thet  is  nothin'  to  you.  .  .   .  Well,  then,  listen  !  yer  goes ! 

It  was  after  the  fight,  and  around  us  all  night 
Thar  was  poppin'  and  shootin'  a  powerful  sight ; 
And  the  niggers  had  fled,  and  Aunt  Chlo  was  abed, 
And  Pinky  and  Milly  were  hid  in  the  shed  : 
And  I  ran  out  at  daybreak,  and  nothin'  was  nigh 
But  the  growlin'  of  cannon  low  down  in  the  sky. 

And  I  saw  not  a  thing,  as  I  ran  to  the  spring, 
But  a  splintered  fence  rail  and  a  broken-down  swing. 
And  a  bird  said  "  Kerchee !  "  as  it  sat  on  a  tree, 
As  if  it  was  lonesome,  and  glad  to  see  me  ; 
And  I  filled  up  my  pail  and  was  risin'  to  go, 
When  up  comes  the  Major  a-canterin'  slow. 

When  he  saw  me  he  drew  in  his  reins,  and  then  threw 
On.  the  gate-post  his  bridle,  and  —  what  does  he  do 
But  come  down  where  I  sat ;  and  he  lifted  his  hat, 
And  he  says  —  well,  thar  ain't  any  need  to  tell  that ; 
'T  was  some  foolishness,  sure,  but  it  'mounted  to  this, 
Thet  he  asked  for  a  drink,  and  he  wanted  —  a  kiss. 
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Then  I  said  (I  was  mad),  "For  the  water,  my  lad, 

You  're  too  big  and  must  stoop  ;  for  a  kiss,  it  's  as  bad,  — 

You  ain't  near  big  enough."     And  I  turned  in  a  huff, 

When  that  Major  he  laid  his  white  hand  on  my  cuff, 

And  he  says,  "  You  're  a  trump  !     Take  my  pistol,  don't 

fear! 
But  shoot  the  next  man  that  insults  you,  my  dear." 

Then  he  stooped  to  the  pool,  very  quiet  and  cool, 
Leavin'  me  with  that  pistol  stuck  there  like  a  fool, 
When  thar  flashed  on  my  sight  a  quick  glimmer  of  light 
From  the  top  of  the  little  stone  fence  on  the  right, 
And  I  knew  't  was  a  rifle,  and  back  of  it  all 
Rose  the  face  of  that  bushwhacker,  Cherokee  Hall ! 

Then  I  felt  in  my  dread  that  the  moment  the  head 
Of  the  Major  was  lifted,  the  Major  was  dead ; 
And  I  stood  still  and  white,  but  Lord  !  gals,  in  spite 
Of  my  care,  that  derned  pistol  went  off  in  my  fright ! 
Went  off  —  true  as  gospil !  —  and,  strangest  of  all, 
It  actooally  injured  that  Cherokee  Hall ! 

Thet  's  all  —  now,  go  'long  !     Yes,  some  folks  thinks  it  'a 

wrong, 
And  thar  's  some  wants  to  know  to  what  side  I  belong ; 
But  I  says,  "  Served  him  right !  "  and  I  go,  all  my  might, 
In  love  or  in  war,  for  a  fair  stand-up  fight ; 
And  as  for  the  Major —  sho  !  gals,  don't  you  know 
Thet  —  Lord  !  thar  's  his  step  in  the  garden  below. 


CALDWELL   OF   SPRINGFIELD 

(NEW   JERSEY,  1780) 

Herb  's    the    spot.     Look   around   you.     Above    on   the 

height 
Lay  the  Hessians  encamped.     By  that  church  on  the  right 
Stood  the  gaunt  Jersey  farmers.     And  here  ran  a  wall,  — 
You  may  dig  anywhere  and  you  '11  turn  up  a  ball. 
Nothing  more.      Grasses  spring,  waters  run,  flowers  blow, 
Pretty  much  as  they  did  ninety-three  years  ago. 

Nothing   more,   did  I  say  ?     Stay   one  moment  •.    you  've 

heard 
Of  Caldwell,  the  parson,  who  once  preached  the  word 
Down  at  Springfield  ?     What,  no  ?     Come  —  that 's  bad  ; 

why,  he  had 
All  the  Jerseys  aflame !     And  they  gave  him  the  name 
Of  the  "  rebel  high  priest."     He  stuck. in  their  gorge, 
For  he  loved  the  Lord  God  —  and  he  hated  King  George ! 

He  had  cause,  you  might  say !     When  the  Hessians  that 

day 
Marched  up  with  Knyphausen,  they  stopped  on  their  way 
At  the  "  farms,"  where  his  wife,  with  a  child  in  her  arms, 
Sat  alone  in  the  house.     How  it  happened  none  knew 
But  God  —  and  that  one  of  the  hireling  crew 
Who  fired  the  shot !     Enough  !  —  there  she  lay, 
And  Caldwell,  the  chaplain,  her  husband,  away ! 
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Did  he  preach  —  did  he  pray  ?     Think  of  him  as  you  stand 
By  the  old  church  to-day,  —  think  of  him  and  his  band 
Of  militant  ploughboys  !     See  the  smoke  and  the  heat 
Of  that  reckless  advance,  of  that  straggling  retreat ! 
Keep  the  ghost  of  that  wife,  foully  slain,  in  your  view  — 
And  what  could  you,  what  should  you,  what  would  you  do  ? 

Why,  just  what  he  did !     They  were  left  in  the  lurch 
For  the  want  of  more  wadding.     He  ran  to  the  church, 
Broke  the  door,  stripped  the  pews,  and  dashed  out  in  the 

road 
With  his  arms  full  of  hymn-books,  and  threw  down  his  load 
At  their  feet !     Then  above  all  the  shouting  and  shots 
Bang  his  voice :   "  Put  Watts  into  'em !     Boys,  give  'em 

Watts ! " 

And  they  did.     That  is  all.     Grasses  spring,  flowers  blow, 
Pretty  much  as  they  did  ninety-three  years  ago. 
You  may  dig  anywhere  and  you  '11  turn  up  a  ball  — 
Bnt  not  always  a  hero  like  this  —  and  that 's  all. 


POEM 

DELIVERED  ON  THE  FOURTEENTH  ANNIVERSARY  OF  CALI- 
FORNIA'S ADMISSION  INTO  THE  UNION,  SEPTEMBER  ft 
1864 

We  meet  in  peace,  though  from  our  native  East 
The  sun  that  sparkles  on  our  birthday  feast 
Glanced  as  he  rose  on  fields  whose  dews  were  red 
With  darker  tints  than  those  Aurora  spread. 
Though  shorn  his  rays,  his  welcome  disk  concealed 
In  the  dim  smoke  that  veiled  each  battlefield, 
Still  striving  upward,  in  meridian  pride, 
He  climbed  the  walls  that  East  and  West  divide,  — . 
Saw  his  bright  face  flashed  back  from  golden  sand, 
And  sapphire  seas  that  lave  the  Western  land. 

Strange  was  the  contrast  that  such  scenes  disclose 
From  his  high  vantage  o'er  eternal  snows  ; 
There  War's  alarm  the  brazen  trumpet  rings  — 
Here  his  love-song  the  mailed  cicala  sings  ; 
There  bayonets  glitter  through  the  forest  glades  — 
Here  yellow  cornfields  stack  their  peaceful  blades ; 
There  the  deep  trench  where  Valor  finds  a  grave  —~ 
Here  the  long  ditch  that  curbs  the  peaceful  wave  ; 
There  the  bold  sapper  with  his  lighted  train  — 
Here  the  dark  tunnel  and  its  stores  of  gain ; 
Here  the  full  harvest  and  the  wain's  advance  — 
There  the  Grim  Reaper  and  the  ambulance. 

With  scenes  so  adverse,  what  mysterious  bond 
Links  our  fair  fortunes  to  the  shores  beyond  ? 
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Why  come  we  here  —  last  of  a  scattered  fold  — • 
To  pour  new  metal  in  the  broken  mould  ? 
To  yield  our  tribute,  stamped  with  Csesar's  face, 
To  Caesar,  stricken  in  the  market-place  ? 

Ah  !  love  of  country  is  the  secret  tie 

That  joins  these  contrasts  'neath  one  arching  sky  | 

Though  brighter  paths  our  peaceful  steps  explore, 

"We  meet  together  at  the  Nation's  door. 

War  winds  her  horn,  and  giant  cliffs  go  down 

Like  the  high  walls  that  girt  the  sacred  town, 

And  bares  the  pathway  to  her  throbbing  heart, 

From  clustered  village  and  from  crowded  mart. 

Part  of  God's  providence  it  was  to  found 
A  Nation's  bulwark  on  this  chosen  ground ; 
Not  Jesuit's  zeal  nor  pioneer's  unrest 
Planted  these  pickets  in  the  distant  West, 
But  He  who  first  the  Nation's  fate  forecast 
Placed  here  His  fountains  sealed  for  ages  past, 
Rock-ribbed  and  guarded  till  the  coming  time 
Should  fit  the  people  for  their  work  sublime  ; 
When  a  new  Moses  with  his  rod  of  steel 
Smote  the  tall  cliffs  with  one  wide-ringing  peal. 
And  the  old  miracle  in  record  told 
To  the  new  Nation  was  revealed  in  gold. 

Judge  not  too  idly  that  our  toils  are  mean, 
Though  no  new  levies  marshal  on  our  green ; 
Nor  deem  too  rashly  that  our  gains  are  small, 
Weighed  with  the  prizes  for  which  heroes  fall. 
See,  where  thick  vapor  wreathes  the  battle-line  ; 
There  Mercy  follows  with  her  oil  and  wine  ; 
Or  where  brown  Labor  with  its  peaceful  charm 
Stiffens  the  sinews  of  the  Nation's  arm. 
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What  nerves  its  hands  to  strike  a  deadlier  blow 
And  hurl  its  legions  on  the  rebel  foe  ? 
Lo  !  for  each  town  new  rising  o'er  our  State 
See  the  foe's  hamlet  waste  and  desolate, 
While  each  new  factory  lifts  its  chimney  tall, 
Like  a  fresh  mortar  trained  on  Richmond's  wall. 

For  this,  0  brothers,  swings  the  fruitful  vine, 
Spread  our  broad  pastures  with  their  countless  kins  t 
For  this  o'erhead  the  arching  vault  springs  clear, 
Sunlit  and  cloudless  for  one  half  the  year ; 
For  this  no  snowflake,  e'er  so  lightly  pressed, 
Chills  the  warm  impulse  of  our  mother's  breast. 
Quick  to  reply,  from  meadows  brown  and  sere, 
She  thrills  responsive  to  Spring's  earliest  tear ; 
Breaks  into  blossom,  flings  her  loveliest  rose 
Ere  the  white  crocus  mounts  Atlantic  snows ; 
And  the  example  of  her  liberal  creed 
Teaches  the  lesson  that  to-day  we  heed. 

Thus  ours  the  lot  with  peaceful,  generous  hand 
To  spread  our  bounty  o'er  the  suffering  land; 
As  the  deep  cleft  in  Mariposa's  wall 
Hurls  a  vast  river  splintering  in  its  fall,  — 
Though  the  rapt  soul  who  stands  in  awe  below 
Sees  but  the  arching  of  the  promised  bow,  — 
Lo !  the  far  streamlet  drinks  its  dews  unseen, 
And  the  whole  valley  wakes  a  brighter  green. 
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And  you  are  the  poet,  and  so  you  want 

Something  —  what  is  it  ?  —  a  theme,  a  fancy  ? 
Something  or  other  the  Muse  won't  grant 

To  your  old  poetical  necromancy  ; 
Why,  one  half  you  poets  —  you  can't  deny  — 

Don't  know  the  Muse  when  you  chance  to  meet  her. 
But  sit  in  your  attics  and  mope  and  sigh 
For  a  faineant  goddess  to  drop  from  the  sky, 
When  flesh  and  blood  may  be  standing  by 

Quite  at  your  service,  should  you  but  greet  her. 

What  if  I  told  you  my  own  romance  ? 

Women  are  poets,  if  you  so  take  them, 
One  third  poet,  —  the  rest  what  chance 

Of  man  and  marriage  may  choose  to  make  them. 
Give  me  ten  minutes  before  you  go,  — 

Here  at  the  window  we  '11  sit  together, 
Watching  the  currents  that  ebb  and  flow; 
Watching  the  world  as  it  drifts  below 
Up  the  hot  Avenue's  dusty  glow : 

Is  n't  it  pleasant,  this  bright  June  weather  ? 

Well,  it  was  after  the  war  broke  out, 

And  I  was  a  schoolgirl  fresh  from  Paris ; 

Papa  had  contracts,  and  roamed  about, 

And  I  —  did  nothing  —  for  I  was  an  heiress. 

Picked  some  lint,  now  I  think ;  perhaps 
Knitted  some  stockings  —  a  dozen  nearly ; 
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Ravelocks  made  for  the  soldiers'  caps ; 
Stood  at  fair-tables  and  peddled  traps 
Quite  at  a  profit.     The  "  shoulder-straps  " 

Thought  I  was  pretty.     Ah,  thank  you  !  reallj  ? 

Still  it  was  stupid.     Rata-tat-tat ! 

Those  were  the  sounds  of  that  battle  summer, 
Till  the  earth  seemed  a  parchment  round  and  flat, 

And  every  footfall  the  tap  of  a  drummer  ; 
And  day  by  day  down  the  Avenue  went 

Cavalry,  infantry,  all  together, 
Till  my  pitying  angel  one  day  sent 
My  fate  in  the  shape  of  a  regiment, 
That  halted,  just  as  the  day  was  spent, 

Here  at  our  door  in  the  bright  June  weather. 

None  of  your  dandy  warriors  they,  — 

Men  from  the  West,  but  where  I  know  not ; 
Haggard  and  travel-stained,  worn  and  gray, 

With  never  a  ribbon  or  lace  or  bow-knot : 
And  I  opened  the  window,  and,  leaning  there, 

I  felt  in  their  presence  the  free  winds  blowing. 
My  neck  and  shoulders  and  arms  were  bare,  — 
I  did  not  dream  they  might  think  me  fair, 
But  I  had  some  flowers  that  night  in  my  hair, 

And  here,  on  my  bosom,  a  red  rose  glowing. 

And  I  looked  from  the  window  along  the  line, 

Dusty  and  dirty  and  grim  and  solemn, 
Till  an  eye  like  a  bayonet  flash  met  mine, 

And  a  dark  face  shone  from  the  darkening  column^ 
And  a  quick  flame  leaped  to  my  eyes  and  hair, 

Till  cheeks  and  shoulders  burned  all  together, 
And  the  next  I  found  myself  standing  there 
With  my  eyelids  wet  and  my  cheeks  less  fair, 


38  NATIONAL 

And  the  rose  from  my  bosom  tossed  high  in  air, 
Like  a  blood-drop  falling  on  plume  and  feather. 

Then  I  drew  back  quickly  :  there  came  a  cheer, 

A  rush  of  figures,  a  noise  and  tussle, 
And  then  it  was  over,  and  high  and  clear 

My  red  rose  bloomed  on  his  gun's  black  muzzle. 
Then  far  in  the  darkness  a  sharp  voice  cried, 

And  slowly  and  steadily,  all  together, 
Shoulder  to  shoulder  and  side  to  side, 
Rising  and  falling  and  swaying  wide, 
But  bearing  above  them  the  rose,  my  pride, 

They  marched  away  in  the  twilight  weather. 

And  I  leaned  from  my  window  and  watched  my  rose 

Tossed  on  the  waves  of  the  surging  column, 
Warmed  from  above  in  the  sunset  glows, 

Borne  from  below  by  an  impulse  solemn. 
Then  I  shut  the  window.     I  heard  no  more 

Of  my  soldier  friend,  nor  my  flower  neither, 
But  lived  my  life  as  I  did  before. 
I  did  not  go  as  a  nurse  to  the  war,  — 
Sick  folks  to  me  are  a  dreadful  bore,  — 

So  I  did  n't  go  to  the  hospital  either. 

You  smile,  0  poet,  and  what  do  you  ? 

You  lean  from  your  window,  and  watch  life's  column 
Trampling  and  struggling  through  dust  and  dew, 

Filled  with  its  purposes  grave  and  solemn  ; 
And  an  act,  a  gesture,  a  face  —  who  knows  ?  — 

Touches  your  fancy  to  thrill  and  haunt  you, 
And  you  pluck  from  your  bosom  the  verse  that  grows 
And  down  it  flies  like  my  red,  red  rose, 
And  you  sit  and  dream  as  away  it  goes, 

And  think  that  your  duty  is  done,  —  now  don't  you  ? 
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I  know  your  answer.     I  'm  not  yet  through. 

Look  at  this  photograph,  —  "  In  the  Trenches  "  ! 
That  dead  man  in  the  coat  of  blue 

Holds  a  withered  rose  in  his  hand.     That  clenches 
Nothing  !  —  except  that  the  sun  paints  true, 

And  a  woman  is  sometimes  prophetic-minded. 
And  that 's  my  romance.     And,  poet,  you 
Take  it  and  mould  it  to  suit  your  view ; 
And  who  knows  but  you  may  find  it  too 

Come  to  your  heart  once  more,  as  mine  did. 


AN  ARCTIC  VISION 

Where  the  short-legged  Esquimaux 
Waddle  in  the  ice  and  snow, 
And  the  playful  Polar  hear 
Nips  the  hunter  unaware ; 
Where  by  day  they  track  the  ermine, 
And  by  night  another  vermin,  — 
Segment  of  the  frigid  zone, 
Where  the  temperature  alone 
Warms  on  St.  Elias'  cone  ; 
Polar  dock,  where  Nature  slips 
Prom  the  ways  her  icy  ships  ; 
Land  of  fox  and  deer  and  sable, 
Shore  end  of  our  western  cable,  — 
Let  the  news  that  flying  goes 
Thrill  through  all  your  Arctic  floes, 
And  reverberate  the  boast 
Prom  the  cliffs  off  Beechey's  coast, 
Till  the  tidings,  circling  round 
Every  bay  of  Norton  Sound, 
Throw  the  vocal  tide-wave  back 
To  the  isles  of  Kodiac. 
Let  the  stately  Polar  bears 
Waltz  around  the  pole  in  pairs, 
And  the  walrus,  in  his  glee, 
Bare  his  tusk  of  ivory  ; 
While  the  bold  sea-unicorn 
Calmly  takes  an  extra  horn  ; 
All  ye  Polar  skies,  reveal  your 


AN   ARCTIC   VISION  43 

Very  rarest  of  parhelia ; 

Trip  it,  all  ye  merry  dancers, 

In  the  airiest  of  "  Lancers  ;  " 

Slide,  ye  solemn  glaciers,  slide, 

One  inch  farther  to  the  tide, 

Nor  in  rash  precipitation 

Upset  Tyndall's  calculation. 

Know  you  not  what  fate  awaits  you, 

Or  to  whom  the  future  mates  you'  ? 

All  ye  icebergs,  make  salaam,  — 

You  belong  to  Uncle  Sam ! 

On  the  spot  where  Eugene  Sue 
Led  his  wretched  Wandering  Jew, 
Stands  a  form  whose  features  strike 
Russ  and  Esquimaux  alike. 
He  it  is  whom  Skalds  of  old 
In  their  Runic  rhymes  foretold  ; 
Lean  of  flank  and  lank  of  jaw, 
See  the  real  Northern  Thor  ! 
See  the  awful  Yankee  leering 
Just  across  the  Straits  of  Behring  ; 
On  the  drifted  snow,  too  plain, 
Sinks  his  fresh  tobacco  stain, 
Just  beside  the  deep  inden- 
Tation  of  his  Number  10. 

Leaning  on  his  icy  hammer 
Stands  the  hero  of  this  drama, 
And  above  the  wild-duck's  clamor. 
In  his  own  peculiar  grammar, 
"With  its  linguistic  disguises, 
Lo  !  the  Arctic  prologue  rises : 
"Wall,  I  reckon  't  ain't  so  bad, 
Seein'  ez  't  was  all  they  had. 
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True,  the  Springs  are  rather  late, 

And  early  Falls  predominate ; 

But  the  ice-crop 's  pretty  sure, 

And  the  air  is  kind  o'  pure  ; 

'T  ain't  so  very  mean  a  trade, 

When  the  land  is  all  surveyed. 

There 's  a  right  smart  chance  for  fur-chase 

All  along  this  recent  purchase, 

And,  unless  the  stories  fail, 

Every  fish  from  cod  to  whale  ; 

Rocks,  too  ;  mebbe  quartz  ;  let 's  see,  — 

'T  would  be  strange  if  there  should  be,  — 

Seems  I  've  heerd  such  stories  told  ; 

Eh  !  —  why,  bless  us,  —  yes,  it 's  gold  !  " 

While  the  blows  are  falling  thick 
From  his  California  pick, 
You  may  recognize  the  Thor 
Of  the  vision  that  I  saw,  — 
Freed  from  legendary  glamour, 
See  the  real  magician's  hammer. 


ST.    THOMAS 

(A  GEOGRAPHICAL    SURVEY,  1868) 

Very  fair  and  full  of  promise 
Lay  the  island  of  St.  Thomas : 
Ocean  o'er  its  reefs  and  bars 
Hid  its  elemental  scars  ; 
Groves  of  cocoanut  and  guava 
Grew  above  its  fields  of  lava. 
So  the  gem  of  the  Antilles  — 
"  Isles  of  Eden,"  where  no  ill  is  — 
Like  a  great  green  turtle  slumbered 
On  the  sea  that  it  encumbered. 

Then  said  William  Henry  Seward, 
As  he  cast  his  eye  to  leeward, 
*'  Quite  important  to  our  commerce 
Is  this  island  of  St.  Thomas." 

Said  the  Mountain  ranges,  "  Thank'ee, 
But  we  cannot  stand  the  Yankee 
O'er  our  scars  and  fissures  poring, 
In  our  very  vitals  boring, 
In  our  sacred  caverns  prying, 
All  our  secret  problems  trying,  — 
Digging,  blasting,  with  dynamit 
Mocking  all  our  thunders  !     Damn  it ! 
Other  lands  may  be  more  civil  ; 
Bust  our  lava  crust  if  we  will ! " 

Said  the  Sea,  its  white  teeth  gnashing 
Through  its  coral-reef  lips  flashing, 
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"  Shall  I  let  this  scheming  mortal 
Shut  with  stone  my  shining  portal, 
Curb  my  tide  and  check  my  play, 
Fence  with  wharves  my  shining  bay  ? 
Rather  let  me  be  drawn  out 
In  one  awful  waterspout !  " 

Said  the  black-browed  Hurricane, 
Brooding  down  the  Spanish  Main, 
"  Shall  I  see  my  forces,  zounds  ! 
Measured  by  square  inch  and  pounds, 
With  detectives  at  my  back 
When  I  double  on  my  track, 
And  my  secret  paths  made  clear, 
Published  o'er  the  hemisphere 
To  each  gaping,  prying  crew  ? 
Shall  I  ?     Blow  me  if  I  do  !  " 

So  the  Mountains  shook  and  thundered, 
And  the  Hurricane  came  sweeping, 
And  the  people  stared  and  wondered 
As  the  Sea  came  on  them  leaping : 
Each,  according  to  his  promise, 
Made  things  lively  at  St.  Thomas. 

Till  one  morn,  when  Mr.  Seward 
Cast  his  weather  eye  to  leeward, 
There  was  not  an  inch  of  dry  land 
Left  to  mark  his  recent  island. 
Not  a  flagstaff  or  a  sentry, 
Not  a  wharf  or  port  of  entry,  — 
Only  —  to  cut  matters  shorter  — 
Just  a  patch  of  muddy  water 
In  the  open  ocean  lying, 
And  a  gull  above  it  flying. 


OFF   SCARBOROUGH 

(SEPTEMBER,    1779) 


"  Have  a  care !  "  the  bailiffs  cried 
From  their  cockleshell  that  lay 
Off  the  frigate's  yellow  side, 
Tossing  on  Scarborough  Bay, 
While  the  forty  sail  it  convoyed  on  a  bowline  stretched 
away. 
"  Take  your  chicks  beneath  your  wings, 
And  your  claws  and  feathers  spread, 
Ere  the  hawk  upon  them  springs,  — 
Ere  around  Flamborough  Head 
Swoops  Paul  Jones,  the  Yankee  falcon,  with  his  beak  and 
talons  red." 


How  we  laughed  !  —  my  mate  and  I,  — 

On  the  "  Bon  Homme  Richard's"  deck, 
As  we  saw  that  convoy  fly 

Like  a  snow-squall,  till  each  fleck 
JVtelted  in  the  twilight  shadows  of  the  coast-line,  speck  by 
speck ; 
And  scuffling  back  to  shore 

The  Scarborough  bailiffs  sped, 
As  the  "  Richard,"  with  a  roar 
Of  her  cannon  round  the  Head, 
Crossed    her    royal    yards    and    signaled    to    her    consort: 
"  Chase  ahead  !  " 
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III 
But  the  devil  seize  Landais 

In  that  consort  ship  of  France ! 
For  the  shabby,  lubber  way 

That  he  worked  the  "  Alliance" 
In  the    offing,  —  nor  a   broadside  fired   save  to   our  mis- 
chance !  — 
When  tumbling  to  the  van, 

With  his  battle-lanterns  set, 
Rose  the  burly  Englishman 

'Gainst  our  hull  as  black  as  jet,  — 
Eode  the  yellow-sided  "  Serapis,"  and  all  alone  we  met ! 


All  alone,  though  far  at  sea 

Hung  his  consort,  rounding  to  ; 
All  alone,  though  on  our  lee 

Fought  our  "  Pallas,"  stanch  and  true  ! 
For  the  first  broadside  around  us  both  a  smoky  circle  drew : 
And,  like  champions  in  a  ring, 

There  was  cleared  a  little  space  — 
Scarce  a  cable's  length  to  swing  — 
Ere  we  grappled  in  embrace, 
All  the  world  shut  out  around  us,  and  we   only  face  to 
face ! 

v 
Then  awoke  all  hell  below 

From  that  broadside,  doubly  curst, 
For  our  long  eighteens  in  row 

Leaped  the  first  discharge  and  burst ! 
And  on  deck  our  men  came  pouring,  fearing  their  own  guns 
the  worst. 
And  as  dumb  we  lay,  till,  through 
Smoke  and  flame  and  bitter  cry, 
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Hailed  the  "  Serapis  :  "  '•'  Have  you 
Struck  your  colors  ?  "     Our  reply, 
"  We  have  not  yet  begun  to  fight !  "  went  shouting  to  the 
sky  ! 

VI 

Roux  of  Brest,  old  fisher,  lay 

Like  a  herring  gasping  here ; 
Bunker  of  Nantucket  Bay, 

Blown  from  out  the  port,  dropped  sheer 
Half  a  cable's  length  to  leeward  ;  yet  we  faintly  raised  a 
cheer 
As  with  his  own  right  hand 

Our  Commodore  made  fast 
The  foeman's  head-gear  and 
The  "  Richard's  "  mizzen-mast, 
And  in  that  death-lock  clinging  held  us  there  from  first  to 
last! 

VII 

Yet  the  foeman,  gun  on  gun, 

Through  the  "  Richard  "  tore  a  road, 
With  his  gunners'  rammers  run 
Through  our  ports  at  every  load, 
Till  clear  the  blue  beyond  us  through  our  yawning  timbers 
showed. 
Yet  with  entrails  torn  we  clung 
Like  the  Spartan  to  our  fox, 
And  on  deck  no  coward  tongue 
Wailed  the  enemy's  hard  knocks, 
Nor  that  all  below  us  trembled  like  a  wreck  upon  the  rocks. 

VIII 

Then  a  thought  rose  in  my  brain, 
As  through  Channel  mists  the  sun. 

From  our  tops  a  fire  like  rain 
Drove  below  decks  every  one 
Of  the  enemy's  ship's  company  to  hide  or  work  a  gun : 


48  NATIONAL 

And  that  thought  took  shape  as  I 

On  the  "  Eiehard's  "  yard  lay  out, 
That  a  man  might  do  and  die, 
If  the  doing  brought  about 
.Freedom   for  his  home  and  country,  and  his   messmates' 
cheering  shout ! 


Then  I  crept  out  in  the  dark 

Till  I  hung  above  the  hatch 
Of  the  "  Serapis,"  —  a  mark 

For  her  marksmen  !  —  with  a  match 
And  a  hand-grenade,  but  lingered  just  a  moment  more  to 
snatch 
One  last  look  at  sea  and  sky  ! 

At  the  lighthouse  on  the  hill ! 
At  the  harvest-moon  on  high  ! 
And  our  pine  flag  fluttering  still ! 
Then  turned  and  down  her  yawning  throat  I  launched  that 
devil's  pill ! 

x 

Then  a  blank  was  all  between 

As  the  flames  around  me  spun  ! 
Had  I  fired  the  magazine  ? 
Was  the  victory  lost  or  won  ? 
Nor  knew  I  till  the  fight  was  o'er  but  half  my  work  was 
done  : 
For  I  lay  among  the  dead 

In  the  cockpit  of  our  foe, 
With  a  roar  above  my  head,  — 
Till  a  trampling  to  and  fro, 
And  a  lantern  showed  my  mate's  face,  and  I  knew  what 
now  you  know! 


CADET   GREY 
CANTO  I 


Act  first,  scene  first.     A  study.     Of  a  kind 
Half  cell,  half  salon,  opulent  yet  grave ; 

Rare  books,  low-shelved,  yet  far  above  the  mind 
Of  common  man  to  compass  or  to  crave  ; 

Some  slight  relief  of  pamphlets  that  inclined 
The  soul  at  first  to  trifling,  till,  dismayed 

By  text  and  title,  it  drew  back  resigned, 
Nor  cared  with  levity  to  vex  a  shade 
That  to  itself  such  perfect  concord  made. 

II 
Some  thoughts  like  these  perplexed  the  patriot  brain 

Of  Jones,  Lawgiver  to  the  Commonwealth, 
As  on  the  threshold  of  this  chaste  domain 

He  paused  expectant,  and  looked  up  in  stealth 
To  darkened  canvases  that  frowned  amain, 

With  stern-eyed  Puritans,  who  first  began 
To  spread  their  roots  iu  Georgius  Primus'  reign, 

Nor  dropped  till  now,  obedient  to  some  plan, 

Their  century  fruit,  —  the  perfect  Boston  man. 

in 
Somewhere  within  that  Russia-scented  gloom 
A  voice  catarrhal  thrilled  the  Member's  ear : 
"  Brief  is  our  business,  Jones.     Look  round  this  room  t 
Regard  yon  portraits  !     Read  their  meaning  clear  1 
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These  much  proclaim  my  station.     I  presume 
You  are  our  Congressman,  before  whose  wit 

And  sober  judgment  shall  the  youth  appear 

Who  for  West  Point  is  deemed  most  just  and  fit 
To  serve  his  court'-v  and  to  honor  it. 

rv 
'  Such  is  my  son  !     Elsewhere  perhaps  't  were  wise 

Trial  competitive  should  guide  your  choice. 
There  are  some  people  I  can  well  surmise 

Themselves  must  show  their  merits.     History's  voice 
Spares  me  that  trouble  :   all  desert  that  lies 

In  yonder  ancestor  of  Queen  Anne's  day, 
Or  yon  grave  Governor,  is  all  my  boy's,  — 

Keverts  to  him  ;   entailed,  as  one  might  say  ; 

In  brief,  result  in  Winthrop  Adams  Grey !  " 


He  turned  and  laid  his  well-bred  hand,  and  smiled, 
On  the  cropped  head  of  one  who  stood  beside. 

Ah  me!  in  sooth  it  was  no  ruddy  child 

Nor  brawny  youth  that  thrilled  the  father's  pride ; 

'T  was  but  a  Mind  that  somehow  had  beguiled 
From  soulless  Matter  processes  that  served 

For  speech  and  motion  and  digesSbn  mild, 
Content  if  all  one  moral  purpose  nerved, 
Nor  recked  thereby  its  spine  were  soTiewhat  curved. 

He  was  scarce  eighteen.     Yet  ere  he  was  eight 
He  had  despoiled  the  classics ;  much  he  knew 

Of  Sanskrit ;  not  that  he  placed  undue  weight 
On  this,  but  that  it  helped  him  with  Hebrew, 

His  favorite  tongue.     He  learned,  alas  !  too  late, 
One  can't  begin  too  early,  —  would  regret 
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That  boyish  whim  to  ascertain  the  state 
Of  Venus'  atmosphere  made  him  forget 
That  philologie  goal  on  which  his  soul  was  set. 

VII 

He  too  had  traveled ;  at  the  age  of  ten 

Found  Paris  empty,  dull  except  for  art 
And  accent.      "  Mabille  "  with  its  glories  then 

Less  than  Egyptian   "  Almees  "  touched  a  heart 
Nothing  if  not  pure  classic.      If  some  men 

Thought  him  a  prig,  it  vexed  not  his  conceit. 
But  moved  his  pity,  and  ofttimes  his  pen, 

The  better  to  instruct  them,  through  some  sheet 

Published  in  Boston,  and  signed  "  Beacon  Street.5" 


Prom  premises  so  plain  the  blind  could  see 
But  one  deduction,  and  it  came  next  day. 
5  In  times  like  these,  the  very  name  of  G. 
Speaks  volumes,"  wrote  the  Honorable  J. 

Inclosed  please  find  appointment."     Presently 
Came  a  reception  to  which  Harvard  lent 

Fourteen  professors,  and,  to  give  esprit, 

The  Liberal  Club  some  eighteen  ladies  sent, 
Five  that  spoke  Greek,  and  thirteen  sentiment. 


/our  poets  came  who  loved  each  other's  song, 
And  two  philosophers,  who  thought  that  they 

vVere  in  most  things  impractical  and  wrong ; 
And  two  reformers,  each  in  his  own  way 

Peculiar,  —  one  who  had 'waxed  strong 

On  herbs  and  water,  and  such  simple  fare  ; 

Two  foreign  lions,  "  Earn  See  "  and  ''  Chy  Long," 
And  several  artists  claimed  attention  there, 
Based  on  the  fact  they  had  been  snubbed  elsewhere. 
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X 

With  this  indorsement  nothing  now  remained 
But  counsel,  Godspeed,  and  some  cairn  adieux ; 

No  foolish  tear  the  father's  eyelash  stained, 

And  Winthrop's  cheek  as  guiltless  shone  of  dew. 

A  slight  publicity,  such  as  obtained 

In  classic  Rome,  these  few  last  hours  attended. 

The  day  arrived,  the  train  and  depot  gained, 

The  mayor's  own  presence  this  last  act  commended  , 
The  train  moved  off,  and  here  the  first  act  ended. 


CANTO  n 


Where  West  Point  crouches,  and  with  lifted  shield 
Turns  the  whole  river  eastward  through  the  pass ; 

Whose  jutting  crags,  half  silver,  stand  revealed 
Like  bossy  bucklers  of  Leonidas  ; 

Where  buttressed  low  against  the  storms  that  wield 
Their  summer  lightnings  where  her  eaglets  swarm, 

By  Freedom's  cradle  Nature's  self  has  steeled 
Her  heart,  like  Winkelried,  and  to  that  storm 
Of  leveled  lances  bares  her  bosom  warm. 

n 

But  not  to-night.     The  air  and  woods  are  still, 
The  faintest  rustle  in  the  trees  below, 

The  lowest  tremor  from  the  mountain  rill, 
Come  to  the  ear  as  but  the  trailing  flow 

Of  spirit  robes  that  walk  unseen  the  hill ; 
The  moon  low  sailing  o'er  the  upland  farm, 

The  moon  low  sailing  where  the  waters  fill 
The  lozenge  lake,  beside  the  banks  of  balm, 
Gleams  like  a  chevron  on  the  river's  arm. 
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III 
All  space  breathes  languor:  from  the  hilltop  high, 

Where  PuLnani's  bastion  crumbles  in  the  past, 
To  swooning  depths  where  drowsy  cannon  lie 

And  wide-mouthed  mortars  gape  in  slumbers  vast ; 
Stroke  upon  stroke,  the  far  oars  glance  and  die 

On  the  hushed  bosom  of  the  sleeping  stream ; 
Bright  for  one  moment  drifts  a  white  sail  by, 

Bright  for  one  moment  shows  a  bayonet  gleam 

Far  on  the  level  plain,  then  passes  as  a  dream. 

IV 

Soft  down  the  line  of  darkened  battlements, 
Bright  on  each  lattice  of  the  barrack  walls, 

Where  the  low  arching  sallyport  indents, 

Seen  through  its  gloom  beyond,  the  moonbeam  falls. 

All  is  repose  save  where  the  camping  tents 

Mock  the  white  gravestones  farther  on,  where  sound 

No  morning  guns  for  reveille,  nor  whence 

No  drum-beat  calls  retreat,  but  still  is  ever  found 
Waiting  and  present  on  each  sentry's  round. 

v 
Within  the  camp  they  lie,  the  young,  the  brave, 

Half  knight,  half  schoolboy,  acolytes  of  fame, 
Pledged  to  one  altar,  and  perchance  one  grave ; 

Bred  to  fear  nothing  but  reproach  and  blame, 
Ascetic  dandies  o'er  whom  vestals  rave, 

Clean-limbed  young  Spartans,  disciplined  young  elves, 
Taught  to  destroy,  that  they  may  live  to  save, 

Students  embattled,  soldiers  at  their  shelves, 

Heroes  whose  conquests  are  at  first  themselves. 

VI 

Within  the  camp  they  lie,  in  dreams  are  freed 
From  the  grim  discipline  they  learn  to  love ; 
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In  dreams  no  more  the  sentry's  challenge  heed, 

In  dreams  afar  beyond  their  pickets  ro^e  ; 
One  treads  once  more  the  piny  paths  that  lead 

To  his  green  mountain  home,  and  pausing  hears 
The  cattle  call ;  one  treads  the  tangled  weed 

Of  slippery  rocks  beside  Atlantic  piers ; 

One  smiles  in  sleep,  one  wakens  wet  with  tears. 

VII 

One  scents  the  breath  of  jasmine  flowers  that  twine 

The  pillared  porches  of  his  Southern  home ; 
One  hears  the  coo  of  pigeons  in  the  pine 

Of  Western  woods  where  he  was  wont  to  roam ; 
One  sees  the  sunset  fire  the  distant  line 

Where  the  long  prairie  sweeps  its  levels  down ; 
One  treads  the  snow-peaks  ;  one  by  lamps  that  shine 

Down  the  broad  highways  of  the  sea-girt  town ; 

And  two  are  missing,  —  Cadets  Grey  ^nd  Brown  ! 

VIII 

Much  as  I  grieve  to  chronicle  the  fact, 

That  selfsame  truant  known  as  "  Cadet  Grey  " 

Was  the  young  hero  of  our  moral  tract, 

Shorn  of  his  twofold  names  on  entrance-day. 

"  Winthrop  "  and  "  Adams  "  dropped  in  that  one  act 

Of  martial  curtness,  and  the  roll-call  thinned 

Of  his  ancestors,  he  with  youthful  tact 

Indulgence  claimed,  since  Winthrop  no  more  sinned, 
Nor  sainted  Adams  winced  when  he,  plain  Grey,  was 
"  skinned." 

IX 

He  had  known  trials  since  we  saw  him  last, 
By  sheer  good  luck  had  just  escaped  rejection, 

Not  for  his  learning,  but  that  it  was  cast 

In  a  spare  frame  scarce  fit  for  drill  inspection ; 
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But  when  he  ope'd  his  lips  a  stream  so  vast 
Of  information  flooded  each  professor, 

They  quite  forgot  his  eyeglass,  —  something  past 
All  precedent,  —  accepting  the  transgressor, 
Weak  eyes  and  all  of  which  he  was  possessor. 


E'en  the  first  day  he  touched  a  blackhoard's  space  — 
So  the  tradition  of  his  glory  lingers  — 

Two  wise  professors  fainted,  each  with  face 
White  as  the  chalk  within  his  rapid  fingers : 

All  day  he  ciphered,  at  such  frantic  pace, 
His  form  was  hid  in  chalk  precipitation 

Of  every  problem,  till  they  said  his  case 
Could  meet  from  them  no  fair  exaniinatiop 
Till  Congress  made  a  new  appropriation. 

XI 

Famous  in  molecules,  he  demonstrated 

From  the  mess  hash  to  many  a  listening  classful ; 
Great  as  a  botanist,  he  separated 

Three  kinds  of  "  Mentha"  in  one  julep's  glassful ; 
High  in  astronomy,  it  has  been  stated 

He  was  the  first  at  West  Point  to  discover 
Mars'  missing  satellites,  and  calculated 

Their  true  positions,  not  the  heavens  over, 

But  'neath  the  window  of  Miss  Kitty  Rove*. 

XII 

Indeed,  I  fear  this  novelty  celestial 
That  very  night  was  visible  and  clear  ; 

At  least  two  youths  of  aspect  most  terrestrial, 
And  clad  in  uniform,  were  loitering  near 

A  villa's  casement,  where  a  gentle  vestal 
Took  their  impatience  somewhat  patiently, 
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Knowing     the     youths     were     somewhat     green     and 
"  bestial "  — 
(A  certain  slang  of  the  Academy, 
I  beg  the  reader  won't  refer  to  me). 


For  when  they  ceased  their  ardent  strain,  Miss  Kitty 
Glowed  not  with  anger  nor  a  kindred  flame, 

But  rather  flushed  with  an  odd  sort  of  pity, 

Half  matron's  kindness,  and  half  coquette's  shame  ; 

Proud  yet  quite  blameful,  when  she  heard  their  ditty 
She  gave  her  soul  poetical  expression, 

And  being  clever  too,  as  she  was  pretty, 

From  her  high  casement  warbled  this  confession,  — 
Half  provocation  and  one  half  repression  :  — 


NOT  YET 

Not  yet,  0  friend,  not  yet !  the  patient  stars 
Lean  from  their  lattices,  content  to  wait. 
All  is  illusion  till  the  morning  bars 
Slip  from  the  levels  of  the  Eastern  gate. 
Night  is  too  young,  0  friend  !  day  is  too  near  ; 
Wait  for  the  day  that  maketh  all  things  clear. 
Not  yet,  0  friend,  not  yet ! 

Not  yet,  0  love,  not  yet !  all  is  not  true, 
All  is  not  ever  as  it  seemeth  now. 
Soon  shall  the  river  take  another  blue, 
Soon  dies  yon  light  upon  the  mountain  brow. 
What  lieth  dark,  O  love,  bright  day  will  fill ; 
Wait  for  thy  morning,  be  it  good  or  ill. 
Not  yet,  0  love,  not  yet  I 


XIV 

The  strain  was  finished ;  softly  as  the  night  ' 
Her  voice  died  from  the  window,  yet  e'en  then 
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Fluttered  and  fell  likewise  a  kerchief  white  ; 

But  that  no  douht  was  accident,  for  when 
She  sought  her  couch  she  deemed  her  conduct  quite 

Beyond  the  reach  of  scandalous  commenter,  — 
Washing  her  hands  of  either  gallant  wight, 

Knowing  the  moralist  might  compliment  her,  — 

Thus  voicing  Siren  with  the  words  of  Mentor. 


She  little  knew  the  youths  below,  who  straight 
Dived  for  her  kerchief,  and  quite  overlooked 

The  pregnant  moral  she  would  inculcate  ; 

Nor  dreamed  the  less  how  little  Winthrop  brooked 

Her  right  to  doubt  his  soul's  maturer  state. 

Brown  —  who  was  Western,  amiable,  and  new  — 

Might  take  the  moral  and  accept  his  fate ; 
The  which  he  did,  but,  being  stronger  too, 
Took  the  white  kerchief,  also,  as  his  due. 

XVI 

They  did  not  quarrel,  which  no  doubt  seemed  queer 
To  those  who  knew  not  how  their  friendship  blended 

Each  was  opposed,  and  each  the  other's  peer, 
Yet  each  the  other  in  some  things  transcended. 

Where  Brown  lacked  culture,  brains,  —  and  oft,  I  fear, 
Cash  in  his  pocket,  —  Grey  of  course  supplied  him  ; 

Where  Grey  lacked  frankness,  force,  and  faith  sincere, 
Brown  of  his  manhood  suffered  none  to  chide  him, 
But  in  his  faults  stood  manfully  beside  him. 


In  academic  walks  and  studies  grave, 

In  the  camp  drill  and  martial  occupation, 

They  helped  each  other ;  but  just  here  I  crave 
Space  for  the  reader's  full  imagination,  — 
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The  fact  is  patent,  Grey  became  a  slave  ! 

A  tool,  a  fag,  a  "  pleb  "  !     To  state  it  plainer, 

All  that  blue  blood  and  ancestry  e'er  gave 

Cleaned  guns,  brought  water  !  —  was,  in  fact,  retainer 
To  Jones,  "whose  uncle  was  a  paper-stainer  ! 

XVIII 

How  they  bore  this  at  home  I  cannot  say : 

I  only  know  so  runs  the  gossip's  tale. 
It  chanced  one  day  that  the  paternal  Grey 

Came  to  West  Point  that  he  himself  might  hail 
The  future  hero  in  some  proper  way 

Consistent  with  his  lineage.     With  him  came 
A  judge,  a  poet,  and  a  brave  array 

Of  aunts  and  uncles,  bearing  each  a  name, 

Eyeglass  and  respirator  with  the  same. 

XIX 

*  Observe  !  "  quoth  Grey  the  elder  to  his  friends, 

"  Not  in  these  giddy  youths  at  baseball  playing 
You  '11  notice  Winthrop  Adams  !     Greater  ends 

Than  these  absorb  his  leisure.     No  doubt  straying 
With  Csesar's  Commentaries,  he  attends 

Some  Roman  council.     Let  us  ask,  however, 
Yon  grimy  urchin,  who  my  soul  offends 

By  wheeling  offal,  if  he  will  endeavor 

To  find  —     What !    heaven  !    Winthrop  !     Oh  !  no  ! 
never  I  " 

xx 
Alas  !  too  true  !     The  last  of  all  the  Greys 

Was  "  doing  police  detail,"  —  it  had  come 
To  this  ;  in  vain  the  rare  historic  bays 

That  crowned  the  pictured  Puritans  at  home  ! 
And  yet  't  was  certain  that  in  grosser  ways 
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Of  health  and  physique  he  was  quite  improving. 
Straighter  he  stood,  and  had  achieved  some  praise 
In  other  exercise,  much  more  hehooving 
A  soldier's  taste  than  merely  dirt  removing. 


But  to  resume :  we  left  the  youthful  pair, 
Some  stanzas  back,  before  a  lady's  bower '; 

'T  is  to  be  hoped  they  were  no  longer  there, 
For  stars  were  pointing  to  the  morning  hour. 

Their  escapade  discovered,  ill  't  would  fare 
With  our  two  heroes,  derelict  of  orders  ; 

But,  like  the  ghost,  they  "  scent  the  morning  air," 
And  back  again  they  steal  across  the  borders, 
Unseen,  unheeded,  by  their  martial  warders. 

XXII 

They  got  to  bed  with  speed  :  young  Grey  to  dream 
Of  some  vague  future  with  a  general's  star, 

And  Mistress  Kitty  basking  in  its  gleam ; 
While  Brown,  content  to  worship  her  afar, 

Dreamed  himself  dying  by  some  lonely  stream, 
Having  snatched  Kitty  from  eighteen  Nez  Perces, 

Till  a  far  bugle,  with  the  morning  beam, 
In  his  dull  ear  its  fateful  song  rehearses, 
Which  Winthrop  Adams  after  put  to  verses. 

XXIII 

So  passed  three  years  of  their  novitiate, 

The  first  real  boyhood  Grey  had  ever  known. 

His  youth  ran  clear,  —  not  choked  like  his  Cochituate, 
In  civic  pipes,  but  free  and  pure  alone ; 

Yet  knew  repression,  could  himself  habituate 
To  having  mind  and  body  well  rubbed  down, 

Could  read  himself  in  others,  and  could  situate 
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Themselves  in  him,  —  except,  I  grieve  to  own, 
He  could  n't  see  what  Kitty  saw  in  Brown  ! 

XXIV 

At  last  came  graduation  ;  Brown  received 
In  the  One  Hundredth  Cavalry  commission  ; 

Then  frolic,  flirting,  parting,  —  when  none  grieved 
Save  Brown,  who  loved  our  young  Academician, 

And  Grey,  who  felt  his  friend  was  still  deceived 
By  Mistress  Kitty,  who  with  other  beauties 

Graced  the  occasion,  and  it  was  believed 

Had  promised  Brown  that  when  he  could  recruit  his 
Promised  command,  she  'd  share  with  him  those  duties 

xxv 
Howe'er  this  was  I  know  not ;   all  I  know, 

The  night  was  June's,  the  moon  rode  high  and  clear ; 
"  'T  was  such  a  night  as  this,"  three  years  ago, 

Miss  Kitty  sang  the  song  that  two  might  hear. 
There  is  a  walk  where  trees  o'erarching  grow, 

Too  wide  for  one,  not  wide  enough  for  three 
(A  fact  precluding  any  plural  beau), 

Which  quite  explained  Miss  Kitty's  company, 

But  not  why  Grey  that  favored  one  should  be. 

XXVI 

There  is  a  spring,  whose  limpid  waters  hide 
Somewhere  within  the  shadows  of  that  path 

Called  Kosciusko's.     There  two  figures  bide,  — 
Grey  and  Miss  Kitty.     Surely  Nature  hath 

No  fairer  mirror  for  a  might-be  bride 

Than  this  same  pool  that  caught  our  gentle  belle 

To  its  dark  heart  one  moment.     At  her  side 

Grey  bent.     A  something  trembled  o'er  the  well, 
Bright,  spherical  —  a  tear  ?     Ah  no  !  a  button  fell ! 
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xxvn 

"Material  minds  might  think  that  gravitation," 

Quoth  Grey,  "  drew  yon  metallic  spheroid  down. 
The  soul  poetic  views  the  situation 

Fraught  with  more  meaning.     When  thy  girlish  crown 
Was  mirrored  there,  there  was  disintegration 

Of  me,  and  all  my  spirit  moved  to  you, 
Taking  the  form  of  slow  precipitation  !  " 

But  here  came  "  Taps,"  a  start,  a  smile,  adieu  1 

A  blush,  a  sigh,  and  end  of  Canto  II. 

BUGLE  SONG 

Fades  the  light, 

And  afar 
Goeth  day,  cometh  night; 
And  a  star 

Leadeth  all, 
Speedeth  all 

To  their  rest ! 

Love,  good-night ! 
Must  thou  go 
When  the  day 
And  the  light 

Need  thee  so,  — » 
Needeth  all, 
Heedeth  all, 

That  is  lest  f 


CANTO  III 


Where  the  sun  sinks  through  leagues  of  arid  sky, 
Where  the  sun  dies  o'er  leagues  of  arid  plain, 

Where  the  dead  bones  of  wasted  rivers  lie, 

Trailed  from  their  channels  in  yon  mountain  chain; 

Where  day  by  day  naught  takes  the  wearied  eye 
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But  the  low-rimming  mountains,  sharply  based 
On  the  dead  levels,  moving  far  or  nigh, 
As  the  sick  vision  wanders  o'er  the  waste, 
But  ever  day  by  day  against  the  sunset  traced : 

ii 

There  moving  through  a  poisonous  cloud  that  stings 
With  dust  of  alkali  the  trampling  band 

Of  Indian  ponies,  ride  on  dusky  wings 
The  red  marauders  of  the  Western  land ; 

Heavy  with  spoil,  they  seek  the  trail  that  brings 
Their  flaunting  lances  to  that  sheltered  bank 

Where  lie  their  lodges ;  and  the  river  sings 
Forgetful  of  the  plain  beyond,  that  drank 
Its  life  blood,  where  the  wasted  caravan  sank. 


They  brought  with  them  the  thief's  ignoble  spoil, 
The  beggar's  dole,  the  greed  of  chiffonnier, 

The  scum  of  camps,  the  implements  of  toil 

Snatched  from  dead  hands,  to  rust  as  useless  here ; 

All  they  could  rake  or  glean  from  hut  or  soil 

Piled  their  lean  ponies,  with  the  jackdaw's  greed 

For  vacant  glitter.     It  were  scarce  a  foil 
To  all  this  tinsel  that  one  feathered  reed 
Bore  on  its  barb  two  scalps  that  freshly  bleed ! 

IV 

They  brought  with  them,  alas !  a  wounded  foe, 
Bound  hand  and  foot,  yet  nursed  with  cruel  care, 

Lest  that  in  death  he  might  escape  one  throe 
They  had  decreed  his  living  flesh  should  bear : 

A  youthful  officer,  by  one  foul  blow 
Of  treachery  surprised,  yet  fighting  still 

Amid  his  ambushed  train,  calm  as  the  snow 
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Above  him  ;  hopeless,  yet  content  to  spill 
His  blood  with  theirs,  and  fighting  but  to  kill. 

v 
He  had  fought  nobly,  and  in  that  brief  spell 

Had  won  the  awe  of  those  rude  border  men 
Who  gathered  round  him,  and  beside  him  fell 

In  loyal  faith  and  silence,  save  that  when' 
By  smoke  embarrassed,  and  near  sight  as  well, 

He  paused  to  wipe  his  eyeglass,  and  decide 
Its  nearer  focus,  there  arose  a  yell 

Of  approbation,  and  Bob  Barker  cried, 

"  Wade  in,  Dundreary  !  "  tossed  his  cap  and.  —  died. 

VI 

Their  sole  survivor  now  !  his  captors  bear 
Him  all  unconscious,  and  beside  the  stream 

Leave  him  to  rest ;  meantime  the  squaws  prepare 
The  stake  for  sacrifice :  nor  wakes  a  gleam 

Of  pity  in  those  Furies'  eyes  that  glare 
Expectant  of  the  torture  ;  yet  alway 

His  steadfast  spirit  shines  and  mocks  them  there 
With  peace  they  know  not,  till  at  close  of  day 
On  his  dull  ear  there  thrills  a  whispered  "  Grey  !  " 

VII 

He  starts  !     Was  it  a  trick  ?     Had  angels  kind 

Touched  with  compassion  some  weak  woman's  breast  1 
Such  things  he  'd  read  of !     Faintly  to  his  mind 

Came  Pocahontas  pleading  for  her  guest. 
But  then,  this  voice,  though  soft,  was  still  inclined 

To  baritone  !     A  squaw  in  ragged  gown 
Stood  near  him,  frowning  hatred.     Was  he  blind  ? 

Whose  eye  was  this  beneath  that  beetling  frown  ? 

The    frown    was    painted,    but    that   wink    meant—" 
Brown ! 
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VIII 
"  Hush  !  foi  your  life  and  mine  !  the  thongs  are  cut," 
He  whispers  ;   "  in  yon  thicket  stands  my  horse. 
One  dash !  —  I  follow  close,  as  if  to  glut 

My  own  revenge,  yet  bar  the  others'  course. 
2f ow  !  "     And  't  is  done.     Grey  speeds,  Brown  follows ; 

but 
Ere  yet  they  reach  the  shade,  Grey,  fainting,  reels, 
Yet  not  before  Brown's  circling  arms  close  shut 
His  in,  uplifting  him !     Anon  he  feels 
A  horse  beneath  him  bound,  and  hears  the  rattling 
heels. 


Then  rose  a  yell  of  baffled  hate,  and  sprang 

Headlong  the  savages  in  swift  pursuit ; 
Though  speed  the  fugitives,  they  hope  to  hang 

Hot  on  their  heels,  like  wolves,  with  tireless  foot. 
Long  is  the  chase ;  Brown  hears  with  inward  pang 

The  short,  hard  panting  of  his  gallant  steed 
Beneath  its  double  burden  ;   vainly  rang 

Both  voice  and  spur.     The  heaving  flanks  may  bleed. 

Yet  comes  the  sequel  that  they  still  must  heed ! 

x 
Brown  saw  it  —  reined  his  steed  ;  dismounting,  stood 

Calm  and  inflexible.      "  Old  chap  !    you  see 
There  is  but  one  escape.     You  know  it  ?     Good ! 

There  is  one  man  to  take  it.     You  are  he. 
The  horse  won't  carry  double.      If  he  could, 

'T  would  but  protract  this  bother.     I  shall  stay  : 
X  've  business  with  these  devils,  they  with  me  ; 

I  will  occupy  them  till  you  get  away. 

Hush  !  quick  time,  forward.     There  !  God  bless  yon. 
Grey  ! " 
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XI 
But  as  he  finished,  Grey  slipped  to  his  feet, 

Calm  as  his  ancestors  in  voice  and  eye : 
5  You  do  forget  yourself  when  you  compete 

With  him  whose  right  it  is  to  stay  and  die : 
That 's  not  your  duty.     Please  regain  your  seat ; 

And  take  my  orders  —  since  I  rank  you  here  !  — » 
Mount  and  rejoin  your  men,  and  my  defeat 

Report  at  quarters.     Take  this  letter  ;  ne'er 

Give  it  to  aught  but  her,  nor  let  aught  interfere." 

XII 

And,  shamed  and  blushing,  Brown  the  letter  took 

Obediently  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket ; 
Then,  drawing  forth  another,  said,  "  I  look 

For  death  as  you  do,  wherefore  take  this  locket 
And  letter."     Here  his  comrade's  hand  he  shook 

In  silence.      "  Should  we  both  together  fall, 
Some  other  man  "  —  but  here  all  speech  forsook 

His  lips,  as  ringing  cheerily  o'er  all 

He  heard  afar  his  own  dear  bugle-call ! 


'T  was  his  command  and  succor,  but  e'en  then 
Grey  fainted,  with  poor  Brown,  who  had  forgot 

He  likewise  had  been  wounded,  and  both  men 
Were  picked  up  quite  unconscious  of  their  lot. 

Long  lay  they  in  extremity,  and  when 

They  both  grew  stronger,  and  once  more  exchanged 

Old  vows  and  memories,  one  common  "  den  " 
In  hospital  was  theirs,  and  free  they  ranged, 
Awaiting  orders,  but  no  more  estranged. 

XIV 

And  yet  't  was  strange  —  nor  can  I  end  my  tale 
Without  this  moral,  to  be  fair  and  just : 
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They  never  sought  to  know  why  each  did  fail 
The  prompt  fulfillment  of  the  other's  trust. 

It  was  suggested  they  could  not  avail 

Themselves  of  either  letter,  since  they  were 

Duly  dispatched  to  their  address  by  mail 
By  Captain  X.,  who  knew  Miss  Eover  fair 
Now  meant   stout   Mistress  Bloggs  of  Blank    Blank 
Square. 


II.   SPANISH   IDYLS  AND   LEGENDS 

THE   MIRACLE   OF  PADRE  JUNIPERO 

This  is  the  tale  that  the  Chronicle 
Tells  of  the  wonderful  miracle 
Wrought  by  the  pious  Padre  Serro, 
The  very  reverend  Junipero. 

The  heathen  stood  on  his  ancient  mound, 

Looking  over  the  desert  bound 

Into  the  distant,  hazy  South, 

Over  the  dusty  and  broad  champaign, 

Where,  with  many  a  gaping  mouth 

And  fissure,  cracked  by  the  fervid  drouth, 

For  seven  months  had  the  wasted  plain 

Known  no  moisture  of  dew  or  rain. 

The  wells  were  empty  and  choked  with  sand  % 

The  rivers  had  perished  from  the  land ; 

Only  the  sea-fogs  to  and  fro 

Slipped  like  ghosts  of  the  streams  below. 

Deep  in  its  bed  lay  the  river's  bones, 

Bleaching  in  pebbles  and  milk-white  stones, 

And  tracked  o'er  the  desert  faint  and  far, 

Its  ribs  shone  bright  on  each  sandy  bar. 

Thus  they  stood  as  the  sun  went  down 
Over  the  foot-hills  bare  and  brown  ; 
Thus  they  looked  to  the  South,  wherefrom 
The  pale-face  medicine-man  should  come, 
Not  m  anger  or  in  strife, 
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But  to  bring  —  so  ran  the  tale  — 
The  welcome  springs  of  eternal  life, 
The  living  waters  that  should  not  faiL 

Said  one,  "  He  will  come  like  Manitoo, 
Unseen,  unheard,  in  the  falling  dew." 
Said  another,  "  He  will  come  full  soon 
Out  of  the  round-faced  watery  moon." 
And  another  said,  "  He  is  here !  "  and  lo, 
Faltering,  staggering,  feeble  and  slow, 
Out  from  the  desert's  blinding  heat 
The  Padre  dropped  at  the  heathen's  feet. 

They  stood  and  gazed  for  a  little  space 
Down  on  his  pallid  and  careworn  face, 
And  a  smile  of  scorn  went  round  the  band 
As  they  touched  alternate  with  foot  and  hand 
This  mortal  waif,  that  the  outer  space 
Of  dim  mysterious  sky  and  sand 
Flung  with  so  little  of  Christian  grace 
Down  on  their  barren,  sterile  strand. 

Said  one  to  him :  "  It  seems  thy  God 
Is  a  very  pitiful  kind  of  God : 
He  could  not  shield  thine  aching  eyes 
From  the  blowing  desert  sands  that  rise, 
Nor  turn  aside  from  thy  old  gray  head 
The  glittering  blade  that  is  brandished 
By  the  sun  He  set  in  the  heavens  high ; 
He  could  not  moisten  thy  lips  when  dry ; 
The  desert  fire  is  in  thy  brain  ; 
Thy  limbs  are  racked  with  the  fever-pain , 
If  this  be  the  grace  He  showeth  thee 
Who  art  His  servant,  what  may  we, 
Strange  to  His  ways  and  His  commands. 
Seek  at  His  unforgiving  hands  ?  " 
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"  Drink  but  this  cup,"  said  the  Padre,  straight, 
"  And  thou  shalt  know  whose  mercy  bore 

These  aching  limbs  to  your  heathen  door, 

And  purged  my  soul  of  its  gross  estate. 

Drink  in  His  name,  and  thou  shalt  see 

The  hidden  depths  of  this  mystery. 

Drink !  "  and  he  held  the  cup.     One  blow 

From  the  heathen  dashed  to  the  ground  below 

The  sacred  cup  that  the  Padre  bore, 

And  the  thirsty  soil  drank  the  precious  store 

Of  sacramental  and  holy  wine, 

That  emblem  and  consecrated  sign 

And  blessed  symbol  of  blood  divine. 

Then,  says  the  legend  (and  they  who  doubt 

The  same  as  heretics  be  accurst), 

Prom  the  dry  and  feverish  soil  leaped  out 

A  living  fountain  ;  a  well-spring  burst 

Over  the  dusty  and  broad  champaign, 

Over  the  sandy  and  sterile  plain, 

Till  the  granite  ribs  and  the  milk-white  stones 

That  lay  in  the  valley  —  the  scattered  bones  — 

Moved  in  the  river  and  lived  again  ! 

Such  was  the  wonderful  miracle 
Wrought  by  the  cup  of  wine  that  fell 
Prom  the  hands  of  the  pious  Padre  Serro, 
The  very  reverend  Junipero. 
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Of  all  the  fountains  that  poets  sing,  — 

Crystal,  thermal,  or  mineral  spring, 

Ponce  de  Leon's  Fount  of  Youth, 

Wells  with  hottoms  of  doubtful  truth,  — 

In  short,  of  all  the  springs  of  Time 

That  ever  were  flowing  in  fact  or  rhyme, 

That  ever  were  tasted,  felt,  or  seen, 

There  were  none  like  the  Spring  of  San  Joaquin. 

Anno  Domini  fiighteen-seven, 

Father  Dominguez  (now  in  heaven,  — 

Obiit  eighteen  twenty-seven) 

Found  the  spring,  and  found  it,  too, 

By  his  mule's  miraculous  cast  of  a  shoe  ; 

For  his  beast  —  a  descendant  of  Balaam's  ass  — 

Stopped  on  the  instant,  and  would  not  pass. 

The  Padre  thought  the  omen  good, 

And  bent  his  lips  to  the  trickling  flood; 

Then  —  as  the  Chronicles  declare, 

On  the  honest  faith  of  a  true  believer  — 

His  cheeks,  though  wasted,  lank,  and  bare, 

Filled  like  a  withered  russet  pear 

In  the  vacuum  of  a  glass  receiver, 

And  the  snows  that  seventy  winters  bring 

Melted  away  in  that  magic  spring. 

Such,  at  least,  was  the  wondrous  news 
The  Padre  brought  into  Santa  Cruz. 
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The  Church,  of  course,  had  its  own  views 
Of  who  were  worthiest  to  use 
The  magic  spring ;  but  the  prior  claim 
Fell  to  the  aged,  sick,  and  lame. 
Far  and  wide  the  people  came  : 
Some  from  the  healthful  Aptos  Creek 
Hastened  to  bring  their  helpless  sick  • 
Even  the  fishers  of  rude  Soquel 
Suddenly  found  they  were  far  from  well ; 
The  brawny  dwellers  of  San  Lorenzo 
Said,  in  fact,  they  had  never  been  so ; 
And  all  were  ailing,  —  strange  to  say,  — 
From  Pescadero  to  Monterey. 

Over  the  mountain  they  poured  in, 
With  leathern  bottles  and  bags  of  skin 
Through  the  canons  a  motley  throng 
Trotted,  hobbled,  and  limped  along. 
The  Fathers  gazed  at  the  moving  scene 
With  pious  joy  and  with  souls  serene  ; 
And  then  —  a  result  perhaps  foreseen  — 
They  laid  out  the  Mission  of  San  Joaquin. 

Not  in  the  eyes  of  faith  alone 

The  good  effects  of  the  water  shone  ; 

But  skins  grew  rosy,  eyes  waxed  clear, 

Of  rough  vaquero  and  muleteer ; 

Angular  forms  were  rounded  out, 

Limbs  grew  supple  and  waists  grew  stout  | 

And  as  for  the  girls,  —  for  miles  about 

They  had  no  equal !     To  this  day, 

From  Pescadero  to  Monterey, 

You  '11  still  find  eyes  in  which  are  seen 

The  liquid  graces  of  San  Joaquin. 
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There  is  a  limit  to  human  bliss, 

And  the  Mission  of  San  Joaquin  had  this ; 

None  went  abroad  to  roam  or  stay 

But  they  fell  sick  in  the  queerest  way,  — 

A  singular  maladie  du  pays, 

With  gastric  symptoms  :  so  they  spent 

Their  days  in  a  sensuous  content, 

Caring  little  for  things  unseen 

Beyond  their  bowers  of  living  green, 

Beyond  the  mountains  that  lay  between 

The  world  and  the  Mission  of  San  Joaquin. 

Winter  passed,  and  the  summer  came  ; 
The  trunks  of  madrono,  all  aflame, 
Here  'and  there  through  the  underwood 
Like  pillars  of  fire  starkly  stood. 
All  of  the  breezy  solitude 

Was  filled  with  the  spicing  of  pine  and  bay 
And  resinous  odors  mixed  and  blended  ; 

And  dim  and  ghostlike,  far  away, 
The  smoke  of  the  burning  woods  ascended. 
Then  of  a  sudden  the  mountains  swam, 
The  rivers  piled  their  floods  in  a  dam, 
The  ridge  above  Los  Gatos  Creek 

Arched  its  spine  in  a  feline  fashion ; 
The  forests  waltzed  till  they  grew  sick, 

And  Nature  shook  in  a  speechless  passion ; 
And,  swallowed  up  in  the  earthquake's  spleen, 
The  wonderful  Spring  of  San  Joaquin 
Vanished,  and  never  more  was  seen ! 

Two  days  passed  :  the  Mission  folk 

Out  of  their  rosy  dream  awoke  ; 

Some  of  them  looked  a  trifle  white, 

But  that,  no  doubt,  was  from  earthquake  fright. 
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Three  days :  there  was  sore  distress, 
Headache,  nausea,  giddiness. 
Four  days  :  faintings,  tenderness 
Of  the  mouth  and  fauces  ;  and  in  less 
Than  one  week  —  here  the  story  closes  ; 
We  won't  continue  the  prognosis  — 
Enough  that  now  no  trace  is  seen 
Of  Spring  or  Mission  of  San  Joaquin. 

MOKAL 

You  see  the  point  ?     Don't  be  too  quick 
To  break  bad  habits :  better  stick, 
Like  the  Mission  folk,  to  your  arsenic. 


THE  ANGELTJS 

(HEARD    AT    THE   MISSION    DOLORES, 

Bells  of  the  Past,  whose  long-forgotten  music 
Still  fills  the  wide  expanse, 

Tingeing  the  sober  twilight  of  the  Present 
With  color  of  romance  ! 

I  hear  your  call,  and  see  the  sun  descending 
On  rock  and  wave  and  sand, 

As  down  the  coast  the  Mission  voices,  blending, 
Girdle  the  heathen  land. 

Within  the  circle  of  your  incantation 
No  blight  nor  mildew  falls  ; 

Nor  fierce  unrest,  nor  lust,  nor  low  ambition 
Passes  those  airy  walls. 

Borne  on  the  swell  of  your  long  waves  receding, 

I  touch  the  farther  Past ; 
I  see  the  dying  glow  of  Spanish  glory, 

The  sunset  dream  and  last ! 

Before  me  rise  the  dome-shaped  Mission  towers, 

The  white  Presidio ; 
The  swart  commander  in  his  leathern  jerkin, 

The  priest  in  stole  of  snow. 

Once  more  I  see  Portala's  cross  uplifting 
Above  the  setting  sun  ; 
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And  past  the  headland,  northward,  slowly  drifting, 
The  freighted  galleon. 

0  solemn  hells  !  whose  consecrated  masses 

Eecall  the  faith  of  old  ; 
0  tinkling  hells !  that  lulled  with  twilight  music 

The  spiritual  fold  ! 

Your  voices  hreak  and  falter  in  the  darkness,  — 

Break,  falter,  and  are  still ; 
And  veiled  and  mystic,  like  the  Host  descending, 

The  sun  sinks  from  the  hill  I 


CONCEPCION  DE  AKGUELLO 

(PKESIDIO    DE    SAN    FRANCISCO,    1800) 

I 

Looking  seaward,  o'er  the  sand-hills  stands  the  fortress, 

old  and  quaint, 
By  the  San  Francisco  friars  lifted  to  their  patron  saint,  — 

Sponsor  to  that  wondrous  city,  now  apostate  to  the  creed, 
On  whose  youthful  walls  the  Padre  saw  the  angel's  golden 
reed  ; 

All  its  trophies  long  since  scattered,  all  its  blazon  brushed 

away  ; 
And  the  flag  that  flies  above  it  but  a  triumph  of  to-day. 

Never   scar   of   siege  or   battle  challenges   the  wandering 

eye, 
Never  breach  of  warlike  onset  holds  the  curious  passer-by ; 

Only  one   sweet  human  fancy  interweaves  its  threads  of 

gold 
With  the   plain   and  homespun  present,  and  a  love  that 

ne'er  grows  old ; 

Only  one  thing  holds  its  crumbling  walls  above  the  meaner 

dust,  — 
Listen  to  the  simple  story  of  a  woman's  love  and  trust. 
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II 

Count  von  Resanoff,  the  Russian,  envoy  of  the  mighty  Czar, 
Stood  beside  the  deep  embrasures,  where  the  brazen  cannon 
are. 

He  with  grave  provincial  magnates  long  had  held  serene 

debate 
On  the  Treaty  of  Alliance  and  the  high  affairs  of  state  ; 

He  from  grave  provincial  magnates  oft  had  turned  to  talk 

apart 
With  the  Commandante's  daughter  on  the  questions  of  the 

heart, 

Until  points  of  gravest  import  yielded  slowly  one  by  one, 
And  by  Love  was  consummated  what  Diplomacy  begun ; 

Till  beside  the  deep  embrasures,  where  the  brazen  cannon 

are, 
He  received  the  twofold  contract  for  approval  of  the  Czar ; 

Till  beside  the  brazen  cannon  the  betrothed  bade  adieu, 
And  from  sallyport  and  gateway  north  the  Russian  eagles 
flew. 

in 

Long  beside  the  deep  embrasures,  where  the  brazen  cannon 

are, 
Did  they  wait  the  promised  bridegroom  and  the  answer  of 

the  Czar  ; 

Day  by  day  on  wall  and  bastion  beat  the  hollow,  empty 

breeze,  — 
Day  by  day  the  sunlight  glittered  on  the  vacant,  smiling 

sea? ; 
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Week  by  week   the   near   hills  whitened  in    their   dusty 

leather  cloaks,  — 
Week  by  week  the  far  hills  darkened  from  the  fringing 

plain  of  oaks ; 

Till  the  rains  came,  and  far  breaking,  on  the  fierce  south- 
wester  tost, 

Dashed  the  whole  long  coast  with  color,  and  then  vanished 
and  were  lost. 

So  each  year  the  seasons   shifted,  —  wet   and  warm    and 

drear  and  dry  ; 
Half  a  year  of  clouds  and  flowers,  half  a  year  of  dust  and 

sky. 

Still  it  brought  no  ship  nor  message,  —  brought  no  tidings, 

ill  or  meet, 
For  the  statesmanlike  Commander,  for  the  daughter  fair 

and  sweet. 

Yet  she  heard  the  varying  message,  voiceless  to  all  ears 

beside : 
"  He  will  come,"  the  flowers  whispered  ;  "  Come  no  more," 

the  dry  hills  sighed. 

Still  s'ne  found  him  with  the  waters  lifted  by  the  morning 
breeze,  — 

Still  she  lost  him  with  the  folding  of  the  great  white- 
tented  seas  ; 

Until  hollows  chased  the  dimples  from  her  cheeks  of  olivo 

brown, 
And  at  times  a  swift,  shy  moisture  dragged  the  long  sweet 

lashes  down  j 
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Or  the  small  mouth  curved  and  quivered  as  fdi  some  denied 

caress, 
And  the    fair  young    brow   was    knitted   in  an   infantine 

distress. 

Then  the  grim  Commander,  pacing  where  the  brazen  cannon 

are,  • 

Comforted  the  maid  with  proverbs,  wisdom  gathered  from 

afar  ; 

Bits  of  ancient  observation  by  his  fathers  garnered,  each 
As  a  pebble   worn    and    polished    in  the    current  of   his 
speech : 

"  '  Those  who  wait  the  coming  rider  travel  twice  as  far  as 

he;' 
'  lired  wench  and  coming  butter  never  did  in  time  agree  j ' 

" '  He  that  getteth  himself  honey,  though  a  clown,  he  shall 

have  flies  ; ' 
' In  the  end  God  grinds  the  miller ;  '    'In  the  dark  the 

mole  has  eyes  ; ' 

"  '  He  whose  father  is  Alcalde  of  his  trial  hath  no  fear,'  — ■ 
And  be  sure  the  Count  has  reasons  that  will  make  his  con- 
duct clear." 

Then  the  voice   sententious  faltered,  and  the  wisdom   it 

would  teach 
Lost  itself  in  fondest  trifles  of  his  soft  Castilian  speech  ; 

And   on    "Concha,"    " Conchitita,"    and    "Conchita"  he 

would  dwell 
With  the  fond   reiteration  which  the  Spaniard  knows  so 

well. 
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So  with  proverbs  and  caresses,  half  in  faith  and  half  in 

doubt, 
Every  day  some  hope  was  kindled,  flickered,  faded,  and 

went  out. 

IV 

Yearly,  down  the  hillside  sweeping,  «ame  the  stately  caval- 
cade, 
Bringing  revel  to  vaquero,  joy  and  comfort  to  each  maid ; 

Bringing  days  of  formal  visit,  social  feast  and  rustic  sport, 
Of  bull-baiting  on  the  plaza,  of  love-making  in  the  court. 

Vainly  then  at  Concha's  lattice,  vainly  as  the  idle  wind, 
Bose  the  thin  high  Spanish  tenor  that  bespoke  the  youth 
too  kind  ; 

Vainly,  leaning  from  their   saddles,  caballeros,   bold   and 

fleet, 
Plucked  for  her  the  buried  chicken  from   beneath    their 

mustang's  feet ; 

So   in   vain    the   barren   hillsides  with  their   gay  serapes 

blazed, — 
Blazed  and  vanished  in  the  dust-cloud  that  their  flying 

hoofs  had  raised. 

Then  the  drum  called  from  the  rampart,  and  once  more, 

with  patient  mien, 
The  Commander  and  his  daughter  each  took  up  the  dull 

routine,  — 

Each  took  up  the  petty  duties  of  a  life  apart  and  lone, 
Till  the  slow  years  wrought  a  music  in  its  dreary  mono' 
tone. 
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V 
Forty  years  on  wall  and   bastion    swept  the  hollow  idle 

breeze, 
Since  the  Russian  eagle  fluttered  from  the  California  seas ; 

Forty  years  on  wall  and  bastion  wrought  its  slow  but  sure 

decay, 
A.nd  St.  George's  cross  was  lifted  in  the  port  of  Monterey ; 

And  the  citadel  was  lighted,  and  the  hall  was  gayly  drest, 
All    to  honor   Sir  George    Simpson,  famous    traveler   and 
,  guest. 

Far  and  near  the  people  gathered  to  the  costly  banquet  set, 
And  exchanged  congratulations  with  the  English  baronet ; 

Till,  the  formal  speeches  ended,  and  amidst  the  laugh  and 
wine, 

Some  one  spoke  of  Concha's  lover,  —  heedless  of  the  warn- 
ing sign. 

Quickly  then  cried  Sir  George  Simpson  :   "  Speak  no  ill  of 

him,  I  pray  ! 
He  is  dead.     He  died,  poor  fellow,  forty  years  ago  this 

day,— 

"Died  while  speeding  home  to  Russia,  falling  from  a  frac- 
tious horse. 

Left  a  sweetheart,  too,  they  tell  me.  Married,  I  suppose, 
of  course ! 

"  Lives  she  yet  ?  "     A  deathlike  silence  fell  on  banquet, 

guests,  and  hall, 
And  a  trembling  figure  rising  fixed  the  awestruck  gaze  of 

alL 
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Two  black  eyes  in  darkened  orbits  gleamed  beneath  the 

nun's  white  hood ; 
Black   serge   hid  the  wasted  figure,  bowed   and   stricken 

where  it  stood. 

"  Lives  she  yet  ?  "  Sir  George  repeated.     All  were  hushed 

as  Concha  drew 
Closer  yet  her  nun's  attire.     "  Senor,  pardon,  sha  died, 
too  1 " 


'•K)R  THE  KING" 

(nOKTHEBN  MEXICO,  1640) 

As  you  look  from  the  plaza  at  Leon  west 

You  can  see  her  house,  but  the  view  is  best 

From  the  porch  of  the, church  where  she  lies  at  rest  j 

"Where  much  of  her  past  still  lives,  I  think, 
In  the  scowling  brows  and  sidelong  blink 
Of  the  worshiping  throng  that  rise  or  sink 

To  the  waxen  saints  that,  yellow  and  lank, 
Lean  out  from  their  niches,  rank  on  rank, 
With  a  bloodless  Saviour  on  either  flank ; 

Iii  the  gouty  pillars,  whose  cracks  begin 

To  show  the  adobe  core  within,  — 

A  soul  of  earth  in  a  whitewashed  skin. 

And  I  think  that  the  moral  of  all,  you  '11  say, 
Is  the  sculptured  legend  that  moulds  away 
On  a  tomb  in  the  choir :   "  Por  el  Key." 

*'  Por  el  Rey  !  "     Well,  the  king  is  gone 
Ages  ago,  and  the  Hapsburg  one 
Shot  —  but  the  Rock  of  the  Church  lives  on. 

"  Por  el  Rey  !  "     What  matters,  indeed, 
If  king  or  president  succeed 
To  a  country  haggard  with  sloth  and  greed, 
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As  long  as  one  granary  is  fat, 

And  yonder  priest,  in  a  shovel  hat, 

Peeps  out  from  the  bin  like  a  sleek  brown  rat  ? 

What  matters  ?     Naught,  if  it  serves  to  bring 
The  legend  nearer,  —  no  other  thing.  — 
We'll  spare  the  moral,  "Live  the  king!" 

Two  hundred  years  ago,  they  say, 
The  Viceroy,  Marquis  of  Monte-Key, 
Rode  with  his  retinue  that  way : 

Grave,  as  befitted  Spain's  grandee  ; 
Grave,  as  the  substitute  should  be 
Of  His  Most  Catholic  Majesty ; 

Yet,  from  his  black  plume's  curving  grace 
To  his  slim  black  gauntlet's  smaller  space, 
Exquisite  as  a  piece  of  lace  ! 

Two  hundred  years  ago  —  e'en  so  — 

The  Marquis  stopped  where  the  lime-trees  bloWj 

While  Leon's  seneschal  bent  him  low, 

And  begged  that  the  Marquis  would  that  night  take 
His  humble  roof  for  the  royal  sake, 
And  then,  as  the  custom  demanded,  spake 

The  usual  wish,  that  his  guest  would  hold 

The  house,  and  all  that  it  might  enfold, 

As  his  —  with  the  bride  scarce  three  days  old. 

Be  sure  that  the  Marquis,  in  his  place, 
Replied  to  all  with  the  measured  grace 
Of  chosen  speech  and  unmoved  face ; 
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Nor  raised  his  head  till  his  black  plume  swept 
The  hem  of  the  lady's  robe,  who  kept 
Her  place,  as  her  husband  backward  stept. 

And  then  (I  know  not  how  nor  why) 
A  subtle  flame  in  the  lady's  eye  — 
Unseen  by  the  courtiers  standing  by  — 

Burned  through  his  lace  and  titled  wreath, 
Burned  through  his  body's  jeweled  sheath, 
Till  it  touched  the  steel  of  the  man  beneath? 

(And  yet,  mayhap,  no  more  was  meant 
Than  to  point  a  well-worn  compliment, 
And  the  lady's  beauty,  her  worst  intent.} 

Howbeit,  the  Marquis  bowed  again  : 
es  Who  rules  with  awe  well  serveth  Spain, 
But  best  whose  law  is  love  made  plain." 

Be  sure  that  night  no  pillow  prest 
The  seneschal,  but  with  the  rest 
Watched,  as  was  due  a  royal  guest,  — 

Watched  from  the  wall  till  he  saw  the  square 
Fill  with  the  moonlight,  white  and  bare,  — 
Watched  till  he  saw  two  shadows  fare 

Out  from  his  garden,  where  the  shade 
That  the  old  church  tower  and  belfry  made 
Like  a  benedictory  hand  was  laid. 

Few  words  spoke  the  seneschal  as  he  turned 

To  his  nearest  sentry  :   "  These  monks  have  learned 

That  stolen  fruit  is  sweetly  earned. 
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"  Myself  shall  punish  yon  acolyte 
"Who  gathers  my  garden  grapes  by  night ; 
Meanwhile,  wait  thou  till  the  morning  light." 

Yet  not  till  the  sun  was  riding  high 
Did  the  sentry  meet  his  commander's  eye, 
Nor  then  till  the  Viceroy  stood  by. 

To  the  lovers  of  grave  formalities 

No  greeting  was  ever  so  fine,  I  wis, 

As  this  host's  and  guest's  high  courtesies ! 

The  seneschal  feared,  as  the  wind  was  west, 
A  blast  from  Morena  had  chilled  his  rest ; 
The  Vicsioy  languidly  contest 

That  cares  of  state,  and — he  dared  to  say  — 
Some  fear3  that  the  King  could  not  repay 
The  thoughtful  zeal  of  his  host,  some  way 

Had  marred  his  rest.  Yet  he  trusted  much 
None  shared  his  wakefulness ;  though  such 
Indeed  might  be !     If  he  dared  to  touch 

A  theme  so  fine  —  the  bride,  perchance, 
Still  slept !     At  least,  they  missed  her  glance 
To  give  this  greeting  countenance. 

Be  sure  that  the  seneschal,  in  turn, 

Was  deeply  bowed  with  the  grave  concern 

Of  the  painful  news  his  guest  should  learn ', 

ji  Last  night,  to  her  father's  dying  bed 
By  a  priest  was  the  lady  summoned ; 
Nor  know  we  yet  how  well  she  sped, 
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"  But  hope  for  the  best."     The  grave  Viceroy 
(Though  grieved  his  visit  had  such  alloy) 
Must  still  wish  the  seneschal  great  joy 

Of  a  bride  so  true  to  her  filial  trust ! 
Yet  now,  as  the  day  waxed  on,  they  must 
To  horse,  if  they  'd  'scape  the  noonday  dust. 

"Nay,"  said  the  seneschal,  "  at  least, 
To  mend  the  news  of  this  funeral  priest, 
Myself  shall  ride  as  your  escort  east." 

The  Viceroy  bowed.     Then  turned  aside 
To  his  nearest  follower  :   "  With  me  ride  — 
You  and  Felipe  —  on  either  side. 

"  And  list !      Should  anything  me  befall, 
Mischance  of  ambush  or  musket-ball, 
Cleave  to  his  saddle  yon  seneschal ! 

"  No  more."  Then  gravely  in  accents  clear 
Took  formal  leave  of  his  late  good  cheer ; 
"Whiles  the  seneschal  whispered  a  musketeer, 

Carelessly  stroking  his  pommel  top  : 
"  If  from  the  saddle  ye  see  me  drop, 
Riddle  me  quickly  yon  solemn  fop !  " 

So  these,  with  many  a  compliment, 
Each  on  his  own  dark  thought  intent, 
With  grave  politeness  onward  went, 

Eiding  high,  and  in  sight  of  all, 
Viceroy,  escort,  and  seneschal, 
Under  the  shade  of  the  Almandral ; 
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Holding  their  secret  hard  and  fast, 
Silent  and  grave  they  ride  at  last 
Into  the  dusty  traveled  Past. 

Even  like  this  they  passed  away 
Two  hundred  years  ago  to-day. 
What  of  the  lady  ?     Who  shall  say  ? 

Do  the  souls  of  the  dying  ever  yearn 

To  some  favored  spot  for  the  dust's  return, 

Tor  the  homely  peace  of  the  family  urn  ? 

I  know  not.     Yet  did  the  seneschal, 
Chancing  in  after-years  to  fall 
Pierced  by  a  Flemish  musket-ball, 

Call  to  his  side  a  trusty  friar, 

And  bid  him  swear,  as  his  last  desire, 

To  bear  his  corse  to  San  Pedro's  choir 

At  Leon,  where  'neath  a  shield  azure 
Should  his  mortal  frame  find  sepulture  : 
This  much,  for  the  pains  Christ  did  endure. 

Be  sure  that  the  friar  loyally 
Fulfilled  his  trust  by  land  and  sea, 
Till  the  spires  of  Leon  silently 

Rose  through  the  green  of  the  Almandral, 

As  if  to  beckon  the  seneschal 

To  his  kindred  dust  'neath  the  choir  wall. 

I  wot  that  the  saints  on  either  side 

Leaned  from  their  niches  open-eyed 

To  see  the  doors  of  the  church  swing  wide ; 


"FOR   THE   KING"  89 

That  the  wounds  of  the  Saviour  on  either  flank 
Bled  fresh,  as  the  mourners,  rank  by  rank, 
Went  by  with  the  coffin,  clank  on  clank. 

For  why  ?     When  they  raised  the  marble  doc 
Of  the  tomb,  untouched  for  years  before, 
The  friar  swooned  on  the  choir  floor ; 

For  there,  in  her  laces  and  festal  dress, 
Lay  the  dead  man's  wife,  her  loveliness 
Scarcely  changed  by  her  long  duress,  — 

As  on  the  night  she  had  passed  away ; 

Only  that  near  her  a  dagger  lay, 

With  the  written  legend,  "  Por  el  Key." 

What  was  their  greeting,  the  groom  and  bride, 
They  whom  that  steel  and  the  years  divide  ? 
I  know  not.     Here  they  lie  side  by  side. 

Side  by  side !     Though  the  king  has  his  way, 
Even  the  dead  at  last  have  their  day. 
Make  you  the  moral.     "  Por  el  Eey  1 " 


KAMON 
(rbfugio  mine,  northern  mexioo) 

Drunk  and  senseless  in  his  place, 

Prone  and  sprawling  on  his  face, 
More  like  brute  than  any  man 
Alive  or  dead, 

By  his  great  pump  out  of  gear, 

Lay  the  peon  engineer, 

Waking  only  just  to  hear, 
Overhead, 

Angry  tones  that  called  his  name, 

Oaths  and  cries  of  bitter  blame,  — 
Woke  to  hear  all  this,  and,  waking,  turned  and  fled  • 

"  To  the  man  who  '11  bring  to  me," 
Cried  Intendant  Harry  Lee,  — 
Harry  Lee,  the  English  foreman  of  the  mine,  — 
"  Bring  the  sot  alive  or  dead, 
I  will  give  to  him,"  he  said, 
"  Fifteen  hundred  pesos  down, 
Just  to  set  the  rascal's  crown 
Underneath  this  heel  of  mine  : 
Since  but  death 
Deserves  the  man  whose  deed, 
Be  it  vice  or  want  of  heed, 
Stops  the  pumps  that  give  us  breath,  — 
Stops  the  pumps  that  suck  the  death 
From  the  poisoned  lower  levels  of  the  mine ! " 
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No  one  answered  ;  for  a  cry 
From  the  shaft  rose  up  on  high, 
And  shuffling,  scrambling,  tumbling  from  below, 
Came  the  miners  each,  the  bolder 
Mounting  on  the  weaker's  shoulder, 
Grappling,  clinging  to  their  hold  or 

Letting  go, 
As  the  weaker  gasped  and  fell 
From  the  ladder  to  the  well,  — 
To  the  poisoned  pit  of  hell 
Down  below ! 

"  To  the  man  who  sets  them  free," 

Cried  the  foreman,  Harry  Lee,  — 
Harry  Lee,  the  English  foreman  of  the  mine,  — 
"  Brings  them  out  and  sets  them  free, 

I  will  give  that  man,"  said  he, 
"  Twice  that  sum,  who  with  a  rope 

Face  to  face  with  Death  shall  cope. 

Let  him  come  who  dares  to  hope  !  " 
"  Hold  your  peace  !  "  some  one  replied, 

Standing  by  the  foreman's  side  ; 
*  There  has  one  already  gone,  whoe'er  he  be  ! " 

Then  they  held  their  breath  with  awe, 

Pulling  on  the  rope,  and  saw 

Fainting  figures  reappear, 

On  the  black  rope  swinging  clear, 
Fastened  by  some  skillful  hand  from  below ; 

Till  a  score  the  level  gained, 

And  but  one  alone  remained,  — 

He  the  hero  and  the  last, 

He  whose  skillful  hand  made  fast 
The  long  line  that  brought  them  back  to  hope  and  cheer ! 
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Haggard,  gasping,  down  dropped  he 
At  the  feet  of  Harry  Lee,  — 
Harry  Lee,  the  English  foreman  of  the  mine. 
"  I  have  come,"  he  gasped,  "  to  claim 
Both  rewards.     Serior,  my  name 

Is  Ramon ! 
I  'm  the  drunken  engineer, 
I  'm  the  coward,  Sefior  "  —    Here 
He  fell  over,  by  that  sign, 

Dead  as  stone  1 


DON  DIEGO   OF  THE   SOUTH 

(REFECTORY,    MISSION    SAN    GABRIEL,    1869) 

Good  !  — said  the  Padre,  — believe  me  still, 
"  Don  Giovanni,"  or  what  you  will, 
The  type  's  eternal !     We  knew  him  here 
As  Don  Diego  del  Sud.     I  fear 
The  story  's  no  new  one  !     Will  you  hear  ? 

One  of  those  spirits  you  can't  tell  why 

God  has  permitted.     Therein  I 

Have  the  advantage,  for  I  hold 

That  wolves  are  sent  to  the  purest  fold, 

And  we  'd  save  the  wolf  if  we  'd  get  the  lamb. 

You  're  no  believer  ?     Good  !     I  am. 

Well,  for  some  purpose,  I  grant  you  dim, 
The  Don  loved  women,  and  they  loved  him. 
Each  thought  herself  his  last  love  !     Worst, 
Many  believed  that  they  were  his  first/ 
And,  such  are  these  creatures  since  the  Eall, 
The  very  doubt  had  a  charm  for  all ! 

You  laugh  !     You  are  young,  but  I —  indeed 

I  have  no  patience  ...     To  proceed :  — 

You  saw,  as  you  passed  through  the  upper  town. 

The  Eucinal  where  the  road  goes  down 

To  San  Felipe  !     There  one  morn 

They  found  Diego,  —  his  mantle  torn. 
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And  as  many  holes  through  his  doublet's  band 

As  there  were  wronged  husbands  —  you  understand  I 

"  Dying,"  so  said  the  gossips.     "  Dead  " 
Was  what  the  friars  who  found  him  said. 
May  be.      Quien  sale  ?     Who  else  should  know  ? 
It  was  a  hundred  years  ago. 
There  was  a  funeral.     Small  indeed  — 
Private.     What  would  you  ?     To  proceed:  — 

Scarcely  the  year  had  flown.     One  night 
The  Commandante  awoke  in  fright, 
Hearing  below  his  casement's  bar 
The  well-known  twang  of  the  Don's  guitar ; 
And  rushed  to  the  window,  just  to  see 
His  wife  a-swoon  on  the  balcony. 

One  week  later,  Don  Juan  Ramirez 
Found  his  own  daughter,  the  Dona  Inez, 
Pale  as  a  ghost,  leaning  out  to  hear 
The  song  of  that  phantom  cavalier. 
Even  Alcalde  Pedro  Bias 
Saw,  it  was  said,  through  his  niece's  glass, 
The  shade  of  Diego  twice  repass. 

What  these  gentlemen  each  confessed 
Heaven  and  the  Church  only  knows.     At  best 
The  case  was  a  bad  one.     How  to  deal 
With  Sin  as  a  Ghost,  they  could  n't  but  feel 
Was  an  awful  thing.     Till  a  certain  Pray 
Humbly  offered  to  show  the  way. 

And  the  way  was  this.     Did  I  say  before 
That  the  Fray  was  a  stranger  ?     No,  Sefior  ? 
Strange  !  very  strange '     I  should  have  said 
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That  the  very  week  that  the  Don  lay  dead 
He  came  among  us.      Bread  he  broke 
Silent,  nor  ever  to  one  he  spoke. 
So  he  had  vowed  it !     Below  his  brows 
His  face  was  hidden.      There  are  such  vows ! 

Strange  !  are  they  not  ?     You  do  not  use 
Snuff  ?     A  bad  habit ! 

Well,  the  views 
Of  the  Fray  were  these  :  that  the  penance  done 
By  the  caballeros  was  right ;  but  one 
Was  due  from  the  cause,  and  that,  in  brief, 
Was  Dona  Dolores  Gomez,  chief, 
And  Inez,  Sanchicha,  Concepcion, 
And  Carmen,  —  well,  half  the  girls  in  town 
On  his  tablets  the  Friar  had  written  down. 

These  were  to  come  on  a  certain  day 
And  ask  at  the  hands  of  the  pious  Pray 
For  absolution.     That  done,  small  fear 
But  the  shade  of  Diego  would  disappear. 

They  came  ;  each  knelt  in  her  turn  and  place 
To  the  pious  Fray  with  his  hidden  face 
And  voiceless  lips,  and  each  again 
Took  back  her  soul  freed  from  spot  or  stain, 
Till  the  Dona  Inez,  with  eyes  downcast 
And  a  tear  on  their  fringes,  knelt  her  last. 

And  then  —  perhaps  that  her  voice  was  low 
From  fear  or  from  shame  —  the  monks  said  so  — 
But  the  Fray  leaned  forward,  when,  presto !  all 
Were  thrilled  by  a  scream,  and  saw  her  fall 
Fainting  beside  the  confessional. 
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And  so  was  the  ghost  of  Diego  laid 
As  the  Fray  had  said.     Never  more  his  shade 
"Was  seen  at  San  Gabriel's  Mission.     Eh ! 
The  girl  interests  you  ?     I  dare  say  ! 
"  Nothing,"  said  she,  when  they  brought  her  to  — ■> 
"  Only  a  faintness  !  "     They  spoke  more  true 
Who  said  'twas  a  stubborn  soul.     But  then  — 
Women  are  women,  and  men  are  men  ! 

So,  to  return.     As  I  said  before, 

Having  got  the  wolf,  by  the  same  high  law 

We  saved  the  lamb  in  the  wolf 's  own  jaw, 

And  that 's  my  moral.     The  tale,  I  fear, 

But  poorly  told.     Yet  it  strikes  me  here 

Is  stuff  for  a  moral.     What 's  your  view  ? 

You  smile,  Don  Pancho.     Ah !  that 's  like  you ! 


AT   THE   HACIENDA 

Know  I  not  whom  thou  mayst  be 
Carved  upon  this  olive-tree,  — 

"  Manuela  of  La  Torre,"  — 
For  around  on  broken  walls 
Summer  sun  and  spring  rain  falls, 
And  in  vain  the  low  wind  calls 

"  Manuela  of  La  Torre." 

Of  that  song  no  words  remain 
But  the  musical  refrain,  — 
"  Manuela  of  La  Torre." 
Yet  at  night,  when  winds  are  still, 
Tinkles  on  the  distant  hill 
A  guitar,  and  words  that  thrill 

Tell  to  me  the  old,  old  story,  — 
Old  when  first  thy  charms  were  sung, 
Old  when  these  old  walls  were  young, 
"  Manuela  of  La  Torre." 


FRTAR  PEDRO'S  RIDE 

It  was  the  morning  season  of  the  year ; 

It  was  the  morning  era  of  the  land ; 
The  watercourses  rang  full  loud  and  clear; 

Portala's  cross  stood  where  Portala's  hand 
Had  planted  it  when  Faith  was  taught  by  Pear, 

When  monks  and  missions  held  the  sole  command 
Of  all  that  shore  beside  the  peaceful  sea, 
Where  spring-tides  beat  their  long-drawn  reveille. 

Out  of  the  mission  of  San  Luis  Rey, 

All  in  that  brisk,  tumultuous  spring  weather, 

Rode  Friar  Pedro,  in  a  pious  way, 

With  six  dragoons  in  cuirasses  of  leather, 

Each  armed  alike  for  either  prayer  or  fray ; 

Handcuffs  and  missals  they  had  slung  together. 

And  as  an  aid  the  gospel  truth  to  scatter 

Each  swung  a  lasso  —  alias  a  "  riata." 

In  sooth,  that  year  the  harvest  had  been  slack, 
The  crop  of  converts  scarce  worth  computation ; 

Some  souls  were  lost,  whose  owners  had  turned  back 
To  save  their  bodies  frequent  flagellation ; 

And  some  preferred  the  songs  of  birds,  alack ! 
To  Latin  matins  and  their  souls'  salvation, 

And  thought  their  own  wild  whoopings  were  less  dreary 

Than  Father  Pedro's  droning  miserere. 

To  bring  them  back  to  matins  and  to  prime, 
To  pious  works  and  secular  submission, 
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To  prove  to  them  that  liberty  was  crime,  — 
This  was,  in  fact,  the  Padre's  present  mission ; 

To  get  new  souls  perchance  at  the  same  time, 

And  bring  them  to  a  "  sense  of  their  condition,"  — » 

That  easy  phrase,  which,  in  the  past  and  present, 

Means  making  that  condition  most  unpleasant. 

He  saw  the  glebe  land  guiltless  of  a  furrow ; 

He  saw  the  wild  oats  wrestle  on  the  hill ; 
He  saw  the  gopher  working  in  his  burrow  ; 

He  saw  the  squirrel  scampering  at  his  will :  — 
He  saw  all  this,  and  felt  no  doubt  a  thorough 

And  deep  conviction  of  God's  goodness ;  still 
He  failed  to  see  that  in  His  glory  He 
Yet  left  the  humblest  of  His  creatures  free. 

He  saw  the  napping  crow,  whose  frequent  note 

Voiced  the  monotony  of  land  and  sky, 
Mocking  with  graceless  wing  and  rusty  coat 

His  priestly  presence  as  he  trotted  by. 
He  would  have  cursed  the  bird  by  bell  and  rote, 

But  other  game  just  then  was  in  his  eye,  — 
A  savage  camp,  whose  occupants  preferred 
Their  heathen  darkness  to  the  living  Word. 

He  rang  his  bell,  and  at  the  martial  sound 

Twelve  silver  spurs  their  jingling  rowels  clashed  f 

Six  horses  sprang  across  the  level  ground 
As  six  dragoons  in  open  order  dashed  ; 

Above  their  heads  the  lassos  circled  round, 
In  every  eye  a  pious  fervor  flashed ; 

They  charged  the  camp,  and  in  one  moment  more 

They  lassoed  six  and  reconverted  four. 

The  Friar  saw  the  conflict  from  a  knoll, 

And  sang  Laus  Deo  and  cheered  on  his  men  ; 
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"Well  thrown,  Bautista,  —  that's  another  soul  j 
After  him,  Gomez,  —  try  it  once  again  ; 

This  way,  Felipe,  —  there  the  heathen  stole  ; 

Bones  of  St.  Francis  !  —  surely  that  makes  tertg 

Te  Deum  laudamus  —  but  they  're  very  wild ; 

Non  nobis  Dorwine — all  right,  my  child!" 

When  at  that  moment  —  as  the  story  goes — 
A  certain  squaw,  who  had  her  foes  eluded, 

Ran  past  the  Friar,  just  before  his  nose. 

He  stared  a  moment,  and  in  silence  brooded ; 

Then  in  his  breast  a  pious  frenzy  rose 

And  every  other  prudent  thought  excluded ; 

He  caught  a  lasso,  and  dashed  in  a  canter 

After  that  Occidental  Atalanta. 

High  o'er  his  head  he  swirled  the  dreadful  noose ; 

But,  as  the  practice  was  quite  unfamiliar, 
His  first  cast  tore  Felipe's  captive  loose, 

And  almost  choked  Tiburcio  Camilla, 
And  might  have  interfered  with  that  brave  youth's 

Ability  to  gorge  the  tough  tortilla  ; 
But  all  things  come  by  practice,  and  at  last 
His  flying  slip-knot  caught  the  maiden  fast. 

Then  rose  above  the  plain  a  mingled  yell 
Of  rage  and  triumph,  —  a  demoniac  whoop  : 

The  Padre  heard  it  like  a  passing  knell, 

And  would  have  loosened  his  unchristian  loopj 

But  the  tough  raw-hide  held  the  captive  well, 
And  held,  alas  !  too  well  the  captor-dupe  ; 

For  with  one  bound  the  savage  fled  amain, 

Dragging  horse,  Friar,  down  the  lonely  plain. 

Down  the  arroyo,  out  across  the  mead, 

By  heath  and  hollow,  sped  the  flying  maid, 
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Dragging  behind  her  still  the  panting  steed 
And  helpless  Friar,  who  in  vain  essayed 

To  cut  the  lasso  or  to  check  his  speed. 
He  felt  himself  beyond  all  human  aid, 

And  trusted  to  the  saints,  —  and,  for  that  matter, 

To  some  weak  spot  in  Felipe's  riata. 

Alas !  the  lasso  had  been  duly  blessed, 

And,  like  baptism,  held  the  flying  wretch,  — 

A  doctrine  that  the  priest  had  oft  expressed, 

Which,  like  the  lasso,  might  be  made  to  stretch, 

But  would  not  break ;  so  neither  could  divest 
Themselves  of  it,  but,  like  some  awful  fetch, 

The  holy  Friar  had  to  recognize 

The  image  of  his  fate  in  heathen  guise. 

He  saw  the  glebe  land  guiltless  of  a  furrow  ; 

He  saw  the  wild  oats  wrestle  on  the  hill ; 
He  saw  the  gopher  standing  in  his  burrow ; 

He  saw  the  squirrel  scampering  at  his  will :  — - 
He  saw  all  this,  and  felt  no  doubt  how  thorough. 

The  contrast  was  to  his  condition ;  still 
The  squaw  kept  onward  to  the  sea,  till  night 
And  the  cold  sea-fog  hid  them  both  from  sight. 

The  morning  came  above  the  serried  coast, 
Lighting  the  snow-peaks  with  its  beacon-fires, 

Driving  before  it  all  the  fleet-winged  host 
Of  chattering  birds  above  the  Mission  spires, 

Filling  the  land  with  light  and  joy,  but  most 
The  savage  woods  with  all  their  leafy  lyres ; 

In  pearly  tints  and  opal  flame  and  fire 

The  morning  came,  but  not  the  holy  Friar. 

Weeks  passed  away.     In  vain  the  Fathers  sought 
Some  trace  or  token  that  might  tell  his  story ; 
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Some  thought  him  dead,  or,  like  Elijah,  caught 
Up  to  the  heavens  in  a  hlaze  of  glory. 

In  this  surmise  some  miracles  were  wrought 
On  his  account,  and  souls  in  purgatory 

"Were  thought  to  profit  from  his  intercession ; 

In  hrief,  his  absence  made  a  "  deep  impression." 

A  twelvemonth  passed  ;  the  welcome  Spring  once  more 
Made  green  the  hills  beside  the  white-faced  Mission, 

Spread  her  bright  dais  by  the  western  shore, 
And  sat  enthroned,  a  most  resplendent  vision. 

The  heathen  converts  thronged  the  chapel  door 
At  morning  mass,  when,  says  the  old  tradition, 

A  frightful  whoop  throughout  the  church  resounded, 

And  to  their  feet  the  congregation  bounded. 

A  tramp  of  hoofs  upon  the  beaten  course, 

Then  came  a  sight  that  made  the  bravest  quail : 

A  phantom  Friar  on  a  spectre  horse, 

Dragged  by  a  creature  decked  with  horns  and  tail. 

By  the  lone  Mission,  with  the  whirlwind's  force, 
They  madly  swept,  and  left  a  sulphurous  trail : 

And  that  was  all,  —  enough  to  tell  the  story, 

And  leave  unblessed  those  souls  in  purgatory. 

And  ever  after,  on  that  fatal  day 

That  Friar  Pedro  rode  abroad  lassoing, 

A  ghostly  couple  came  and  went  away 

With  savage  whoop  and  heathenish  hallooing, 

Which  brought  discredit  on  San  Luis  Eey, 
And  proved  the  Mission's  ruin  and  undoing  ; 

For  ere  ten  years  had  passed,  the  squaw  and  Friar 

Performed  to  empty  walls  and  fallen  spire. 

The  Mission  is  no  more  ;  upon  its  walls 

The  golden  lizards  slip,  or  breathless  pause, 
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Still  as  the  sunshine  brokenly  that  falls 

Through  crannied  roof  and  spider-webs  of  gauze  ; 

No  more  the  bell  its  solemn  warning  calls,  — 
A  holier  silence  thrills  and  overawes ; 

And  the  sharp  lights  and  shadows  of  to-day 

Outline  the  Mission  of  San  Luis  Key. 


IS  THE   MISSION   GAKDEN- 

(1865) 
FATHER    FELIPE 

1  speak  not  the  English  well,  but  Pachita, 
She  speak  for  me ;  is  it  not  so,  my  Pancha  ? 
Eh,  little  rogue  ?     Come,  salute  me  the  stranger 

Americano. 

Sir,  in  my  country  we  say,  "Where  the  heart  is, 
There  live  the  speech."     Ah  !  you  not  understand  ?     So  ! 
Pardon  an  old  man,  —  what  you  call  "  old  fogy,"  — 

Padre  Pelipe ! 

Old,  Sefior,  old !  just  so  old  as  the  Mission. 

You  see  that  pear-tree  ?     How  old  you  think,  Sefior  ? 

Fifteen  year  ?     Twenty  ?     Ah,  Sefior,  just  fifty 

Gone  since  I  plant  him ! 

You  like  the  wine  ?     It  is  some  at  the  Mission, 
Made  from  the  grape  of  the  year  eighteen  hundred  ; 
All  the  same  time  when  the  earthquake  he  come  to 

San  Juan  Bautista. 

But  Pancha  is  twelve,  and  she  is  the  rose-tree  ; 
And  I  am  the  olive,  and  this  is  the  garden : 
And  "  Pancha  "  we  say,  but  her  name  is  "  Francisca," 

Same  like  her  mother. 
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Eh,  you  knew  her  ?     No  ?     Ah  !  it  is  a  story ; 
But  I  speak  not,  like  Pachita,  the  English : 
So  !   if  I  try,  you  will  sit  here  beside  me, 

And  shall  not  laugh,  eh  ? 

When  the  American  come  to  the  Mission, 
Many  arrive  at  the  house  of  Prancisca : 
One,  —  he  was  fine  man,  —  he  buy  the  cattle 

Of  Jose  Castro. 

So !  he  came  much,  and  Francisca,  she  saw  him  : 
And  it  was  love,  —  and  a  very  dry  season  ; 
And  the  pears  bake  on  the  tree,  —  and  the  rain  come, 

But  not  Erancisca. 

Not  for  one  year ;  and  one  night  I  have  walk  much 
Under  the  olive-tree,  when  comes  Erancisca,  — 
Comes  to  me  here,  with  her  child,  this  Erancisca,  — 

Under  the  olive-tree. 

Sir,  it  was  sad ;  .  .  .  but  I  speak  not  the  English  ; 
So !   .  .  .  she  stay  here,  and  she  wait  for  her  husband : 
He  come  no  more,  and  she  sleep  on  the  hillside  ; 

There  stands  Pachita. 

Ah !  there 's  the  Angelus.     Will  you  not  enter  ? 
Or  shall  you  walk  in  the  garden  with  Pancha  ? 
Qo,  little  rogue  —  st !  attend  to  the  stranger ! 

Adios,  Senor. 

pachita  (briskly). 
So,  he  'a  been  telling  that  yarn  about  mother ! 
Bless  you  !  he  tells  it  to  every  stranger  : 
Folks  about  yer  say  the  old  man  'a  my  father ; 

What 's  your  opinion  ? 
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In  sixteen  hundred  and  forty-one, 

The  regular  yearly  galleon, 

Laden  with  odorous  gums  and  spice, 

India  cottons  and  India  rice, 

And  the  richest  silks  of  far  Cathay, 

Was  due  at  Acapulco  Bay. 

Due  she  was,  and  overdue,  — 
Galleon,  merchandise,  and  crew, 
Creeping  along  through  rain  and  shine, 
Through  the  tropics,  under  the  line. 
The  trains  were  waiting  outside  the  walls, 
The  wives  of  sailors  thronged  the  town, 
The  traders  sat  by  their  empty  stalls, 
And  the  Viceroy  himself  came  down  ; 
The  bells  in  the  tower  were  all  a-trip, 
Te  Deums  were  on  each  Father's  lip, 
The  limes  were  ripening  in  the  sun 
Eor  the  sick  of  the  coming  galleon. 

All  in  vain.     Weeks  passed  away, 
And  yet  no  galleon  saw  the  bay. 
India  goods  advanced  in  price ; 
The  Governor  missed  his  favorite  spice ; 
The  Seiioritas  mourned  for  sandal 
And  the  famous  cottons  of  Coromandel  j 
And  some  for  an  absent  lover  lost, 
And  one  for  a  husband, — Dona  Julia, 
i  See  note,  p.  327. 
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Wife  of  the  captain  tempest-tossed, 
In  circumstances  so  peculiar  ; 
Even  the  Fathers,  unawares, 
Grumbled  a  little  at  their  prayers ; 
And  all  along  the  coast  that  year 
Votive  candles  were  scarce  and  dear. 

Never  a  tear  bedims  the  eye 
That  time  and  patience  will  not  dry  ; 
Never  a  lip  is  curved  with  pain 
That  can't  be  kissed  into  smiles  again ; 
And  these  same  truths,  as  far  as  I  know, 
Obtained  on  the  Coast  of  Mexico 
More  than  two  hundred  years  ago, 
In  sixteen  hundred  and  fifty-one,  — 
Ten  years  after  the  deed  was  done,  — 
And  folks  had  forgotten  the  galleon  : 
The  divers  plunged  in  the  gulf  for  pearls, 
White  as  the  teeth  of  the  Indian  girls ; 
The  traders  sat  by  their  full  bazaars  ; 
The  mules  with  many  a  weary  load, 
And  oxen  dragging  their  creaking  cars, 
Came  and  went  on  the  mountain  road. 

Where  was  the  galleon  all  this  while  ? 

Wrecked  on  some  lonely  coral  isle, 

Burnt  by  the  roving  sea-marauders, 

Or  sailing  north  under  secret  orders  ? 

Had  she  found  the  Anian  passage  famed, 

By  lying  Maldonado  claimed, 

And  sailed  through  the  sixty-fifth  degree 

Direct  to  the  North  Atlantic  Sea  ? 

Or  had  she  found  the  "  Biver  of  Kings," 

Of  which  De  Fonte  told  such  strange  things, 

In  sixteen  forty  ?     Never  a  sign. 
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East  or  west  or  under  the  line, 

They  saw  of  the  missing  galleon  ; 

Never  a  sail  or  plank  or  chip 

They  found  of  the  long-lost  treasure-ship, 

Or  enough  to  huild  a  tale  upon. 

But  when  she  was  lost,  and  where  and  how, 

Are  the  facts  we  're  coming  to  just  now. 

Take,  if  you  please,  the  chart  of  that  day, 
Published  at  Madrid,  — por  el  Bey  ; 
Look  for  a  spot  in  the  old  South  Sea, 
The  hundred  and  eightieth  degree 
Longitude  west  of  Madrid :  there, 
Under  the  equatorial  glare, 
Just  where  the  east  and  west  are  one, 
You  '11  find  the  missing  galleon,  — 
You  '11  find  the  San  Gregorio,  yet 
Riding  the  seas,  with  sails  all  set, 
Fresh  as  upon  the  very  day 
She  sailed  from  Acapulco  Bay. 

How  did  she  get  there  ?     What  strange  spell 
Kept  her  two  hundred  years  so  well, 
Free  from  decay  and  mortal  taint  ? 
What  but  the  prayers  of  a  patron  saint ! 

A  hundred  leagues  from  Manilla  town, 

The  San  Gregorio's  helm  came  down  •, 

Round  she  went  on  her  heel,  and  not 

A  cable's  length  from  a  galliot 

That  rocked  on  the  waters  just  abreast 

Of  the  galleon's  course,  which  was  west-sou'-west. 

Then  said  the  galleon's  commandante, 
General  Pedro  Sobriente 
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(That  was  his  rank  on  land  and  main, 

A  regular  custom  of  Old  Spain), 
"  My  pilot  is  dead  of  scurvy  :  may 

I  ask  the  longitude,  time,  and  day  ?  " 

The  first  two  given  and  compared ; 

The  third  —  the  commandante  stared  ! 
*'  The  first  of  June  ?     I  make  it  second." 

Said  the  stranger,  "  Then  you  've  wrongly  reckoned  ; 

I  make  it  first :  as  you  came  this  way, 

You  should  have  lost,  d'  ye  see,  a  day ; 

Lost  a  day,  as  plainly  see, 

On  the  hundred  and  eightieth  degree." 
"Lost  a  day  ?  "      "Yes  ;  if  not  rude, 

"When  did  you  make  east  longitude  ?  " 
"  On  the  ninth  of  May,  —  our  patron's  day." 
"  On  the  ninth  ?  —  you  had  'no  ninth  of  May  ! 

Eighth  and  tenth  was  there  ;  but  stay  "  — 

Too  late ;  for  the  galleon  bore  away. 

Lost  was  the  day  they  should  have  keptj 
Lost  unheeded  and  lost  unwept ; 
Lost  in  a  way  that  made  search  vain, 
Lost  in  a  trackless  and  boundless  main  ;■ 
Lost  like  the  day  of  Job's  awful  curse, 
In  his  third  chapter,  third  and  fourth  verse; 
Wrecked  was  their  patron's  only  day,  — 
What  would  the  holy  Fathers  say  ? 

Said  the  Fray  Antonio  Estavan, 
The  galleon's  chaplain,  —  a  learned  man,  — 
"  Nothing  is  lost  that  you  can  regain  ; 
And  the  way  to  look  for  a  thing  is  plain, 
To  go  where  you  lost  it,  back  again. 
Back  with  your  galleon  till  you  see 
The  hundred  and  eightieth  degree. 
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Wait  till  the  rolling  year  goes  round, 
And  there  will  the  missing  day  be  found ; 
For  you  '11  find,  if  computation  's  true, 
That  sailing  Hast  will  give  to  you 
Not  only  one  ninth  of  May,  but  two,  — 
One  for  the  good  saint's  present  cheer, 
And  one  for  the  day  we  lost  last  year." 

Back  to  the  spot  sailed  the  galleon ; 

Where,  for  a  twelvemonth,  off  and  on 

The  hundred  and  eightieth  degree 

She  rose  and  fell  on  a  tropic  sea. 

But  lo  !  when  it  came  to  the  ninth  of  May, 

All  of  a  sudden  becalmed  she  lay 

One  degree  from  that  fatal  spot, 

Without  the  power  to  move  a  knot ; 

And  of  course  the  moment  she  lost  her  way, 

Gone  was  her  chance  to  save  that  day. 

To  cut  a  lengthening  story  short, 

She  never  saved  it.     Made  the  sport 

Of  evil  spirits  and  baffling  wind, 

She  was  always  before  or  just  behind, 

One  day  too  soon  or  one  day  too  late, 

And  the  sun,  meanwhile,  would  never  wait. 

She  had  two  Eighths,  as  she  idly  lay, 

Two  Tenths,  but  never  a  Ninth  of  May  ; 

And  there  she  rides  through  two  hundred  years 

Of  dreary  penance  and  anxious  fears ; 

Yet,  through  the  grace  of  the  saint  she  served, 

Captain  and  crew  are  still  preserved. 

By  a  computation  that  still  holds  good, 
Made  by  the  Holy  Brotherhood, 
The  San  Gregorio  will  cross  that  line 
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In  nineteen  hundred  and  thirty-nine : 

Just  three  hundred  years  to  a  day 

From  'the  time  she  lost  the  ninth  of  May. 

And:  the  folk  in  Acapulco  town, 

Over  the  waters  looking  down, 

Will  see  in  the  glow  of  the  setting  sun 

Thessails  of  the  missing  galleon, 

And'  the  royal  standard  of  Philip  Key, 

The  gleaming  mast  and  glistening  spar, 

As  she  nears  the  surf  of  the  outer  bar. 

A  Te  Deum  sung  on  her  crowded  deck, 

An  odor  of  spice  along  the  shore, 

A  crash,  a  cry  from  a  shattered  wreck,  — 

And  the  yearly  galleon  sails  no  more 

In  or  out  of  the  olden  bay ; 

For  the  blessed  patron  has  found  his  day. 


Such  is  the  legend.     Hear  this  truth : 
Over  the  trackless  past,  somewhere, 

Lie  the  lost  days  of  our  tropic  youth, 
Only  regained  by  faith  and  prayer, 

Only  recalled  by  prayer  and  plaint : 

Each  lost  day  has  its  patron  saint ! 
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"  JIM  " 

Say  there !     P'r'aps 
Some  on  you  chaps 

Might  know  Jim  Wild  ? 
Well,  —  no  offense  : 
Thar  ain't  no  sense 

In  gittin'  riled  ! 

Jim  was  my  chum 

Up  on  the  Bar : 
That 's  why  I  come 

Down  from  up  yar, 
Lookin'  for  Jim. 
Thank  ye,  sir  !      You 
Ain't  of  that  crew,  — 

Blest  if  you  are ! 

Money  ?     Not  much : 
That  ain't  my  kind  ; 

I  ain't  no  such. 

Eum  ?     I  don't  mind, 

Seein'  it's  you. 

Well,  this  yer  Jim,  — 
Did  you  know  him  ? 
Jes'  'bout  your  size ; 
Same  kind  of  eyes ;  — 


'JIM"  US' 


Well,  that  is  strange : 
Why,  it 's  two  year 
Since  he  came  here, 

Sick,  for  a  change. 

Well,  here  's  to  us : 

Eh? 
The  h you  say ! 

Dead? 
That  little  cuss  ? 

What  makes  you  star', 

You  over  thar  ? 

Can't  a  man  drop 

's  glass  in  yer  shop 

But  you  must  r'ar  ? 
It  would  n't  take 
D d  much  to  break 

You  and  your  bar. 

Dead! 
Poor  —  little  —  Jim  ! 
Why,  thar  was  me, 
Jones,  and  Bob  Lee, 
Harry  and  Ben,  — 
No-account  men  : 
Then  to  take  him  I 

Well,  thar  —    Good-by  — 
No  more,  sir —  I — 

Eh? 
What 's  that  you  say  ? 
Why,  dern  it !  —  sho !  — 
No  ?     Yes  !     By  Joe  ! 

Sold! 
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Sold !     Why,  you  limb> 
You  ornery, 

Denied  old 
Long-legged  Jua. 


CHIQUITA 

Beautiful  !     Sir,  you  may  say  so.    Thar  is  n't  her  match 

in  the  county ; 
Is  thar,  old  gal,  —  Chiquita,  my  darling,  my  beauty  ? 
Feel  of  that  neck,  sir,  —  thar  's  velvet !     Whoa !  steady,  — 

ah,  will  you,  you  vixen  ! 
Whoa  !  I  say.     Jack,  trot  her  out ;  let  the  gentleman  look 

at  her  paces. 

Morgan !  —  she  ain't  nothing  else,  and  I  've  got  the  papers 

to  prove  it. 
Sired  by  Chippewa  Chief,  and  twelve  hundred  dollars  won't 

buy  her. 
Briggs  of  Tuolumne  owned  her.     Did  you  know  Briggs  of 

Tuolumne  ? 
Busted  hisself  in  White  Pine,  and  blew  out  his  brains  down 

in  'Frisco  ? 

Hed  n't  no  savey,  hed  Briggs.     Thar,  Jack !  that  '11  do,  — 

quit  that  foolin' ! 
Nothin'  to  what  she  kin  do,  when  she  's  got  her  work  cut 

out  before  her. 
Hosses  is  hosses,  you  know,  and.  likewise,  too,  jockeys  is 

jockeys  : 
And  't  ain't  ev'ry  man  as  can  ride  as  knows  what  a  hoss  has 

got  in  him. 

Know  the  old  ford  on  the  Fork,  that  nearly  got  Flanigan's 

leaders  ? 
Nasty  in  daylight,  you  bet,  and  a  mighty  rough  ford  in  low 

water ! 
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Well,  it  ain't  six  weeks  ago  that  me  and  the  Jedge  and  his 

nevey 
Struck  for  that  ford  in  the  night,  in  the  rain,  and  the  water 

all  round  us ; 

Up  to  our  flanks  in  the  gulch,  and  Eattlesnake  Creek  just 

a-bilin', 
Not  a  plank  left  in  the  dam,  and  nary  a  bridge  on  the 

river. 
I  had  the  gray,  and  the  Jedge  had  his  roan,  and  his  nevey, 

Chiquita  ; 
And  after  us  trundled  the  rocks  jest  loosed  from  the  top  of 

the  canon. 

Lickity,  lickity,  switch,  we  came  to  the  ford,  and  Chi- 
quita 

Buckled  right  down  to  her  work,  and,  afore  I  could  yell  to 
her  rider, 

Took  water  jest  at  the  ford,  and  there  was  the  Jedge  and 
me  standing, 

And  twelve  hundred  dollars  of  hoss-flesh  afloat,  and 
a-driftin'  to  thunder ! 

Would  ye  b'lieve  it  ?     That  night,  that  hoss,  that  'ar  filly, 

Chiquita, 
Walked  herself  into  her  stall,  and  stood  there,  all  quiet  and 

dripping  : 
Clean  as  a  beaver  or  rat,  with  nary  a  buckle  of  harness, 
Just  as  she  swam  the  Fork,  —  that  hoss,   that  'ar  filly, 

Chiquita. 

That 's  what  I  call  a  hoss !  and  —    What  did  you  say  ?  — 

Oh,  the  nevey  ? 
Drownded,   I  reckon,  —  leastways,  he  never  kern  back  to 

deny  it. 
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Ye  see  the  derned  fool  had  no  seat,  ye  could  n't  have  made 

him  a  rider ; 
A.nd  then,  ye  know,  hoys  will  be  hoys,  and  bosses— -  we]  1, 

hosses  is  hosses  1 


DOW'S  FLAT 

(1856) 

DoVs  Flat.     That 's  its  name ; 

And  I  reckon  that  you 
Are  a  stranger  ?     The  same  ? 
Well,  I  thought  it  was  true,  — 
For  thar  is  n't  a  man  on  the  river  as  can't  spot  the  place  at 
first  view. 

It  was  called  after  Dow,  — 

"Which  the  same  was  an  ass,  — 
And  as  to  the  how 

Thet  the  thing  kem  to  pass,  — 
Jest  tie  up  your  hoss  to  that  buckeye,  and  sit  ye  down  here 
in  the  grass. 

You  see  this  'yer  Dow 

Hed  the  worst  kind  of  luck  ; 
He  slipped  up  somehow 

On  each  thing  thet  he  struck. 
WTiy,  ef  he  'd  a  straddled  thet  fence-rail,  the  derned  thing 
'd  get  up  and  buck. 

He  mined  on  the  bar 

Till  he  could  n't  pay  rates ; 
He  was  smashed  by  a  ear 

When  he  tunneled  with  Bates  ; 
And  right  on  the  top  of  his  trouble  kem  his  wife  and  five 
kids  from  the  States. 
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It  was  rough,  —  mighty  rough ; 
But  the  boys  they  stood  by, 
And  they  brought  him  the  stuff 
For  a  house,  on  the  sly ; 
ind  the  old  woman,  —  well,  she  did  washing,  and  took  oa 
when  no  one  was  nigh. 

But  this  'yer  luck  of  Dow's 

Was  so  powerful  mean 
That  the  spring  near  his  house 
Dried  right  up  on  the  green ; 
And  he  sunk  forty  feet  down  for  water,  but  nary  a  drop  to 
be  seen. 

Then  the  bar  petered  out, 

And  the  boys  would  n't  stay ; 
And  the  chills  got  about, 
And  his  wife  fell  away  ; 
But  Dow  in  his  well  kept  a  peggin'  in  his  usual  ridikilous 
way. 

One  day,  —  it  was  June,  — 

And  a  year  ago,  jest  — 
This  Dow  kem  at  noon 
To  his  work  like  the  rest, 
With  a  shovel  and  pick  on  his  shoulder,  and  derringer  hid 
in  his  breast. 

He  goes  to  the  well, 

And  he  stands  on  the  brink, 
And  stops  for  a  spell 
Jest  to  listen  and  think : 
For  the  sun  in  his  eyes  (jest  like  this,  sir !),  you  see,  kinder 
made  the  cuss  blink. 


120  IN  DIALECT 

His  two  ragged  gals 

In  the  gulch  were  at  play, 
And  a  gownd  that  was  Sal's 
Kinder  napped  on  a  bay : 
Not  much  for  a  man  to  be  leavin',  but  his  all, — as  I've 
heer'd  the  folks  say. 

And  —  That 's  a  peart  hoss 

Thet  you  7ve  got,  —  ain't  it  now  ? 
What  might  be  her  cost  ? 

Eh  ?  Oh  !  —  Well,  then,  Dow  — 
Let 's-  see,  —  well,  that  forty-foot  grave  was  n't  his,  sir,  that 
day,  anyhow. 

For  a  blow  of  his  pick 

Sorter  caved  in  the  side, 
And  he  looked  and  turned  sick, 
Then  he  trembled  and  cried. 
For  you  see  the  dern  cuss  had  struck  —  "Water?" — Beg 
your  parding,  young  man,  —  there  you 
lied! 

It  was  gold,  —  in  the  quartz, 

And  it  ran  all  alike ; 
And  I  reckon  five  oughts 

Was  the  worth  of  that  strike  ; 
And  that  house  with  the  coopilow  's   his'n,  —  which  the 
same  is  n't  bad  for  a  Pike. 

Thet's  why  it 's  Dow's  Flat ; 

And  the  thing  of  it  is 
That  he  kinder  got  that 

Through  sheer  contrairiness : 
For  'twas  water  the  derned  cuss  was  seekin',  and  his  luck 
made  him  certain  to  miss. 
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Thet  's  so  !     Thar 's  your  way, 

To  the  left  of  yon  tree ; 
But  —  a  —  look  h'yur,  say  ? 
Won't  you  come  up  to  tea  ? 
No  ?     Well,  then  the  next  time  you  're  passin' ;    ad  isk 
after  Dow,  —  and  thet 's  me. 


IN   THE   TUNNEL 

Did  n't  know  Flynn,  — 
Flynn  of  Virginia,  — 
Long  as  he  's  been  'yar  ? 
Look  'ee  here,  stranger, 
Whar  hev  you  been  ? 

Here  in  this  tunnel 
He  was  my  pardner, 

That  same  Tom  Elynn,  — 
Working  together, 
In  wind  and  weather, 

Day  out  and  in. 

Did  n't  know  Elynn  ! 
Well,  that  is  queer  ; 

Why,  it 's  a  sin 

To  think  of  Tom  Elynn,  «=. 
Tom  with  his  cheer, 
Tom  without  fear,  — 
Stranger,  look  'yar  ! 

Thar  in  the  drift, 

Back  to  the  wall, 
He  held  the  timbers 

Ready  to  fall ; 
Then  in  the  darkness 
I  heard  him  call : 

"  Run  for  yoi.r  life,  Jake ! 

Run  for  your  wife's  sake  ! 

Don't  wait  for  me." 
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And  that  was  all 
Heard  in  the  din, 
Heard  of  Tom  Flynn,  — = 
Flynn  of  Virginia. 

That 's  all  about 

Flynn  of  Virginia. 
That  lets  me  out. 

Here  in  the  damp,  — 
Out  of  the  sun,  — 

That  'ar  derned  lamp 
Makes  my  eyes  run. 
Well,  there,  —  I  'm  done ! 

But,  sir,  when  you  '11 
Hear  the  next  fool 

Asking  of  Flynn,  — 
Flynn  of  Virginia,  — 

Just  you  chip  in, 

Say  you  knew  Flynn  ; 
Say  that  you  've  been  'yam 


"CICELY" 
(alkali  station) 

Cicely  says  you  're  a  poet ;   maybe,  —  I  ain't   much  on 

rhyme : 
I  reckon  you'd  give  me  a  hundred,  and  beat  me  every 

time. 
Poetry  !  —  that 's  the  way  some  chaps  puts  up  an  idee, 
But  I  takes   mine  "straight   without   sugar,"  and  that's 

what 's  the  matter  with  me. 

Poetry  !  —  just  look  round  you,  —  alkali,  rock,  and  sage  ; 
Sage-brush,  rock,  and  alkali ;  ain't  it  a  pretty  page ! 
Sun  in  the  east  at  morn  in',  sun  in  the  west  at  night, 
And  the  shadow  of  this  'yer  station  the  on'y  thing  moves 
in  sight. 

Poetry  !  —  Well  now  —  Polly  !  Polly,  run  to  your  mam ; 
Run  right  away,  my  pooty  !     By-by  !      Ain't  she  a  lamb  ? 
Poetry  !  —  that  reminds  me  o'  suthin'  right  in  that  suit : 
Jest  shet  that  door  thar,  will  yer  ?  —  for  Cicely's  ears  is 
cute. 

Ye  noticed  Polly,  ■ —  the  baby  ?     A  month  afore  she  was 

born, 
Cicely  —  my  old  woman  —  was  moody-like  and  forlorn ; 
Out   of  her   head  and   crazy,  and  talked  of  flowers  and 

trees ; 
Family  man  yourself,  sir  ?    Well,  you  know  what  a  woman 

be's. 
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Narvous  she  was,  and  restless,  —  said  that  she  "  could  n't 

stay." 
Stay !  —  and  the  nearest  woman  seventeen  miles  away. 
But  I  fixed  it  up  with  the  doctor,  and  he  said  he  would  be 

on  hand, 
And  I  kinder  stuck  by  the  shanty,  and  fenced  in  that  bit  o' 

land. 

One  night,  —  the  tenth  of  October,  —  I  woke  with  a  chill 

and  a  fright, 
For  the  door  it  was  standing  open,  and  Cicely  warn't  in 

sight, 
But  a  note  was  pinned  on  the  blanket,  which  it  said  that 

she  "  could  n't  stay," 
But  had    gone  to  visit   her  neighbor,  —  seventeen   miles 

away ! 

When  and  how  she  stampeded,  I  did  n't  wait  for  to  see, 
For  out  in  the  road,  next  minit,  I  started  as  wild  as  she ; 
Sunning  first  this  way  and  that  way,  like  a  hound  that  is 

off  the  scent, 
For  there  warn't  no  track  in  the  darkness  to  tell  me  the 

way  she  went. 

I  've  had  some  mighty  mean  moments  afore  I  kem  to  this 

spot,  — 
Lost  on  the  Plains  in  '50,  drownded  almost  and  shot ; 
But  out  on  this  alkali  desert,  a-hunting  a  crazy  wife, 
Was  ra'ly  as  on-satis-factory  as  anything  in  my  life. 

"  Cicely  !  Cicely  !  Cicely  !  "  I  called,  and  I  held  my  breath, 
And  "  Cicely  !  "  came  from  the  canyon,  —  and  all  was  as 

still  as  death. 
And  "  Cicely  !  Cicely  !  Cicely  !  "  came  from  the  rocks  below, 
And  jest  but  a  whisper  of   "  Cicely  !  "  down  from  them 

peaks  of  snow. 
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I  ain't  what  you  call  religious,  —  but  I  jest  looked  up  to 

the  sky, 
And  —  this  'yer  's  to  what  I  'm  coming,  and  maybe  ye  think 

Hie: 
But  up  away  to  the  east'ard,  yaller  and  big  and  far, 
I  saw  of  a  suddent  rising  the  singlerist  kind  of  star. 

Big  and  yaller  and  dancing,  it  seemed  to  beckon  to  me : 
Yaller  and  big  and  dancing,  such  as  you  never  see : 
Big  and  yaller  and  dancing,  —  I  never  saw  such  a  star, 
And  I  thought  of  them  sharps  in  the  Bible,  and  I  went 
for  it  then  and  thar. 

Over  the  brush  and  bowlders  I  stumbled  and  pushed  ahead  i 

Keeping  the  star,  afore  me,  I  went  wherever  it  led. 

It  might  hev  been  for  an  hour,  when  suddent  and  peart  anc1 

nigh, 
Out  of  the  yearth  afore  me  thar  riz  up  a  baby's  cry. 

Listen !  thar 's  the  same   music ;  but  her  lungs  they  are 

stronger  now 
Than  the  day  I  packed  her  and  her  mother,  —  I  'm  derned 

if  I  jest  know  how. 
But  the  doctor  kem  the  next  minit,  and  the  joke  o'  the 

whole  thing  is 
That  Cis  never  knew  what  happened  from  that  very  night 

to  this ! 

But  Cicely  says  you  're  a  poet,  and  maybe  you  might,  some 

day, 
Jest  sling  her  a  rhyme  'bout  a  baby  that  was  born  in  a 

curious  way, 
And  see  what  she  says ;  and,  old  fellow,  when  you  speak  of 

the  star,  don't  tell 
As  how  't  was  the  doctor's  lantern,  —  for  maybe  't  won't 

sound  so  well. 


PENELOPE 

(SIMPSON'S    BAB,    1858) 

So  you  've  kem  'yer  agen, 

And  one  answer  won't  do  ? 

Well,  of  all  the  derned  men 

That  I  've  struck,  it  is  you. 

0  Sal !  'yer 's  that  derned  fool  from  Simpson's,  cavortin' 

round  'yer  in  the  dew. 

Kem  in,  ef  you  will. 

Thar,  —  quit !     Take  a  cheer. 
Not  that ;  you  can't  fill 

Them  theer  cushings  this  year,  — 
For  that  cheer  was  my  old  man's,  Joe  Simpson,  and  they 
don't  make  such  men  about  'yer. 

He  was  tall,  was  my  Jack, 
And  as  strong  as  a  tree. 
Thar 's  his  gun  on  the  rack,  — 
Jest  you  heft  it,  and  see. 
And  you  come  a  courtin'  his  widder !     Lord  !  where  can 
that  critter,  Sal,  be  ! 

Tou  'd  fill  my  Jack's  place  ? 

And  a  man  of  your  size,  — 
With  no  baird  to  his  face, 
Nor  a  snap  to  his  eyes, 
And  nary  —  Sho  !  thar  !  I  was  foolin',  —I  was,  Joe,  for 
sartain,  —  don't  rise. 
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Sit  down.     Law  !  why,  sho  ! 

I  'm  as  weak  as  a  gal. 
Sal !     Don't  you  go,  Joe, 

Or  I  '11  faint,  —  sure,  I  shall. 
Sit   down,  —  anywheer,  where  you  like,  Joe,  —  in   that 
cheer,   if  you  choose,  —  Lord !  where  'a 
Sal? 


PLAIN  LANGUAGE  FKOM  TRUTHFUL   JAMES 
(table   MOUNTAIN,    1870) 

Which  I  wish  to  remark, 

And  my  language  is  plain, 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain, 
The  heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar, 

"Which  the  same  I  would  rise  to  explain. 

Ah  Sin  was  his  name  ; 

And  I  shall  not  deny, 
In  regard  to  the  same, 

What  that  name  might  imply ; 
But  his  smile  it  was  pensive  and  childlike, 

As  I  frequent  remarked  to  Bill  Nye. 

It  was  August  the  third, 

And  quite  soft  was  the  skies ; 
Which  it  might  he  inferred 

That  Ah  Sin  was  likewise ; 
Yet  he  played  it  that  day  upon  William 

And  me  in  a  way  I  despise. 

Which  we  had  a  small  game, 

And  Ah  Sin  took  a  hand  : 
It  was  Euchre.     The  same 

He  did  not  understand  ; 
But  he  smiled  as  he  sat  hy  the  table, 

With  the  smile  that  was  ch'ldlike  and  bland. 
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Yet  the  cards  they  were  stocked 

In  a  way  that  I  grieve, 
And  my  feelings  were  shocked 

At  the  state  of  Nye's  sleeve, 
Which  was  stuffed  full  of  aces  and  bowers, 

And  the  same  with  intent  to  deceive. 

But  the  hands  that  were  played 

By  that  heathen  Chinee, 
And  the  points  that  he  made, 

Were  quite  frightful  to  see,  — 
Till  at  last  he  put  down  a  right  bower, 

Which  the  same  Nye  had  dealt  unto  me. 

Then  I  looked  up  at  Nye, 

And  he  gazed  upon  me ; 
And  he  rose  with  a  sigh, 

And  said,  "  Can  this  be  ? 
We  are  ruined  by  Chinese  cheap  labor,"  — 

And  he  went  for  that  heathen  Chinee. 

In  the  scene  that  ensued 

I  did  not  take  a  hand, 
But  the  floor  it  was  strewed 

Like  the  leaves  on  the  strand 
With  the  cards  that  Ah  Sin  had  been  hiding. 

In  the  game  "  he  did  not  understand." 

In  his  sleeves,  which  were  long, 
He  had  twenty-four  packs,  — 

Which  was  coming  it  strong, 
Yet  I  state  but  the  facts  ; 

And  we  found  on  his  nails,  which  were  taper, 
What  is  frequent  in  tapers,  —  that 's  wax. 
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Which  is  why  I  remark, 

And  my  language  is  plain, 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark 

And  for  tricks  that  are  vain, 
The  heathen  Chinee  is  peculiar,  — 

Which  the  same  I  am  free  to  maintain. 
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I  beside  at  Table  Mountain,  and  my  name  is  Truthful 

James ; 
I  am  not  up  to  small  deceit  or  any  sinful  games ; 
And  I'll  tell  in  simple  language  what  I  know  about  the 

row 
That  broke  up  our  Society  upon  the  Stanislow. 

But  first  I  would  remark,  that  it  is  not  a  proper  plan 
For  any  scientific  gent  to  whale  his  fellow-man, 
And,  if  a  member  don't  agree  with  his  peculiar  whim, 
To  lay  for  that  same  member  for  to  "  put  a  head  "  on  him. 

Now  nothing  could  be  finer  or  more  beautiful  to  see 
Than  the  first  six  months'  proceedings  of  that  same  Society, 
Till  Brown  of  Calaveras  brought  a  lot  of  fossil  bones 
That  he  found  within  a  tunnel  near  the  tenement  of  Jones. 

Then  Brown  he  read  a  paper,  and  he  reconstructed  there, 
From  those  same  bones,  an  animal  that  was  extremely  rare ; 
And  Jones  then  asked  the  Chair  for  a  suspension  of  the 

rules, 
Till  he  could  prove  that  those  same  bones  was  one  of  his 

lost  mules. 

Then  Brown  he  smiled  a  bitter  smile,  and  said  he  was  at 

fault, 
It  seemed  he  had  been  trespassing  on  Jones's  family  vault ; 
He  was  a  most  sarcastic  man,  this  quiet  Mr.  Brown, 
And  on  several  occasions  he  had  cleaned  out  the  town. 
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Now  I  hold  it  is  not  decent  for  a  scientific  gent 
To  say  another  is  an  ass,  —  at  least,  to  all  intent ; 
Nor  should  the  individual  who  happens  to  be  meant 
Reply  by  heaving  rocks  at  him,  to  any  great  extent. 

Then  Abner  Dean  of  Angel's  raised  a  point  of  order,  when 
A  chunk  of  old  red  sandstone  took  him  in  the  abdomen, 
And  he  smiled  a  kind  of  sickly  smile,  and  curled  up  on  the 

floor, 
And  the  subsequent  proceedings  interested  him  no  more. 

For,  in  less  time  than  I  write  it,  every  member  did  engage 

In  a  warfare  with  the  remnants  of  a  palaeozoic  age  ; 

And  the  way  they  heaved  those  fossils  in  their  anger  was 

a  sin, 
Till    the   skull   of   an   old  mammoth  caved  the  head  of 

Thompson  in. 

And  this  is  all  I  have  to  say  of  these  improper  games, 
For  I  live  at  Table  Mountain,  and  my  name  is  Truthful 

James ; 
And  I've  told  in  simple  language  what  I  know  about  the 

row 
That  broke  up  our  Society  upon  the  Stanislow. 


LUKE 

(iN   THE    COLORADO    PAKE,    1873) 

Wot  's  that  you  're  readin '  ?  —  a  novel  ?    A  novel !  —  well, 

darn  my  skin  ! 
You  a  man  grown  and  bearded  and  histin'  such  stuff  ez 

that  in  — 
Stuff  about  gals  and  their  sweethearts  !     No  wonder  you  're 

thin  ez  a  knife. 
Look  at  me  !  —  clar  two  hundred  —  and  never  read  one  in 

my  life ! 

That 's  my  opinion  o'  novels.     And  ez  to  their  lyin'  round 

here, 
They  belong  to  the  Jedge's  daughter  —  the  Jedge  who  came 

up  last  year 
On  account  of  his  lungs  and  the  mountains  and  the  balsam 

o'  pine  and  fir ; 
And  his  daughter  —  well,  she  read  novels,  and  that 's  what 's 

the  matter  with  her. 

Yet  she  was  sweet  on  the  Jedge,  and  stuck  by  him  day  and 

night, 
Alone  in  the  cabin  up  'yer  —  till  she  grew  like  a  ghost,  all 

white. 
She  wus  only  a  slip  of  a  thing,  ez  light  and  ez  up  and 

away 
Ez  rifle  smoke  blown  through  the  woods,  but  she  was  n't 

my  kind  —  no  way  1 
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Speakin'   o'   gals,  d'ye  mind  that  house   ez  you  rise  the 

hill, 
A  mile  and  a  half  from  White's,  and  jist  above  Mattingly's 

mill  ? 
You  do  ?     Well  now  thar  's  a  gal !    What !  you  saw  her  ? 

Oh,  come  now,  thar  !  quit ! 
She  was  only  bedevlin'  you  boys,  for  to  me  she  don't  cotton 

one  bit. 

Now  she  's  what  I  call  a  gal  —  ez  pretty  and  plump  ez  a 
quail ; 

Teeth  ez  white  ez  a  hound's,  and  they  'd  go  through  a  ten- 
penny  nail ; 

Eyes  that  kin  snap  like  a  cap.  So  she  asked  to  know 
"  whar  I  was  hid  ?  " 

She  did  !  Oh,  it 's  jist  like  her  sass,  for  she 's  peart  ez  a 
Katydid. 

But  what   was  I  talking  of  ?  —  Oh  !  the  Jedge    and   his 

daughter  —  she  read 
Novels  the  whole  day  long,  and   I  reckon  she.  read  them 

abed ; 
And  sometimes  she  read  them  out  loud  to  the  Jedge  on  the 

porch  where  he  sat, 
And  't  was  how  "  Lord   Augustus "   said   this,    and  how 

"  Lady  Blanche  "  she  said  that. 

But  the  sickest  of  all   that  I  heerd  was  a.  yarn  thet  they 

read  'bout  a  chap, 
"  Leather-stocking "  by  name,  and  a  hunter  chock  full  o' 

the  greenest  o'  sap  ; 
And  they  asked  me  to  hear,  but  I  says,  "  Miss  Mabel,  not 

any  for  me ; 
When  I  likes  I  kin  sling  my  own  lies,  and  thet  chap  and,] 

should  n't  agree." 
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Yet  somehow  or  other  that  gal  alius  said  that  I  brought  her 

to  mind 
Of  folks  about  whom  she  had  read,  or  suthin  belike  of  thet 

kind, 
And  thar  warn't  no  end  o'  the  names  that  she  give  me  thet 

summer  up  here  — 
"  Ro"bin  Hood,"  "  Leather-stocking,"  "  Eob  Eoy,"  —  Oh,  I 

tell  you,  the  critter  was  queer ! 

And  yet,  ef  she  had  n't  been  spiled,  she  was  harmless  enough 

in  her  way ; 
She  could  jabber  in  Trench  to  her  dad,  and  they  said  that 

she  knew  how  to  play  ; 
And  she  worked  me  that  shot-pouch  up  thar,  which  the 

man  does  n't  live  ez  kin  use  ; 
And  slippers  —  you  see  'em  down  'yer  —  ez  would  cradle  an 

Injin's  papoose. 

Yet  along  o'  them  novels,   you  see,  she  was  wastin'  and 

mopin'  away, 
And  then  she  got  shy  with  her  tongue,  and  at  last  she  had 

nothin'  to  say  ; 
And  whenever  I  happened  around,  her  face  it  was  hid  by  a 

book, 
And  it  warn't  till  the  day  she  left  that  she  give  me  ez  much 

ez  a  look. 

And  this  was  the  way  it  was.  It  was  night  when  I  kem 
up  here 

To  say  to  'em  all  "good-by,"  for  I  reckoned  to  go  for 
deer 

At  "  sun  up  "  the  day  they  left.  So  I  shook  'em  all  round 
by  the  hand, 

*Cept  Mabel,  and  she  was  sick,  ez  they  give  me  to  under- 
stand. 
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But  jist  ez  I  passed  the  house  next  morning  at  dawn,  some 

one, 
Like  a  little  waver  o'  mist  got  up  on  the   hill  with  the 

sun ; 
Miss  Mabel  it  was,  alone  —  all  wrapped    in  a  mantle  o' 

lace  — 
And  she  stood  there  straight  in  the  road,  with  a  touch  o' 

the  sun  in  her  face. 

And  she  looked  me  right  in  the  eye  —  I  'd  seen  suthin'  like 

it  before 
When  I  hunted  a  wounded  doe  to  the  edge  o'  the  Clear 

Lake  Shore, 
And  I  had  my  knee  on  its  neck,  and  I  jist  was  raisin'  my 

knife, 
When  it  give  me  a  look  like  that,  and  —  well,  it  got  off  with 

its  life. 

"  We  are  going  to-day,"  she  said,  "  and  I  thought  I  would 

say  good-by 
To  you  in  your  own  house,  Luke  —  these  woods  and  the 

bright  blue  sky ! 
You  've  always  been  kind  to  us,  Luke,  and  papa  has  found 

you  still 
As  good  as  the  air  he  breathes,  and  wholesome  as  Laurel 

Tree  Hill. 

"  And  we  '11  always  think  of  you,  Luke,  as  the  thing  we 

could  not  take  away,  — 
The  balsam   that  dwells  in  the  woods,  the  rainbow  that 

lives  in  the  spray. 
And  you  '11  sometimes  think  of  me,  Luke,  as  you  know  you 

once  used  to  say, 
A  rifle  smoke   blown  through  the  woods,  a  moment,  but 

never  to  stay." 
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And  then  we  shook  hands.     She  turned,  but  a-suddent  she 

tottered  and  fell, 
And  I  caught  her  sharp  by  the  waist,  and  held  her  a  minit. 

Well, 
It  was  only  a  miftit,  you  know,  thet  ez  cold  and  ez  white 

she  lay 
Ez  a  snowflake  here  on  my  breast,  and  then  —  well,  &hb 

melted  away  — 

And  was  gone.  .  .  .  And  thar  are  her  books ;   but  I  says 

not  any  for  me  ; 
Good  enough  may  be  for  some,  but  them  and  I  might  n't 

agree. 
They  spiled  a  decent  gal  ez  might  hev  made  some  chap  a 

wife, 
And  look  at  me  !  —  clar  two  hundred  —  and  never  read  one 

in  my  life  I 


"THE   BASES   IN   THE  WOODS" 
(big  pine   FLAT,  1871) 

u  Something  characteristic,"  eh  ? 

Humph  !     I  reckon  you  mean  by  that 
Something  that  happened  in  our  way, 

Here  at  the  crossin'  of  Big  Pine  Flat. 
Times  are  n't  now  as  they  used  to  be, 

When  gold  was  flush  and  the  boys  were  frisky^ 
And  a  man  would  pull  out  his  battery 

Eor  anything  —  maybe  the  price  of  whiskey. 

Nothing  of  that  sort,  eh  ?     That  'a  strange  ! 

Why,  I  thought  you  might  be  diverted 
Hearing  how  Jones  of  Red  Rock  Range 

Drawed  his  "  hint  to  the  unconverted," 
Aud  saying,  "  Whar  will  you  have  it  ?  "  shot 

Cherokee  Bob  at  the  last  debating  ! 
What  was  the  question  I  forgot, 

But  Jones  did  n't  like  Bob's  way  of  stating. 

Nothing  of  that  kind,  eh  ?     You  mean 

Something  milder  ?     Let 's  see  !  —  0  Joe  2 
Tell  to  the  stranger  that  little  scene 

Out  of  the  "  Babes  in  the  Woods."     You  know, 
"  Babes  "  was  the  name  that  we  gave  'em,  sir, 

Two  lean  lads  in  their  teens,  and  greener 
Than  even  the  belt  of  spruce  and  fir 

Where  they  built  their  nest,  and  each  day  grew  leaner. 
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No  one  knew  where  they  came  from.     None 

Cared  to  ask  if  they  had  a  mother. 
Runaway  schoolboys,  maybe.     One 

Tall  and  dark  as  a  spruce  ;  the  other 
Blue  and  gold  in  the  eyes  and  hair. 

Soft  and  low  in  his  speech,  but  rarely 
Talking  with  us  ;  and  we  did  n't  care 

To  get  at  their  secret  at  all  unfairly. 

For  they  were  so  quiet,  so  sad  and  shy, 

Content  to  trust  each  other  solely, 
That  somehow  we  'd  always  shut  one  eye, 

And  never  seem  to  observe  them  wholly 
As  they  passed  to  their  work.     'T  was  a  worn-out  claim. 

And  it  paid  them  grub.     They  could  live  without  fy 
For  the  boys  had  a  way  of  leaving  game 

In  their  tent,  and  forgetting  all  about  it. 

Yet  no  one  asked  for  their  secret.     Dumb 

It  lay  in  their  big  eyes'  heavy  hollows. 
It  was  understood  that  no  one  should  come 

To  their  tent  unawares,  save  the  bees  and  swallows. 
So  they  lived  alone.     Until  one  warm  night 

I  was  sitting  here  at  the  tent-door,  —  so,  sir ! 
When  out  of  the  sunset's  rosy  light 

Up  rose  the  Sheriff  of  Mariposa. 

I  knew  at  once  there  was  something  wrong, 

For  his  hand  and  his  voice  shook  just  a  little, 
And  there  is  n't  much  you  can  fetch  along 

To  make  the  sinews  of  Jack  Hill  brittle. 
•'  Go  warn  the  Babes !  "  he  whispered,  hoarse ; 

"  Tell  them  I  'm  coming  —  to  get  and  scurry ; 
For  I  've  got  a  story  that 's  bad,  —  and  worse, 

I've  got  a  warrant :  G — d  d — n  it,  hurry  !  " 
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Too  late  !  they  had  seen  him  cross  the  hill ; 

I  ran  to  their  tent  and  found  them  lying 
Dead  in  each  other's  arms,  and  still 

Clasping  the  drug  they  had  taken  flying. 
And  there  lay  their  secret  cold  and  bare, 

Their  life,  their  trial  —  the  old,  old  story ! 
For  the  sweet  blue  eyes  and  the  golden  hair 

Was  a  woman's  shame  and  a  woman's  glory. 

"  Who  were  they  ?  "     Ask  no  more,  or  ask 

The  sun  that  visits  their  grave  so  lightly ; 
Ask  of  the  whispering  reeds,  or  task 

The  mourning  crickets  that  chirrup  nightly. 
All  of  their  life  but  its  love  forgot, 

Everything  tender  and  soft  and  mystic, 
These  are  our  Babes  in  the  Woods,  —  you  've  gotj, 

Well  —  human  nature  —  that 's  characteristic. 
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It  was  noon  by  the  sun ;  we  had  finished  our  game, 
And  was  passin'  remarks  goin'  back  to  our  claim  ; 
Jones  was  countin'  his  chips,  Smith  relievin'  his  mind 
Of  ideas  that  a  "  straight  "  should  beat  "  three  of  a  kind," 
When  Johnson  of  Elko  came  gallopin'  down, 
"With  a  look  on  his  face  'twixt  a  grin  and  a  frown, 
And  he  calls,  "  Drop  your  shovels  and  face  right  about, 
For  them  Chinees  from  Murphy's  are  cleanin'  us  put  — 

With  their  ching-a-ring-chow 

And  their  ehic-colorow 

They're  bent  upon  making 

No  slouch  of  a  row." 

Then  Jones  —  my  own  pardner  —  looks  up  with  a  sigh  ; 
"  It 's  your  wash-bill,"  sez  he,  and  I  answers,  "  You  lie  !  " 
But  afore  he  could  draw  or  the  others  could  arm, 
Up  tumbles  the  Bates  boys,  who  heard  the  alarm. 
And  a  yell  from  the  hill-top  and  roar  of  a  gong, 
Mixed  up  with  remarks  like  "  Hi !  yi !  Chang-a-wong," 
And  bombs,  shells,  and  crackers,  that  crashed  through  tha 

trees, 
Revealed  in  their  war-togs  four  hundred  Chinees ! 

Four  hundred  Chinee ; 

We  are  eight,  don't  ye  see  ! 

That  made  a  square  fifty 

To  just  one  o'  we. 

They  were  dressed  in  their  best,  but  I  grieve  that  that  same 
Was  largely  made  up  of  our  own,  to  their  shame ; 
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And  my  pardner's  best  shirt  and  his  trousers  were  hung 
On  a  spear,  and  above  him  were  tauntingly  swung  ; 
While  that  beggar,*  Chey  Lee,  like  a  conjurer  sat 
Pullin'  out  eggs  and  chickens  from  Johnson's  best  hat; 
And  Bates's  game  rooster  was  part  of  their  "  loot," 
And  all  of  Smith's  pigs  were  skyugled  to  boot ; 
But  the  climax  was  reached  and  I  like  to  have  died 
When  my  demijohn,  empty,  came  down  the  hillside,  — t 

Down  the  hillside  — 

What  once  held  the  pride 

Of  Robertson  County 

Pitched  down  the  hillside  ! 

Then  we  axed  for  a  parley.     When  out  of  the  din 

To  the  front  comes  a-rockin'  that  heathen,  Ah  Sin !     , 

"  You  owe  flowty  dollee  —  me  washee  you  camp, 

You  catchee  my  washee  —  me  catehee  no  stamp  ; 

One  dollar  hap  dozen,  me  no  catchee  yet, 

Now  that  flowty  dollee  —  no  hab  ?  —  how  can  get  ?. 

Me  catchee  you  piggee  —  me  sellee  for  cash, 

It  catchee  me  licee  —  you  catchee  no  '  hash  ; ' 

Me  belly  good  Sheliff  —  me  lebbee  when  can, 

Me  allee  same  balp  pin  as  Melican  man  ! 

But  Melican  man 

He  washee  him  pan 

On  bottom  side  hillee 

And  catchee  —  how  can  ?  " 

"  Are  we  men  ?  "  says  Joe  Johnson,  "  and  list  to  this  jaw, 

Without  process  of  warrant  or  color  of  law  ? 

Are  we  men  or  —  a-chew  !  "  —  here  he  gasped  in  his  speech, 

For  a  stink-pot  had  fallen  just  out  of  his  reach. 

"  Shall  we  stand  here  as  idle,  and  let  Asia  pour 

Her  barbaric  hordes  on  this  civilized  shore  ? 

Has  the  White  Man  no  country  ?    Are  we  left  in  the  lurch?. 

And  likewise  what 's  gone  of  the.Established  Church  ?  „ 
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One  man  to  four  hundred  is  great  odds,  I  own, 
But  this  ;yer  's  a  White  Man  —  I  plays  it  alone  !  " 
And  he  sprang  up  the  hillside  —  to  stop  him  none  dare  — 
Till  a  yell  from  the  top  told  a  "  White  Man  was  there  I  " 

A  White  Man  was  there  ! 

We  prayed  he  might  spare 

Those  misguided  heathens 

The  few  clothes  they  wear. 

They  fled,  and  he  followed,  hut  no  matter  where  ; 
They  fled  to  escape  him,  —  the  "  White  Man  was  there,"  — 
Till  we  missed  first  his  voice  on  the  pine-wooded  slope, 
And  we  knew  for  the  heathen  henceforth  was  no  hope ; 
And  the  yells  they  grew  fainter,  when  Petersen  said, 
"  It  simply  was  human  to  hury  his  dead." 

And  then,  with  slow  tread, 

We  crept  up,  in  dread, 

But  found  nary  mortal  there, 

Living  or  dead. 

But  there  was  his  trail,  and  the  way  that  they  came, 

And  yonder,  no  doubt,  he  was  hagging  his  game. 

When    Jones   drops    his    pickaxe,    and    Thompson   says 

"  Shoo !  " 
And  both  of  'em  points  to  a  cage  of  bamboo 
Hanging  down  from  a  tree,  with  a  label  that  swung 
Conspicuous,  with  letters  in  some  foreign  tongue, 
Which,  when  freely  translated,  the  same  did  appear 
Was  the  Chinese  for  saying,  "  A  White  Man  is  here  !  " 

And  as  we  drew  near, 

In  anger  and  fear, 

Bound  hand  and  foot,  Johnson 

Looked  down  with  a  leer  ! 

In  his  mouth  was  an  opium  pipe — which  was  why 
He  leered  at  us  so  with  a  drunken-like  eye  1 
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They  had  shaved  off  his  eyebrows,  and  tacked  on  a  cue, 
They  had  painted  his  face  of  a  coppery  hue, 
And  rigged  him  all  up  in  a  heathenish  suit, 
Then  softly  departed,  each  man  with  his  "  loot." 

Yes,  every  galoot, 

And  Ah  Sin,  to  boot, 

Had  left  him  there  hanging 

Like  ripening  fruit. 

At  a  mass  meeting  held  up  at  Murphy's  next  day 
There  were  seventeen  speakers  and  each  had  his  say  ; 
There  were  twelve  resolutions  that  instantly  passed, 
And  each  resolution  was  worse  than  the  last ; 
There  were  fourteen  petitions,  which,  granting  the  same, 
Will  determine  what  Governor  Murphy's  shall  name  ; 
And  the  man  from  our  district  that  goes  up  next  year 
Goes  up  on  one  issue  —  that 's  patent  and  clear : 
"  Can  the  work  of  a  mean, 

Degraded,  unclean 

Believer  in  Buddha 

Be  held  as  a  lien  ?  " 


TRUTHFUL  JAMES  TO  THE  EDITOR 

(tkeka,  1873) 

Which  it  is  not  my  style 

To  produce  needless  pain 
By  statements  that  rile 
Or  that  go  'gin  the  grain, 
But  here's  Captain  Jack  still  a-livin',  and   Nye  has  no 
skelp  on  his  brain  1 

On  that  Caucasian  head 

There  is  no  crown  of  hair ; 
It  has  gone,  it  has  fled ! 
And  Echo  sez  "  Where  ?  " 
And  I  asks,  "  Is  this  Nation  a  White  Man's,  and  is  gener- 
ally things  on  the  square  ?  " 

She  was  known  in  the  camp 
As  "  Nye's  other  squaw," 
And  folks  of  that  stamp 
Hez  no  rights  in  the  law, 
But  is  treacherous,  sinful,  and  slimy,  as  Nye  might  hev  well 
known  before. 

But  she  said  that  she  knew 

Where  the  In j  ins  was  hid, 
And  the  statement  was  true, 
For  it  seemed  that  she  did, 
Since  she  led  William  where  he  was  covered  by  seventeen 
Modocs,  and  —  slid  ! 
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Then  they  reached  for  his  hair ; 

Bat  Nye  sez,  "  By  the  law 
Of  nations,  forbear ! 

I  surrenders  —  no  more  : 
And  I  looks  to  be  treated,  —  you  hear  me  ?  —  as  a  pris'ner, 
a  pris'ner  of  war !  " 

But  Captain  Jack  rose 

And  he  sez,  "It's  too  thin! 
Such  statements  as  those 
It 's  too  late  to  begin. 
There's  a  Modoc  indictment  agin  you,   0  Paleface,  and 
you  're  goin'  in  ! 

"  You  stole  Schonchin's  squaw 
In  the  jrear  sixty-two  ; 
It  was  in  sixty-four 

That  Long  Jack  you  went  through, 
And  you  burned  Nasty  Jim's  rancheria,  and  his  wives  and 
his  papooses  too. 

"  This  gun  in  my  hand 
Was  sold  me  by  you 
'Gainst  the  law  of  the  land, 
And  I  grieves  it  is  true  !  " 
And  he  buried  his  face  in  his  blanket  and  wept  as  he  hid  it 
from  view. 

"  But  you  're  tried  and  condemned, 
And  skelping  's  your  doom," 
And  he  paused  and  he  hemmed  — 
But  why  this  resume  ? 
He  was  skelped  'gainst  the  custom  of  nations,  and  cut  off 
like  a  rose  in  its  bloom. 
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So  I  asks  without  guile, 

And  I  trusts  not  in  vain, 
If  this  is  the  style 

That  is  going  to  obtain  — 
If  here's  Captain  Jack  still  a-livin',  and  Kye  with  no  skelp 
on  his  brain  ? 


AN  IDYL  OF  THE  KOAD 

(SIERRAS,    1876) 

DEAMATIS  PERSONS 

First  Tourist  ''  Yuba  Bill,  Drivir 

Second  Tourist  A  Stranger 

FIRST    TOURIST 

Look  how  the  upland  plunges  into  cover, 

Green  where  the  pines  fade  sullenly  away. 
Wonderful  those  olive  depths  !  and  wonderful,  moreover  - 

SECOND    TOURIST 

The  red  dust  that  rises  in  a  suffocating  way. 

FIRST    TOURIST 

Small  is  the  soul  that  cannot  soar  above  it, 

Cannot  hut  cling  to  its  ever-kindred  clay : 
Better  be  yon  bird,  that  seems  to  breathe  and  love  it  — » 

SECOND    TOURIST 

Doubtless  a  hawk  or  some  other  bird  of  prey. 
Were  we,  like  him,  as  sure  of  a  dinner 

That  on  our  stomachs  would  comfortably  stay ; 
Or  were  the  fried  ham  a  shade  or  two  just  thinner, 

That  must  confront  us  at  closing  of  the  day : 
Then  might  you  sing  like  Theocritus  or  Virgil, 

Then  might  we  each  make  a  metrical  essay ; 
But  verse  just  now  —  I  must  protest  and  urge  —  ill 

Fits  a  digestion  by  travel  led  astray. 
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CHOEUS    OF   PASSENGERS 

Speed,  Yuba  Bill !  oh,  speed  us  to  our  dinner ! 
Speed  to  the  sunset  that  beckons  far  away. 

SECOND    TOURIST 

William  of  Yuba,  0  Son  of  Nimshi,  hearken ! 

Check  thy  profanity,  but  not  thy  chariot's  play. 
Tell  us,  0  William,  before  the  shadows  darken, 

Where,  and,  oh !  how  we  shall  dine.  ?     0  William,  say! 

TUBA    BILL 

It  ain't  my  fault,  nor  the  Kumpeney's,  I  reckon, 

Ye  can't  get  ez  square  meal  ez  any  on  the  Bay, 
TJp  at  yon  place,  whar  the  senset  'pears  to  beckon  — 

Ez  thet  sharp  allows  in  his  airy  sort  o'  way. 
Thar  woz  a  place  wor  yer  hash  ye  might  hev  wrestled. 

Kept  by  a  woman  ez  chipper  ez  a  jay  — 
Warm  in  her  breast  all  the  morning  sunshine  nestled  5 

Bed  on  her  cheeks  all  the  evening's  sunshine  lay. 

SECOND    TOURIST 

Praise  is  but  breath,  O  chariot  compeller  ! 
Yet  of  that  hash  we  would  bid  you  farther  say. 

TUBA    BILL 

Thar  woz  a  snipe —  like  you,  a  fancy  tourist  — 

Kem  to  that  ranch  ez  if  to  make  a  stay, 
Ban  off  the  gal,  and  ruined  jist  the  purist 

Critter  that  lived  — 

stranger  {quietly) 

Ycu  're  a  liar,  driver ! 

YTTBA  bill  (reaching  for  his  revolver). 

Eh! 
Here  take  my  lines,  somebody  — 
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CHORUS    OF    PASSENGERS 

Hush,  boys  !  listen ! 
Inside  there 's  a  lady  !     Remember  !     No  affray  1 

TUBA    BILL 

Ef  that  man  lives,  the  fault  ain't  mine  or  his'n. 

STRANGER 

Wait  for  the  sunset  that  beckons  far  away, 

Then  —  as  you  will !     But,  meantime,  friends,  believe 
me, 
Nowhere  on  earth  lives  a  purer  woman ;  nay, 

If  my  perceptions  do  surely  not  deceive  me, 
She  is  the  lady  we  have  inside  to-day. 

As  for  the  man  —  you  see  that  blackened  pine  tree, 
Up  which  the  green  vine  creeps  heavenward  away  ! 

He  was  that  scarred  trunk,  and  she  the  vine  that  sweetly 
Clothed  him  with  life  again,  and  lifted  — 


SECOND    TOURIST 


How  know  you  this  ? 


Yes ;  but  pray 


STRANGER 

She 's  my  wife. 

TUBA    BILL 


The  h — 11  you  say ! 


THOMPSON   OF  ANGELS 

It  is  the  story  of  Thompson  —  of  Thompson,  the  hero  of 
Angels. 

Frequently  drunk  was  Thompson,  but  always  polite  to  the 
stranger.; 

Light  and  free  was  the  touch  of  Thompson  upon  his  re- 
volver ; 

Great  the  mortality  incident  on  that  lightness  and  freedom. 

Yet  not  happy  or  gay  was  Thompson,  the  hero  of  Angels ; 
Often  spoke  to  himself  in  accents  of  anguish  and  sorrow, 
"Why  do  I  make  the  graves  of  the  frivolous  youth  who 

in  folly 
Thoughtlessly  pass  my  revolver,  forgetting  its  lightness  and 

freedom  ? 

*'  Why  in  my  daily  walks  does  the  surgeon  drop  his  left 

eyelid, 
The   undertaker   smile,    and    the    sculptor   of    gravestone 

marbles 
Lean  on  his  chisel  and  gaze  ?     I  care  not  o'er  much  for 

attention ; 
Simple  am  I  in  my  ways,  save  but  for  this  lightness  and 

freedom." 

So  spake  that  pensive  man  —  this  Thompson,  the  hero  of 

Angels, 
Bitterly  smiled  to  himself,  as  he  strode  through  the  chap 

paral  musing. 
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"  Why,  oh,  why  ?  "  echoed  the  pines  in  the  dark  olive  depth 

far  resounding. 
"  Why,  indeed  ?  "  whispered  the  sage  brush  that  bent  'neath 

his  feet  non-elastic. 

Pleasant  indeed  was  that  morn  that  dawned  o'er  the  bar- 
room at  Angels, 

Where  in  their  manhood's  prime  was  gathered  the  pride  of 
the  hamlet. 

Six  "  took  sugar  in  theirs,"  and  nine  to  the  barkeeper  lightly 

Smiled  as  they  said,  "  Well,  Jim,  you  can  give  us  our  regu- 
lar fusil." 

Suddenly  as  the  gray  hawk  swoops  down  on  the  barnyard, 

alighting 
Where,  pensively  picking  their  corn,  the  favorite  pullets  are 

gathered, 
So  in  that  festive  bar-room  dropped  Thompson,  the  hero  of 

Angels, 
Grasping  his  weapon  dread  with  his  pristine  lightness  and 

freedom. 

Never  a  word  he  spoke ;  divesting  himself  of  his  garments, 
Danced  the  war-dance  of  the  playful  yet  truculent  Modoc, 
Uttered   a  single  whoop,  and  then,  in  the  accents  of  chal- 
lenge, 
Spake :   "  Oh,  behold  in  me  a  Crested  Jay  Hawk  of  the 
mountain." 

Then  rose  a  pallid  man  —  a  man  sick  with  fever  and  ague  ; 

Small  was  he,  and  his  step  was  tremulous,  weak,  and  un-. 
certain ; 

Slowly  a  Derringer  drew,  and  covered  the  person  of  Thomp- 
son ; 

Said  in  his  feeblest  pipe,  "  I  'm  a  Bald-headed  Snipe  oJ 
the  Valley." 
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As  on  its  native  plains  the  kangaroo,  startled  by  hunters, 
Leaps  with   successive  bounds,  and  hurries  away  to    the 

thickets, 
So  leaped  the  Crested  Hawk,  and  quietly  hopping  behind 

him 
Ban,  and  occasionally  shot,  that  Bald-headed  Snipe  of  the 

Valley. 

Vain  at  the  festive  bar  still  lingered  the  people  of  Angels, 
Hearing  afar  in  the  woods  the  petulant  pop  of  the  pistol ; 
Never  again  returned  the  Crested  Jay  Hawk  of  the  moun- 
tains, 
Never  again  was  seen  the  Bald-headed  Snipe  of  the  Valley. 

Yet  in  the  hamlet  of  Angels,  when  truculent  speeches  are 

uttered, 
When  bloodshed  and  life  alone  will  atone  for  some  trifling 

misstatement, 
Maidens  and  men  in  their  prime  recall  the  last  hero  of 

Angels, 
Think  of  and  vainly  regret  the  Bald-headed  Snipe  of  the 

Valley  1 


THF  HAWK'S  NEST 
(sierras) 

We  checked  our  pace,  the  red  road  sharply  rounding ; 

We  heard  the  troubled  flow 
Of  the  dark  olive  depths  of  pines  resounding 

A  thousand  feet  below. 

Above  the  tumult  of  the  canon  lifted, 

The  gray  hawk  breathless  hung, 
Or  on  the  hill  a  winged  shadow  drifted 

Where  furze  and  thorn-bush  clung ; 

Or  where  half-way  the  mountain  side  was  furrowed 

With  many  a  seam  and  scar  ; 
Or  some  abandoned  tunnel  dimly  burrowed,  — 

A  mole-hill  seen  so  far. 

We  looked  in  silence  down  across  the  distant 

Unfathomable  reach : 
A  silence  broken  by  the  guide's  consistent 

And  realistic  speech. 

*  Walker  of  Murphy's  blew  a  hole  through  Peters 
For  telling  him  he  lied  ; 
Then  up  and  dusted  out  of  South  Hornitos 
Across  the  Long  Divide. 

"  We  ran  him  out  of  Strong's,  and  up  through  Eden, 
And  'cross  the  ford  below, 
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And  up  this  canon  (Peters'  brother  leadin'), 
And  me  and  Clark  and  Joe. 

"  He  fou't  us  game  :  somehow  I  disremember 
Jest  how  the  thing  kem  rounA  ; 
Some  say  't  was  wadding,  some  a  scattered  ember 
From  fires  on  the  ground. 

"  But  in  one  minute  all  the  hill  below  him 
"Was  just  one  sheet  of  flame  ; 
Guardin'  the  crest,  Sam  Clark  and  I  called  to  him, 
And,  —  well,  the  dog  was  game  1 

•**  He  made  no  sign :  the  fires  of  hell  were  round  him, 
The  pit  of  hell  below. 
We  sat  and  waited,  but  we  never  found  him ; 
And  then  we  turned  to  go. 

"  And  then  —  you  see  that  rock  that 's  grown  so  bristlj 
With  chapparal  and  tan  — 
Suthin  crep'  out :  it  might  hev  been  a  grizzly 
It  might  hev  been  a  man ; 

''  Suthin  that  howled,  and  gnashed  its  teeth,  and  shouted 
In  smoke  and  dust  and  flame ; 
Suthin  that  sprang  into  the  depths  about  it, 
Grizzly  or  man,  —  but  game  ! 

"  That 's  all !     Well,  yes,  it  does  look  rather  risky, 
And  kinder  makes  one  queer 
And  dizzy  looking  down.     A  drop  of  whiskey 
Ain't  a  bad  thing  right  here  !  " 


HER  LETTER 

I  'm  sitting  alone  by  the  fire, 

Dressed  just  as  I  came  from  the  dance5 
In  a  robe  even  you  would  admire,  — 

It  cost  a  cool  thousand  in  Erance ; 
I  'm  be-diamonded  out  of  all  reason, 

My  hair  is  done  up  in  a  cue : 
In  short,  sir,  "  the  belle  of  the  season " 

Is  wasting  an  hour  upon  you. 

A  dozen  engagements  I  've  broken  ; 

I  left  in  the  midst  of  a  set ; 
Likewise  a  proposal,  half  spoken, 

That  waits  —  on  the  stairs  —  for  me  yet. 
They  say  he  '11  be  rich,  —  when  he  grows  up,. 

And  then  he  adores  me  indeed  ; 
And  you,  sir,  are  turning  your  nose  up, 

Three  thousand  miles  off,  as  you  read. 

"  And  how  do  I  like  my  position  ?  " 

"And  what  do  I  think  of  New  York  ?» 
"And  now,  in  my  higher  ambition, 

With  whom  do  I  waltz,  flirt,  or  talk  ?  " 
*  And  is  n't  it  nice  to  have  riches, 

And  diamonds  and  silks,  and  all  that  ?  " 
"  And  are  n't  they  a  change  to  the  ditches 

And  tunnels  of  Poverty  Elat  ?  " 

Well,  yes,  —  if  you  saw  us  out  driving 
Each  day  in  the  Park,  four-in-hand. 
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If  you  saw  poor  dear  mamma  contriving 
To  look  s'^pernaturally  grand,  — 

If  you  saw  papa's  picture,  as  taken 
By  Brady,  and  tinted  at  that,  — 

You  'd  never  suspect  he  sold  bacon 
And  flour  at  Poverty  Mat. 

And  yet,  just  this  moment,  when  sitting 

In  the  glare  of  the  grand  chandelier,— 
In  the  bustle  and  glitter  befitting 

The  "  finest  soiree  of  the  year,"  — 
In  the  mists  of  a  gaze  de  Chambery, 

And  the  hum  of  the  smallest  of  talk,  — 
Somehow,  Joe,  I  thought  of  the  "  Ferry," 

And  the  dance  that  we  had  on  "  The  Fork  | e 

Of  Harrison's  barn,  with  its  muster 

Of  flags  festooned  over  the  wall ; 
Of  the  candles  that  shed  their  soft  lustre 

And  tallow  on  head-dress  and  shawl ; 
Of  the  steps  that  we  took  to  one  fiddle, 

Of  the  dress  of  my  queer  vis-a-vis  ; 
And  how  I  once  went  down  the  middle 

With  the  man  that  shot  Sandy  McGee; 

Of  the  moon  that  was  quietly  sleeping 

On  the  hill,  when  the  time  came  to  go ; 
Of  the  few  baby  peaks  that  were  peeping 

From  under  their  bedclothes  of  snow ; 
Of  that  ride  —  that  to  me  was  the  rarest ; 

Of  —  the  something  you  said  at  the  gate 
Ah  !  Joe,  then  I  was  n't  an  heiress 

To  "the  best-paying  lead  in  the  State." 

Well,  well,  it 's  all  past ;  yet  it 's  funny 
To  think,  as  I  stood  in  the  glare 


HER  LETTER  159 

Of  fashion  and  beauty  and  money, 

That  I  should  be  thinking,  right  there, 

Of  some  one  who  breasted  high  water, 
And  swam  the  North  Fork,  and  all  that, 

Just  to  dance  with  old  Folinsbee's  daughter, 
The  Lily  of  Poverty  Flat. 

But  goodness  !  what  nonsense  I  'm  writing  ! 

(Mamma  says  my  taste  still  is  low), 
Instead  of  my  triumphs  reciting, 

I  'm  spooning  on  Joseph,  —  heigh-ho ! 
And  I  'm  to  be  "  finished  "  by  travel,  — 

Whatever  's  the  meaning  of  that. 
Oh,  why  did  papa  strike  pay  gravel 

In  drifting  on  Poverty  Plat  ? 

Good-night !  —  here  's  the  end  of  my  paper ; 

Good-night !  —  if  the  longitude  please,  — 
For  maybe,  while  wasting  my  taper, 

Your  sun 's  climbing  over  the  trees. 
But  know,  if  you  have  n't  got  riches, 

And  are  poor,  dearest  Joe,  and  all  that, 
That  my  heart 's  somewhere  there  in  the  ditches, 

And  you  've  struck  it,  —  on  Poverty  Flat. 


HIS  ANSWER  TO  "HEE   LETTER" 
(kepoeted  by  truthful  james) 

Being  asked  by  an  intimate  party,  — 

Which  the  same  I  would  term  as  a  friend,  — 
Though  his  health  it  were  vain  to  call  hearty, 

Since  the  mind  to  deceit  it  might  lend ; 
For  his  arm  it  was  broken  quite  recent, 

And  there 's  something  gone  wrong  with  his  lung,  • 
Which  is  why  it  is  proper  and  decent 

I  should  write  what  he  runs  off  his  tongue. 

First,  he  says,  Miss,  he  's  read  through  your  letter 

To  the  end,  —  and  "  the  end  came  too  soon  ;  " 
That  a  "  slight  illness  kept  him  your  debtor," 

(Which  for  weeks  he  was  wild  as  a  loon) ; 
That  "  his  spirits  are  buoyant  as  yours  is  ;  " 

That  with  you,  Miss,  he  "  challenges  Fate," 
(Which  the  language  that  invalid  uses 

At  times  it  were  vain  to  relate). 

And  he  says  "  that  the  mountains  are  fairer 

For  once  being  held  in  your  thought ; " 
That  each  rock  "  holds  a  wealth  that  is  rarer 

Than  ever  by  gold-seeker  sought." 
(Which  are  words  he  would  put  in  these  pages, 

By  a  party  not  given  to  guile  ; 
Though  the  claim  not,  at  date,  paying  wages, 

Might  produce  in  the  sinful  a  smile.) 
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He  remembers  the  ball  at  the  Ferry, 

And  the  ride,  and  the  gate,  and  the  vow, 
And  the  rose  that  you  gave  him,  —  that  very 

Same  rose  he  is  "  treasuring  now." 
(Which  his  blanket  he  's  kicked  on  his  trunk,  Miss, 

And  insists  on  his  legs  being  free  ; 
And  his  language  to  me  from  his  bunk,  Miss, 

Is  frequent  and  painful  and  free.) 

He  hopes  you  are  wearing  no  willows, 

But  are  happy  and  gay  all  the  while  ; 
That  he  knows  —  (which  this  dodging  of  pillows 

Imparts  but  small  ease  to  the  style, 
And  the  same  you  will  pardon)  —  he  knows,  Miss, 

That,  though  parted  by  many  a  mile, 
"  Yet,  were  he  lying  under  the  snows,  Miss, 

They  'd  melt  into  tears  at  your  smile." 

And  "  you  '11  still  think  of  him  in  your  pleasures, 

In  your  brief  twilight  dreams  of  the  past ; 
In  this  green  laurel  spray  that  he  treasures,  — 

It  was  plucked  where  your  parting  was  last ; 
In  this  specimen,  —  but  a  small  trifle,  — 

It  will  do  for  a  pin  for  your  shawl." 
(Which,  the  truth  not  to  wickedly  stifle, 

Was  his  last  week's  "  clean  up,"  — and  his  all.) 

He 's  asleep,  which  the  same  might  seem  strange,  Miss, 

Were  it  not  that  I  scorn  to  deny 
That  I  raised  his  last  dose,  for  a  change,  Miss, 

In  view  that  his  fever  was  high ; 
But  he  lies  there  quite  peaceful  and  pensive. 

And  now,  my  respects,  Miss,  to  you ; 
Which  my  language,  although  comprehensive, 

Might  seem  to  be  freedom,  is  true. 
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For  I  have  a  small  favor  to  ask  you, 

As  concerns  a  bull-pup,  and  the  same,  — 
If  the  duty  would  not  overtask  you,  — 

You  would  please  to  procure  for  me,  game  ; 
And  send  per  express  to  the  Flat,  Miss,  — 

For  they  say  York  is  famed  for  the  breed, 
Which,  though  words  of  deceit  may  be  that,  Miss, 

I  '11  trust  to  your  taste,  Miss,  indeed. 

P.S.  — Which  this  same  interfering 

Into  other  folks'  way  I  despise ; 
Yet  if  it  so  be  I  was  hearing 

That  it 's  just  empty  pockets  as  lies 
Betwixt  you  and  Joseph,  it  toilers 

That,  having  no  family  claims, 
Here 's  my  pile,  which  it 's  six  hundred  dollars, 

As  is  yours,  'with  respects, 

Tbuthful  James* 


"THE  RETURN  OE  BELISARIUS" 

(MUD    FLAT,  1860) 

So  you  're  back  from  your  travels,  old  fellow, 

And  you  left  but  a  twelvemonth  ago ; 
You  've  hobnobbed  with  Louis  Napoleon, 

Eugenie,  and  kissed  the  Pope's  toe. 
By  Jove,  it  is  perfectly  stunning, 

Astounding,  —  and  all  that,  you  know ; 
Yes,  things  are  about  as  you  left  them 

In  Mud  Flat  a  twelvemonth  ago. 

The  boys  !  —  they  're  all  right,  —  Oh !  Dick  Ashley, 

He  's  buried  somewhere  in  the  snow  ; 
He  was  lost  on  the  Summit  last  winter, 

And  Bob  has  a  hard  row  to  hoe. 
You  know  that  he  's  got  the  consumption  ? 

You  did  n't !     Well,  come,  that 's  a  go ; 
I  certainly  wrote  you  at  Baden,  — 

Dear  me  !  that  was  six  months  ago. 

I  got  all  your  outlandish  letters, 

All  stamped  by  some  foreign  P.  0. 
I  handed  myself  to  Miss  Mary 

That  sketch  of  a  famous  chateau. 
Tom  Saunders  is  living  at  'Frisco,  — 

They  say  that  he  cuts  quite  a  show* 
You  did  n't  meet  Euchre-deck  Billy 

Anywhere  on  your  road  to  Cairo  ? 
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So  you  thought  of  the  rusty  old  cabin, 

The  pines,  and  the  valley  below, 
And  heard  the  North  Fork  of  the  Yuba 

As  you  stood  on  the  banks  of  the  Po  ? 
'T  was  just  like  your  romance,  old  fellow  • 

But  now  there  is  standing  a  rovV 
Of  stores  on  the  site  of  the  cabin 

That  you  lived  in  a  twelvemonth  ago. 

But  it 's  jolly  to  see  you,  old  fellow,  — 

To  think  it 's  a  twelvemonth  ago  ! 
And  you  have  seen  Louis  Napoleon, 

And  look  like  a  Johnny  Crapaud. 
Come  in.     You  will  surely  see  Mary,  — 

You  know  we  are  married.     What,  no  ? « 
Oh,  ay  !  I  forgot  there  was  something 

Between  you  a  twelvemonth  ago. 


FURTHER  LANGUAGE  FROM  TRUTHFUL 
JAMES 

(NYE'S    FORD,  STANISLAUS,  1870) 

Do  I  sleep  ?  do  I  dream  ? 
Do  I  wonder  and  doubt  ? 
Are  things  what  they  seem  ? 
Or  is  visions  about  ? 
Is  our  civilization  a  failure  ? 
Or  is  the  Caucasian  played  out  ? 

Which  expressions  are  strong  ; 

Yet  would  feebly  imply 

Some  account  of  a  wrong  — 

Not  to  call  it  a  lie  — 

As  was  worked  off  on  William,  my  pardner, 

And  the  same  being  W.  Nye. 

He  came  down  to  the  Ford 

On  the  very  same  day 

Of  that  lottery  drawed 

By  those  sharps  at  the  Bay ; 

And  he  says  to  me,  "  Truthful,  how  goes  it  ?  n 

I  replied,  "  It  is  far,  far  from  gay  ; 

"  For  the  camp  has  gone  wild 

On  this  lottery  game, 

And  has  even  beguiled 
'Injin  Dick '  by  the  same." 

Then  said  Nye  to  me,  "  Injins  is  pizen: 

But  what  is  his  number,  eh,  James  ?  " 
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I  replied,  "  7,  2, 

9,  8,  4,  is  his  hand ; " 

When  he  started,  and  drew 

Out  a  list,  which  he  scanned  ; 

Then  he  softly  went  for  his  revolver 

With  language  I  cannot  command. 

Then  I  said,  "  William  Nye  !  " 

But  he  turned  upon  me, 

And  the  look  in  his  eye 

Was  quite  painful  to  see ; 

And  he  says,  "  You  mistake  ;  this  poor  Injin 

I  protects  from  such  sharps  as  you  be !  " 

I  was  shocked  and  withdrew  ; 

But  I  grieve  to  relate, 

When  he  next  met  my  view 

Injin  Dick  was  his  mate  ; 

And  the  two  around  town  was  a-lying 

In  a  frightfully  dissolute  state. 

Which  the  war  dance  they  had 
Bound  a  tree  at  the  Bend 
Was  a  sight  that  was  sad ; 
And  it  seemed  that  the  end 
Would  not  justify  the  proceedings, 
As  I  quiet  remarked  to  a  friend. 

For  that  Injin  he  fled 

The  next  day  to  his  band ; 

And  we  found  William  spread 

Very  loose  on  the  strand, 

With  a  peaceful-like  smile  on  his  features; 

And  a  dollar  greenback  in  his  hand ; 
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Which  the  same,  when  rolled  out, 
We  observed,  with  surprise, 
Was  what  he,  no  doubt, 
Thought  the  number  and  prize  — 
Them  figures  in  red  in  the  corner, 
Which  the  number  of  notes  specifies. 

Was  it  guile,  or  a  dream  ? 

Is  it  Nye  that  I  doubt  ? 

Are  things  what  they  seem  ? 

Or  is  visions  about  ? 

Is  our  civilization  a  failure  ? 

Or  is  the  Caucasian  played  out  ? 


APTEK  THE  ACCIDENT 
(mouth  of  the  shaft) 

What  I  want  is  my  husband,  sir,  • 
And  if  you  're  a  man,  sir, 

You  '11  give  me  an  answer,  — 
Where  is  my  Joe  ? 

Penrhyn,  sir,  Joe,  — 

Caernarvonshire. 
Six  months  ago 

Since  we  came  here  — 
Eh  ?  —  Ah,  you  know  ! 

Well,  I  am  quiet 

And  still, 
But  I  must  stand  here, 

And  will ! 
Please,  I  '11  be  strong, 

If  you  '11  just  let  me  wait 

Inside  o'  that  gate 
Till  the  news  comes  along. 

"  Negligence  !  "  — 
That  was  the  cause  !  — 

Butchery ! 
Are  there  no  laws,  — 

Laws  to  protect  such  as  we  ? 

Well,  then  ! 

I  won't  raise  my  voice. 
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There,  men  ! 

I  won't  make  no  noise, 
Only  you  just  let  me  be. 

Four,  only  four  —  did  he  say  — 
Saved  !  and  the  other  ones  ?  —  Eh  ? 

Why  do  they  call  ? 

Why  are  they  all 
Looking  and  coming  this  way  ? 

What 's  that  ?  —  a  message  ? 

I  '11  take  it. 
I  know  his  wife,  sir, 

I  '11  break  it. 

"  Foreman ! " 

Ay,  ay  ! 

"  Out  by  and  by,  — 

Just  saved  his  life. 

Say  to  his  wife 

Soon  he  '11  be  free." 
Will  I  ?  —  God  bless  you ! 

It 's  me ! 


THE   GHOST  THAT  JIM   SAW 

Why,  as  to  that,  said  the  engineer, 
Ghosts  ain't  things  we  are  apt  to  fear ; 
Spirits  don't  fool  with  levers  much, 
And  throttle-valves  don't  take  to  such ; 

And  as  for  Jim, 

What  happened  to  him 
Was  one  half  fact,  and  t'  other  half  whim ! 

Running  one  night  on  the  line,  he  saw 
A  house  —  as  plain  as  the  moral  law  — 
Just  by  the  moonlit  bank,  and  thence 
Came  a  drunken  man  with  no  more  sense 

Than  to  drop  on  the  rail 

Flat  as  a  nail, 
As  Jim  drove  by  with  the  midnight  mail. 

Down  went  the  patents  —  steam  reversed. 
Too  late  !  for  there  came  a  "  thud."     Jim  cursed 
As  the  fireman,  there  in  the  cab  with  him, 
Bonder  stared  in  the  face  of  Jim, 

And  says,  "  What  now  ?  " 

Says  Jim,  "  What  now  ! 
I  've  just  run  over  a  man,  —  that 's  how  ! " 

The  fireman  stared  at  Jim.     They  ran 

Back,  but  they  never  found  house  nor  man,  — 

Nary  a  shadow  within  a  mile. 

Jim  turned  pale,  but  he  tried  to  smile, 
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Then  on  he  tore 
Ten  mile  or  more, 
In  quicker  time  than  he  'd  made  afore. 

Would  you  believe  it !  the  very  next  night 
Up  rose  that  house  in  the  moonlight  white, 
Out  comes  the  chap  and  drops  as  before, 
Down  goes  the  brake  and  the  rest  encore ; 

And  so,  in  fact, 

Each  night  that  act 
Occurred,  till  folks  swore  Jim  was  cracked. 

Humph  !  let  me  see  ;  it 's  a  year  now,  'most, 
That  I  met  Jim,  East,  and  says,  "  How  's  your  ghost  ?  " 
"Gone,"  says  Jim  ;  "  and  more,  it 's  plain 
That  ghost  don't  trouble  me  again. 

I  thought  I  shook 

That  ghost  when  I  took 
A  place  on  an  Eastern  line,  —  but  look ! 

"  What  should  I  meet,  the  first  trip  out, 
But  the  very  house  we  talked  about, 
And  the  selfsame  man  !     '  Well,'  says  I,  '  I  guess 
It 's  time  to  stop  this  'yer  foolishness.' 
So  I  crammed  on  steam, 
When  there  came  a  scream 
From  my  fireman,  that  jest  broke  my  dream : 

" '  You  've  killed  somebody  ! '     Says  I,  '  Not  much  1 
I  've  been  thar  often,  and  thar  ain't  no  such, 
And  now  I  '11  prove  it ! '     Back  we  ran, 
And — darn  my  skin !  — but  thar  was  a  man 

On  the  rail,  dead, 

Smashed  in  the  head  !  — 
Now  I  call  that  meanness  !  "     That 's  all  Jim  said. 


«  SEVENTY-NINE  " 

(mb.  interviewee  interviewed) 

Know  me  next  time  when  you  see  me,  won't  you,  old 

smarty  ? 
Oh,  I  mean  you,  old  Agger-head,  —  just  the  same  party  ! 
Take  out  your  pensivil,  d — n  you  ;  sharpen  it,  do ! 
Any  complaints  to  make  ?    Lots  of  'em  —  one  of  'em 's  you. 

You !  who  are  you,  anyhow,  goin'  round  in  that  sneakin' 

way  ? 
Never  in  jail  before,  was  you,  old  blatherskite,  say  ? 
Look  at  it ;  don't  it  look  pooty  ?     Oh,  grin,  and  be  d — d 

to  you,  do ! 
But  if  I  had  you  this  side  o'  that  gratin,'  I  'd  just  make  it 

lively  for  you. 

How  did  I  get  in  here?     Well  what  'ud   you  give  to 

know? 
'T  was  n't  by  sneakin'  round  where  I  had  n't  no  call  to  go ; 
'T  was  n't  by  hangin'  round  a-spyin'  unfortnet  men. 
Grin !  but  I  '11  stop  your  jaw  if  ever  you  do  that  agen. 

Why  don't  you  say  suthin,  blast  you  ?     Speak  your  mind 

if  you  dare. 
Ain't  I  a  bad  lot,  sonny  ?     Say  it,  and  call  it  square. 
Hain't  got  no  tongue,  hey,  hev  ye?     Oh,  guard!   here's 

a  little  swell 
A  cussin'  and  swearin'  and  yellin',  and  bribin'  me  not  to 

tell. 
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There  !  I  thought  that  'ud  fetch  ye !  And  you  want  to  know 
my  name  ? 

"  Seventy-nine"  they  call  me,  but  that  is  their  little  game ; 

For  I  'm  werry  highly  connected,  as  a  gent,  sir,  can  under- 
stand, 

And  my  family  hold  their  heads  up  with  the  very  furst  in 
the  land. 

For  't  was  all,  sir,  a  put-up  job  on  a  pore  young  man  like 

me ; 
And   the   jury  was    bribed    a   puppos,  and  at  furst  they 

could  n't  agree ; 
Ind  I  sed  to  the  judge,  sez  I,  —  Oh,  grin  !  it 's  all  right, 

my  son  ! 
But  you  're  a  werry  lively  young  pup,  and  you  ain't  to  be 

played  upon  ! 

Wot 's    that   you    got  ?  —  tobacco  ?       I'm    cussed  but    I 

thought  'twas  a  tract. 
Thank  ye  !     A  chap  t'  other  day  —  now,  lookee,  this  is  a 

fact  — 
Slings  me  a  tract  on  the  evils  o'  keepin'  bad  company, 
As  if  all  the  saints  was  howlin'  to  stay  here  along  o'  we. 

No,  I  hain't  no  complaints.     Stop,  yes ;  do  you  see  that 

chap,  — 
Him  standin'  over  there,  a-hidin'  his  eyes  in  his  cap  ? 
Well,  that  man's  stumick  is  weak,  and  he  can't  stand  the 

pris'n  fare ; 
For  the  coffee   is  just  half  beans,  and  the  sugar  it  ain't 

nowhere. 

Perhaps  it 's  his  bringin'  up ;   but  he 's  sickenin'  day  by 

day, 
And  he  does  n't  take  no  food,  and  I  'm  seein'  him  waste 

away. 
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And  it  is  n't  the  thing  to  see ;  for,  whatever  he  's  been  and 

done, 
Starvation  is  n't  the  plan  as  he 's  to  be  saved  upon. 

For  he  cannot  rough  it  like  me ;  and  he  hasn't  the  stamps, 

I  guess, 
To  buy  him  his  extry  grub  outside  o'  the  pris'n  mess. 
And  perhaps  if  a  gent  like  you,  with  whom  I  've  been  sorter 

free, 
Would  —  thank  you  !     But,  say  !    look  here  !     Oh,  blast 

it !  don't  give  it  to  me  ! 

Don't  you  give  it  to  me  ;  now,  don't  ye,  don't  ye,  don't ! 
You  think  it 's  a  put-up  job  ;  so  I  '11  thank  ye,  sir,  if  you 

won't. 
But  hand  him  the  stamps  yourself :  why,  he  is  n't  even  my 

pal; 
And,  if  it 's  a  comfort  to  you,  why,  I  don't  intend  that  he 

shall. 


THE   STAGE-DKIVEK'S   STOEY 

It  was  the  stage-driver's  story,  as  he  stood  with  his  back  to 

the  wheelers, 
Quietly  flecking  his  whip,  and  turning  his  quid  of  tobacco  ; 
While  on  the  dusty  road,  and  blent  with  the  rays  of  the 

moonlight, 
We  saw  the  long  curl  of  his  lash  and  the  juice  of  tobacco 

descending. 

"  Danger !     Sir,  I  believe  you,  —  indeed,   I  may  say,  on 

that  subject, 
You  your  existence  might  put  to  the  hazard  and  turn  of  a 

wager. 
I  have  seen  danger  ?     Oh,  no  !    not  me,  sir,  indeed,  I  assure 

you: 
'T  was  only  the  man  with  the  dog  that  is  sitting  alone  in 

yon  wagon. 

"  It  was  the  Geiger  Grade,  a  mile  and  a  half    from  the 

summit : 
Black  as  your  hat  was  the  night,  and  never  a  star  in  the 

heavens. 
Thundering  down  the  grade,  the  gravel  and  stones  we  sent 

flying 
Over  the  precipice  side,  —  a  thousand  feet  plumb  to  the 

bottom. 

"  Half-way  down  the  grade  I  felt,  sir,  a  thrilling  and  creak- 
ing, 
Then  a  lurch  to  one  side,  as  we  hung  on  the  bank  of  the 

canon : 
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Then,  looking  up  the  road,  I  saw,  in  the  distance  behind 

me, 
The  off  hind  wheel  of  the  coach,  just  loosed  from  its  axle, 

and  following. 

"One  glance  alone  I  gave,  th?n  gathered  together  my  rib- 
bons, 

Shouted,  and  flung  them,  outspread,  on  the  straining  necks 
of  my  cattle  ; 

Screamed  at  the  top  of  my  voice,  and  lashed  the  air  in  my 
frenzy, 

While  down  the  Geiger  Grade,  on  three  wheels,  the  vehicle 
thundered. 

"  Speed  was  our  only  chance,  when  again  came  the  ominous 
rattle  :      * 

Crack,  and  another  wheel  slipped  away,  and  was  lost  in  the 
darkness. 

Two  only  now  were  left ;  yet  such  was  our  fearful  momen- 
tum, 

Upright,  erect,  and  sustained  on  two  wheels,  the  vehicle 
thundered. 

"  As  some  huge  boulder,  unloosed  from  its  rocky  shelf  on 

the  mountain, 
Drives  before  it  the  hare  and  the  timorous  squirrel,  far 

leaping, 
So  down  the  Geiger  Grade  rushed  the  Pioneer  coach,  and 

before  it 
Leaped  the  wild  horses,  and  shrieked  in  advance  of  the 

danger  impending. 

"But  to  be  brief  in  my  tale.     Again,  ere  we  came  to  the 

level, 
Slipped  from  its  axle  a  wheel ;  so  that,  to  be  plain  in  my 

statement, 
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A  matter  of  twelve  hundred  yards  or  more,  as  the  distance 

may  be, 
We  traveled  upon  one  wheel,  until  we  drove  up  to  the 

station. 

"  Then,  sir,  we  sank  in  a  heap ;  but,  picking  myself  from 

the  ruins, 
I  heard  a  noise  up  the  grade  ;  and  looking,  I  saw  in  the 

distance 
The  three  wheels  following  still,  like  moons  on  the  horizon 

whirling, 
Till,  circling,  they  gracefully  sank  on  the  road  at  the  side 

of  the  station. 

"  This  is  my  story,  sir  ;  a  trifle,  indeed,  I  assure  you. 
Much  more,  perchance,  might  be  said  —  but  I  hold  him  of 

all  men  most  lightly 
Who  swerves  from  the  truth  in  his  tale.    No,  thank  you  — 

Well,  since  you  are  pressing, 
Perhaps  I  don't  care  if  I  do :  you  may  give  me  the  same, 

Jim,  —  no  sugar." 


A  QUESTION   OF  PEIVILEGE 

REPORTED    BY    TRUTHFUL    JAMES 

It  was  Andrew  Jackson  Sutter  who,  despising  Mr.  Cutter 

for  remarks  he  heard  him  utter  in  debate  upon  the 

floor, 
Swung  him  up  into  the  skylight,  in  the  peaceful,  pensive 

twilight,  and  then  keerlessly  proceeded,  makin'  no 

account  what  we  did  — 
To  wipe  up  with  his  person  casual  dust  upon  the  floor. 

Now  a  square  fight  never  frets  me,  nor  unpleasantness  up- 
sets me,  but  the  simple  thing  that  gets  me  —  now 
the  job  is  done  and  gone, 

And  we  've  come  home  free  and  merry  from  the  peaceful 
cemetery,  leavin'  Cutter  there  with  Sutter  —  that 
mebbee  just  a  stutter 

On  the  part  of  Mr.  Cutter  caused  the  loss  we  deeply  mourn. 

Some  bashful  hesitation,  just  like  spellin'  punctooation  — 
might  have  worked  an  aggravation  on  to  Sutter's 
mournful  mind, 

For  the  witnesses  all  vary  ez  to  wot  was  said  and  nary  a 
galoot  will  toot  his  horn  except  the  way  he  is  in- 
clined. 

But  they  all  allow  that  Sutter  had  begun  a  kind  of  mutter, 
when  uprose  Mr.  Cutter  with  a  sickening  kind  of 


And  proceeded  then  to  wade  in  to  the  subject  then  pre- 
vadin' :  "  Is  Profanity  degradin'  ?  "  in  words  like 
unto  these  : 
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"  Onlike  the  previous  speaker,  Mr.  Sutter  of  Yreka,  he  was 
but    a    humble    seeker  —  and    not    like    him  —  a 


It  was  here  that  Mr.  Sutter  softly  reached  for  Mr.  Cutter, 
when  the  latter  with  a  stutter  said  :  "  ac-customed 
to  discuss." 

Then  Sutter  he  rose  grimly,  and  sorter  smilin'  dimly  bowed 
onto  the  Chairman  primly  —  (just  like  Cutter  ez 
could  be !) 

Drawled  "  he  guessed  he  must  fall  —  back  —  as  —  Mr. 
Cutter  owned  the  pack  —  as  —  he  just  had  played 
the  —  Jack  — as  —  "  (here  Cutter's  gun  went  crack  ! 
as  Mr.  Sutter  gasped  and  ended)  "  every  man  can 
see ! " 

But  William  Henry  Pryor  —  just  in  range  of  Sutter's  fire 
—  here  evinced  a  wild  desire  to  do  somebody  harm, 

And  in  the  general  scrimmage  no  one  thought  if  Sutter's 
"image"  was  a  misplaced  punctooation  —  like  the 
hole  in  Pryor's  arm. 

For  we  all  waltzed  in  together,  never  carin'  to  ask  whether 
it  was  Sutter  or  was  Cutter  we  woz  tryin'  to  abate. 

But  we  could  n't  help  perceivin',  when  we  took  to  inkstand 
heavin',  that  the  process  was  relievin'  to  the  sharp- 
ness of  debate. 

So  we  've  come  home  free   and  merry  from  the  peaceful 

cemetery,  and  I  make  no  commentary  on  these  simple 

childish  games ; 
l'hings  is  various  and  human  —  and  the  man  ain't  born  of 

woman  who  is  free  to  intermeddle  with  his  pal'a 

intents  and  aims. 


THE   THOUGHT-EEADEE   OF  ANGELS 

REPORTED    BY    TRUTHFUL    JAMES 

We  hev  tumbled,  ez  dust 

Or  ez  worms  of  the  yearth  ; 
Wot  we  looked  for  hez  bust ! 
We  are  objects"  of  mirth  ! 
They  have  played  us  —  old  Pards  of  the  riF«*c !  —  they  hev 
played  us  for  all  we  was  worth ! 

Was  it  euchre  or  draw 

Cut  us  off  in  our  bloom  ? 
Was  it  faro,  whose  law 
Is  uncertain  ez  doom  ? 
Or  an  innocent  "  Jack  pot  "  that  —  openeJ  —  was  to  us  e* 
the  jaws  of  the  tomb  ? 

It  was  nary  !     It  kem 

With  some  sharps  from  the  States; 
Ez  folks  sez,  "  All  things  kem 
To  the  fellers  ez  waits ;  " 
And  we  'd  waited  six  months  for  that  suthin'  —  had  m*>.  an</ 
Bill  Nye  —  in  such  straits  ! 

And  it  kem.     It  was  small ; 

It  was  dream-like  and  weak ; 

It  wore  store  clothes  —  that 's  all 

That  we  knew,  so  to  speak  ; 

But  it  called  itself  '"  Billson,   Thought-Beader  "  —  which 

ain't  half  a  name  for  its  cheek ! 
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He  could  read  wot  you  thought, 

And  he  knew  wot  you  did  ; 
He  could  find  things  untaught, 
No  matter  whar  hid  ; 
And  he  went  to  it,  blindfold  and  smiling,  being  led  by  the 
hand  like  a  kid ! 

Then  I  glanced  at  Bill  Nye, 
And  I  sez,  without  pride, 
"  You  '11  excuse  us.     We  've  nigh 
On  to  nothin'  to  hide  ; 
But  if  some  gent  will  lend  us  a  twenty,  we  '11  hide  it  whar 
folks  shall  decide." 

It  was  Billson's  own  self 

Who  forked  over  the  gold, 
With  a  smile.     "  Thar 's  the  pelf," 
He  remarked.      "  I  make  bold 
To  advance  it,  and  go  twenty  better  that  I  '11  find  it  with- 
out being  told." 

Then  I  passed  it  to  Nye, 
Who  repassed  it  to  me. 
And  we  bandaged  each  eye 
Of  that  Billson  —  ez  we 
Softly  dropped  that   coin  in  his  coat  pocket,  ez  the  hull 
crowd  around  us  could  see. 

That  was  all.     He  'd  one  hand 

Locked  in  mine.     Then  he  groped. 
We  could  not  understand 
Why  that  minit  Nye  sloped, 
For  we  knew  we  'd  the  dead  thing  on  Billson  —  even  more 
than  we  dreamed  of  or  hoped. 
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For  he  stood  thar  in  doubt 

With  h's  hand  to  his  head} 
Then  he  turned,  and  lit  out 

Through  the  door  where  Nye  fled, 
Draggin'  me  and  the  rest  of  us  arter,  while  we  larfed  till  we 
thought  we  was  dead, 

Till  he  overtook  Nye 

And  went  through  him.     Words  fail 
For  what  follers  !     Kin  I 
Paint  our  agonized  wail 
Ez  he   drew  from   Nye's   pocket   that  twenty  wot  we'd 
sworn  was  in  his  own  coat-tail ! 

And  it  was  !     But,  when  found, 

It  proved  bogus  and  brass  ! 
And  the  question  goes  round 
How  the  thing  kem  to  pass  ? 
Or,  if  passed,  woz  it  passed  thar  by  William ;  and  I  listens, 
and  echoes  "  Alas ! 

"  For  the  days  when  the  skill 
Of  the  keerds  was  no  blind, 
When  no  effort  of  will 
Could  beat  four  of  a  kind, 
When  the  thing  wot  you  held  in  your  hand,  Pard,  wa/» 
worth  more  than  the  thing  in  your  mind." 


THE   SPELLING  BEE  AT   ANGELS 
(keported  by  truthful  james) 

Waltz  in,  waltz  in,  ye  little  kids,  and  gather  round  my 

knee, 
And  drop  them  hooks  and  first  pot-hooks,  and  hear  a  yarn 

from  me. 
I  kin  not  sling  a  fairy  tale  of  Jinnys  1  fierce  and  wild, 
Eor  I  hold  it  is  unchristian  to  deceive  a  simple  child ; 
But  as  from  school  yer  driftin'  by,  I  thowt  ye'd  like  to 

hear 
Of  a  "  Spelling  Bee  "  at  Angels  that  we  organized  last  year. 

It  warn't  made  up  of  gentle  kids,  of  pretty  kids,  like  you, 

But  gents  ez  hed  their  reg'lar  growth,  and  some  enough  for 
two. 

There  woz  Lanky  Jim  of  Sutter's  Eork  and  Bilson  of  La- 
grange, 

And  "  Pistol  Bob,"  who  wore  that  day  a  knife  by  way  of 
change. 

You  start,  you  little  kids,  you  think  these  are  not  pretty 
names, 

But  each  had  a  man  behind  it,  and  —  my  name  is  Truthful 
James. 

There  was  Poker  Dick  from  Whisky  Flat,  and  Smith  of 

Shooter's  Bend, 
And  Brown  of  Calaveras  —  which  I  want  no  better  friend; 
Three- fingered  Jack — yes,   pretty   dears,   three  fingers  — 

you  have  five. 

l  Qy  Genii. 
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Clapp  cut  off  two  —  it 's  sing'lar,  too.  that  Clapp  ain't  now 

alive. 
'T  was  very  wrong  indeed,  my  dears,  and  Clapp  was  much 

to  blame ; 
Likewise  was  Jack,  in  after-years,  for  shootin'  of  that  same. 

The  nights  was  kinder  lengthenin'  out,  the  rains  had  jest 

begun, 
When  all  the  camp  came  up  to  Pete's  to  have  their  usual 

fun ; 
But  we  all  sot  kinder  sad-like  around  the  bar-room  stove 
Till  Smith  got  up,  permiskiss-like,  and  this  remark  he  hove  : 
"  Thar 's  a  new  game  down  in  Frisco,  that  ez  far  ez  I  can 

see 
Beats  euchre,  poker,  and  van-toon,  they  calls  the  '  Spellin' 

Bee.' " 

Then   Brown  of   Calaveras  simply  hitched  his  chair  and 

spake, 
"  Poker   is   good   enough   for  me,"  and  Lanky  Jim  sez, 

"  Shake  !  " 
And  Bob  allowed  he  warn't  proud,  but  he  "  must  say  right 

thar 
That  the  man  who  tackled  euchre  hed  his  education  squar." 
This  brought  up  Lenny  Fairchild,  the  schoolmaster,  who 

said 
He  knew  the  game,  and  he  would  give  instructions  on  that 

head. 

"For   instance,    take    some  simple   word,"   sez  he,   "like 

'  separate  : ' 
Now  who  can  spell  it  ?  "     Dog  my  skin,  ef  thar  was  one  in 

eight. 

This  set  the  boys  all  wild  at  once.     The  chairs  was  put  in 
row. 
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And  at  the  head  was  Lanky  Jim,  and  at  the  foot  was  Joe, 
And  high  upon  the  bar  itself  the  schoolmaster  was  raised, 
And  the  bar-keep  put  his  glasses  down,  and  sat  and  silent 
gazed. 

The  first  word  out  was  "  parallel,"  and  seven  let  it  be, 
Till  Joe  waltzed  in  his  "  double  1 "  betwixt  the  "  a  "  and 

For  since  he  drilled  them  Mexicans  in  San  Jacinto's  fight 
Thar  warn't  no  prouder  man  got  up  than  Pistol  Joe  that 

night  — 
Till  "  rhythm  "  came  !     He  tried  to  smile,  then  said  "  they 

had  him  there," 
And  Lanky  Jim,  with  one  long  stride,  got  up  and  took  his 

chair. 

0  little  kids,  my  pretty  kids,  't  was  touchin'  to  survey 
These  bearded  men,  with  weppings  on,  like  schoolboys  at 

their  play. 
They  'd  laugh  with  glee,  and  shout  to  see  each  other  lead 

the  van, 
And  Bob  sat  up  as  monitor  with  a  cue  for  a  rattan, 
Till  the  Chair  gave  out  "  incinerate,"  and  Brown  said  he  'd 

be  durned 
If  any  such  blamed  word  as  that  in  school  was  ever  learned. 

When  "  phthisis  "  came  they  all  sprang  up,  and  vowed  the 

man  who  rung 
Another  blamed  Greek  word  on  them  be  taken  out  and  hung. 
As  they  sat  down  again  I  saw  in  Bilson's  eye  a  flash, 
And  Brown  of  Calaveras  was  a-twistin'  his  mustache, 
And  when  at  last  Brown  slipped  on  "  gneiss,"  and  Bilson 

took  his  chair, 
He  dropped  some  casual  words  about  some  folks  who  dyed 

their  hair. 
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And  then  the  Chair  grew  very  white,  and  the  Chair  said 

he  'd  adjourn, 
But  Poker  Dick  remarked  that  he  would  wait  and  get  hia 

turn ; 
Then  with  a  treniblin'  voice  and  hand,  and  with  a  wanderin' 

eye, 
The  Chair  next  offered  "  eider-duck,"  and  Dick  began  with 

It  T  » 
xt 

And  Bilson  smiled  —  then  Bilson  shrieked  !     Just  how  the 

fight  begun 
I  never  knowed,  for  Bilson  dropped,  and  Dick,  he  moved 

up  one. 

Then  certain  gents  arose  and  said  "  they  'd  business  down 

in  camp," 
And  "  ez  the  road  was  rather  dark,  and  ez  the  night  was 

damp, 
They  'd  "  —  here  got  up  Three-fingered  Jack  and  locked 

the  door  and  yelled : 
"  So,  not  one  mother's  son  goes  out  till  that  thar  word  is 

spelled ! " 
But  while  the  words  were  on  his  lips,  he  groaned  and  sank 

in  pain, 
And  sank  with  "Webster  on  his  chest  and  Worcester  on  his 

brain. 

Below  the  bar  dodged  Poker  Dick,  and  tried  to  look  ez  he 
Was  huntin'  up  authorities  thet  no  one  else  could  see ; 
And  Brown  got  down  behind  the  stove,  allowin'  he  "  was 

cold," 
Till  it  upsot  and  down  his  legs  the  cinders  freely  rolled, 
And  several  gents  called  "  Order  !  "  till  in  his  simple  way 
Poor  Smith   began  with  "  O-r  "  —  "  Or  "  —  and  he  was 

dragged  away. 
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0  little  kids,   my  pretty  kids,  down  on  your  knees  and 

pray! 
You  've  got  your  eddication  in  a  peaceful  sort  of  way ; 
And  bear  in  mind  thar  may  be  sharps  ez  slings  their  spellin' 

square, 
But  likewise  slings  their  bowie-knives  without  a  thought  01 

care. 
You  wants  to  know  the  rest,  my  dears  ?     Thet  's  all !     In 

me  you  see 
The  only  gent  that  lived  to  tell  about  the  Spellin'  Bee ! 


He  ceased  and  passed,  that  truthful  man ;  the  children  went 
their  way 

With  downcast  heads  and  downcast  hearts  —  but  not  to 
sport  or  play. 

For  when  at  eve  the  lamps  were  lit,  and  supperless  to  bed 

Each  child  was  sent,  with  tasks  undone  and  lessons  all  un- 
said, 

No  man  might  know  the  awful  woe  that  thrilled  their 
youthful  frames, 

As  they  dreamed  of  Angels  Spelling  Bee  and  thought  of 
Truthful  James. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS 
Poet.    Philosopher.    Jones  of  Mariposa 

POET 

Halt !  Here  we  are.  Now  wheel  your  mare  a  trifle 
Just  where  you  stand ;  then  doff  your  hat  and  swear 

Never  yet  was  scene  you  might  cover  with  your  rifle 
Half  as  complete  or  as  marvelously  fair. 

PHILOSOPHER 

Dropped  from  Olympus  or  lifted  out  of  Tempe, 
Swung  like  a  censer  betwixt  the  earth  and  sky ! 

He  who  in  Greece  sang  of  flocks  and  flax  and  hemp,  —  he 
Here  might  recall  them  —  six  thousand  feet  on  high  ! 

POET 

Well  you  may  say  so.     The  clamor  of  the  river, 
Hum  of  base  toil,  and  man's  ignoble  strife, 

Halt  far  below,  where  the  stifling  sunbeams  quiver, 
But  never  climb  to  this  purer,  higher  life ! 

Not  to  this  glade,  where  Jones  of  Mariposa, 

Simple  and  meek  as  his  flocks  we  're  looking  at, 

Tends  his  soft  charge ;  nor  where  his  daughter  Rosa  — 
(A  shot.) 
Hallo!     What's  that? 

PHILOSOPHER 

A  —  something  thro'  my  hat  — 
Bullet,  I  think.     You  were  speaking  of  his  daughter  ? 
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POET 
Yes  ;  but  —  your  hat  you  were  moving  through  the  leaves ; 

Likely  he  thought  it  some  eagle  bent  on  slaughter. 
Lightly  he  shoots  —     (A  second  shot.) 

PHILOSOPHER 

As  one  readily  perceives. 
Still,  he  improves  !     This  time  your  hat  has  got  it, 
Quite  near  the  band  !     Eh  ?     Oh,  just  as  you  please  — 
Stop,  or  go  on. 

POET 

Perhaps  we  'd  better  trot  it 
Down  through  the  hollow,  and  up  among  the  trees. 


Trot,  trot,  trot,  where  the  bullets  cannot  follow; 
Trot  down  and  up  again  among  the  laurel  trees. 

PHILOSOPHER 

Thanks,  that  is  better  ;  now  of  this  shot-dispensing 
Jones  and  his  girl  —  you  were  saying  — 

POET 

Well,  you  see  — 
I  —  hang  it  all !  —  Oh  !  what 's  the  use  of  fencing  ! 
Sir,  I  confess  it !  —  these  shots  were  meant  for  me. 

PHILOSOPHER 

You  !  are  you  mad  ! 

POET 

God  knows,  I  should  n't  wonder  J 
I  love  this  coy  nymph,  who,  coldly  —  as  yon  peak 
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Shines  on  the  river  it  feeds,  yet  keeps  asunder  — 
Long  have  I  'worshiped,  but  never  dared  to  speak. 

Till  she,  no  doubt,  her  love  no  longer  hiding, 

Waked  by  some  chance  word  her  father's  jealousy ; 

Slips  her  disdain  —  as  an  avalanche  down  gliding 

Sweeps  flocks  and  kin  away  —  to  clear  a  path  for  me. 

Hence  his  attack. 

PHILOSOPHER 

I  see.     What  I  admire 
Chiefly,  I  think,  in  your  idyl,  so  to  speak, 
Is  the  cool  modesty  that  checks  your  youthful  fire,  — 
Absence  of  self-love  and  abstinence  of  cheek  ! 

Still,  I  might  mention,  J've  met  the  gentle  Rosa,  — 
Danced  with  her  thrice,  to  her  father's  jealous  dread ; 

And,  it  is  possible,  she  's  happened  to  disclose  a  — 
Ahem !     You  can  fancy  why  he  shoots  at  me  instead. 

POET 

You? 

PHILOSOPHER 

Me.     But  kindly  take  your  hand  from  your  revolver! 
I  am  not  choleric  —  but  accidents  maj  chance. 
And  here  's  the  father,  who  alone  can  be  the  solver 
Of  this  twin  riddle  of  the  hat  and  the  romance. 
Enter  Jones  op  Mariposa. 

POET 

Speak,  shepherd  —  mine  ! 

PHILOSOPHER 

Hail  !     Time-and-cartridge  waster, 
Aimless  exploder  of  theories  and.  skill ! 
Whom  do  you  shoot .? 
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JONES    OF    MARIPOSA 

Well,  shootin'  ain't  my  taste,  or 
Ef  I  shoot  anything  —  I  only  shoot  to  kill. 

That  ain't  what 's  up.     I  only  kem  to  tell  ye  — 
Sportin'  or  courtin'  —  trot  homeward  for  your  life  ! 

Gals  will  be  gals,  and  p'r'aps  it 's  just  ez  well  ye 
Lamed  there  was  one  had  no  wish  to  be  —  a  wife. 

POET 

What? 

PHILOSOPHER 

Is  this  true  ? 

JONES    OF    MARIPOSA 

I  reckon  it  looks  like  it. 
She  saw  ye  comin'.     My  gun  was  standin'  by  5 
She  made  a  grab,  and  'fore  I  up  could  strike  it, 
Blazed  at  ye  both !     The  critter  is  so  shy ! 

POET 

Who? 

JONES    OF    MARIPOSA 

My  darter ! 

PHILOSOPHER 

Eosa? 

JONES    OF    MARIPOSA 

Same !     Good-by ! 


JACK   OF  THE    TULES 

(southern  California) 

Shrewdly  you  question,  Senor,  and  I  fancy 
You  are  no  novice.     Confess  that  to  little 
Of  my  poor  gossip  of  Mission  and  Pueblo 
You  are  a  stranger  ! 

Am  I  not  right  ?     Ah  !  believe  me,  that  ever 
Since  we  joined  company  at  the  posada 
I  've  watched  you  closely,  and  —  pardon  an  old  priest  - 
I  've  caught  you  smiling  ! 

Smiling  to  hear  an  old  fellow  like  me  talk 
Gossip  of  pillage  and  robbers,  and  even 
Air  his  opinion  of  law  and  alcaldes 
Like  any  other ! 

"How  !  —  by  that  twist  of  the  wrist  on  the  bridle, 
By  that  straight  line  from  the  heel  to  the  shoulder, 
By  that  curt  speech,  —  nay  !  nay  !  no  offense,  son,  — 
You  are  a  soldier  ? 

No  ?     Then  a  man  of  affairs  ?     San  Sebastian  ! 
'T  would  serve  me  right  if  I  prattled  thus  wildly 
To  —  say  a  sheriff  ?     ~No  ?  —  just  caballero  ? 
Well,  more 's  the  pity. 

Ah !   what  we  want  here  7s  a  man  of  your  presence  ; 
Sano,  Secreto,  —  yes,  all  the  four  S's, 
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Joined  with  *  boldness  and  dash,  when  the  time  comes, 
And  —  may  I  say  it  ?  — 

One  not  too  hard  on  the  poor  country  people, 
Peons  and  silly  vaqueros,  who,  dazzled 
By  reckless  skill,  and,  perchance,  reckless  largesse, 
Wink  at  some  queer  things. 

No  ?     You  would  crush  them  as  well  as  the  robbers,  — 
Root  them  out,  scatter  them  ?      Ah  !  you  are  bitter  — 
And  yet  —  quien  sabe,  perhaps  that 's  the  one  way 
To  catch  their  leader. 

As  to  myself,  now,  I  'd  share  your  displeasure  ; 
For  I  admit  in  this  Jack  of  the  Tules 
Certain  good  points.     He  still  comes  to  confession  — 
You  'd  "  like  to  catch  him  "  ? 

Ah,  if  you  did  at  such  times,  you  might  lead  him 
Home  by  a  thread.      Good  !     Again  you  are  smiling: 
You  have  no  faith  in  such  shrift,  and  but  little 
In  priest  or  penitent. 

Bueno  !     We  take  no  offense,  sir  ;  whatever 
It  please  you  to  say,  it  becomes  us,  for  Church  sake, 
To  bear  in  peace.     Yet,  if  you  were  kinder  — 
And  less  suspicious  — 

I  might  still  prove  to  you,  Jack  of  the  Tules 
Shames  not  our  teaching  ;  nay,  even  might  show  you, 
Hard  by  this  spot,  his  old  comrade,  who,  wounded, 
Lives  on  his  bounty. 

If  —  ah,  you  listen  !  —  I  see  I  can  trust  you ; 
Then,  on  your  word  as  a  gentleman  —  follow. 
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Under  that  sycamore  stands  the  old  cabin ; 
There  sits  his  comrade. 

Eh  !  —  are  you  mad  ?     You  would  try  to  arrest  him  ? 
You,  with  a  warrant  ?    Oh,  well,  take  the  rest  of  them : 
Pedro,  Bill,  Murray,  Pat  Doolan.     Hey  !  —  all  of  you, 
Tumble  out,  d n  it ! 

There  !  —  that  '11    do,  boys  !      Stand    back  !      Ease  his 

elbows ; 
Take  the  gag  from  his  mouth.     Good  !    Now  scatter  like 

devils 
After  his  posse  —  four  straggling,  four  drunken  — 
At  the  posada. 

You  -—  help  me  off  with  these  togs,  and  then  vamos ! 
Now,  ole  Jeff  Dobbs  !  —  Sheriff,  Scout,  and  Detective  ! 
You  're  so  derned  'cute !    Kinder  sick,  ain't  ye,  bluffing 
Jack  of  the  Tules  1 


IV.  MISCELLANEOUS 
A  GEEYPOET   LEGEND 

(1797) 

They  ran  through  the  streets  of  the  seaport  town, 
They  peered  from  the  decks  of  the  ships  that  lay  f 
The  cold  sea-fog  that  came  whitening  down 
Was  never  as  cold  or  white  as  they. 

"  Ho,  Starbuck  and  Pinckney  and  Tenterden  ! 
Bun  for  your  shallops,  gather  your  men, 
Scatter  your  boats  on  the  lower  bay." 

Good  cause  for  fear !     In  the  thick  mid-day     i 

The  hulk  that  lay  by  the  rotting  pier, 

Filled  with  the  children  in  happy  play, 

Parted  its  moorings  and  drifted  clear, 

Drifted  clear  beyond  reach  or  call,  — 
Thirteen  children  they  were  in  all,  — 
All  adrift  in  the  lower  bay  ! 

Said  a  hard-faced  skipper,  "  God  help  us  all ! 

She  will  not  float  till  the  turning  tide  !  " 

Said  his  wife,  "  My  darling  will  hear  my  call, 

Whether  in  sea  or  heaven  she  bide  ;  " 

And  she  lifted  a  quavering  voice  and  high, 
Wild  and  strange  as  a  sea-bird's  cry, 

Till  they  shuddered  and  wondered  at  her  side. 
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The  fog  drove  down  on  each  laboring  crew, 
Veiled  each  from  each  and  the  sky  and  shore : 
There  was  not  a  sound  but  the  breath  they  drew, 
And  the  lap  of  water  and  creak  of  oar ; 

And  they  felt  the  breath  of  the  downs,  fresh  blown 
O'er  leagues  of  clover  and  cold  grav  stone, 
But  not  from  the  lips  that  Had  gone  before. 

They  came  no  more.     But  they  tell  the  tale 
That,  when  fogs  are  thick  on  the  harbor  reef, 
The  mackerel  fishers  shorten  sail  — 
For  the  signal  they  know  will  bring  relief ; 
For  the  voices  of  children,  still  at  play 
In  a  phantom  hulk  that  drifts  alway 

Through  channels  whose  waters  never  faiL 

It  is  but  a  foolish  shipman's  tale, 

A  theme  for  a  poet's  idle  page ; 

But  still,  when  the  mists  of  Doubt  prevail, 

And  we  lie  becalmed  by  the  shores  of  Age, 
We  hear  from  the  misty  troubled  shore 
The  voice  of  the  children  gone  before. 
Drawing  the  soul  to  its  anchorage. 
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They  say  that  she  died  of  a  broken  heart 

(I  tell  the  tale  as  't  was  told  to  me)  ; 
But  her  spirit  lives,  and  her  soul  is  part 

Of  this  sad  old  house  hy  the  sea. 

Her  lover  was  fickle  and  fine  and  French : 

It  was  nearly  a  hundred  years  ago 
When  he  sailed  away  from  her  arms  —  poor  wench  1  ■ 

With  the  Admiral  Rochambeau. 

I  marvel  much  what  periwigged  phrase 

Won  the  heart  of  this  sentimental  Quaker, 

At  what  gold-laced  speech  of  those  modish  days 
She  listened  —  the  mischief  take  her  ! 

But  she  kept  the  posies  of  mignonette 

That  he  gave  ;  and  ever  as  their  bloom  failed 

And  faded  (though  with  her  tears  still  wet) 
Her  youth  with  their  own  exhaled. 

Till  one  night,  when  the  sea-fog  wrapped  a  shroud 
Round  spar  and  spire  and  tarn  and  tree, 

Her  soul  went  up  on  that  lifted  cloud 
From  this  sad  old  house  by  the  sea. 

And  ever  since  then,  when  the  clock  strikes  two. 
She  walks  unbidden  from  room  to  room, 

And  the  air  is  filled  that  she  passes  through 
With  a  subtle,  sad  perfume. 
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The  delicate  odor  of  mignonette, 

The  ghost  of  a  dead-and-gone  bouquet, 

Is  all  that  tells  of  her  story ;  yet 
Could  she  thiuk  of  a  sweeter  way  ? 

I  sit  in  the  sad  old  house  to-night,  — 

Myself  a  ghost  from  a  farther  sea  ; 
And  I  trust  that  this  Quaker  woman  might, 

In  courtesy,  visit  me. 

For  the  laugh  is  fled  from  porch  and  lawn, 
And  the  bugle  died  from  the  fort  on  the  hilL, 

And  the  twitter  of  girls  on  the  stairs  is  gone, 
And  the  grand  piano  is  still. 

Somewhere  in  the  darkness  a  clock  strikes  two  5 
And  there  is  no  sound  in  the  sad  old  house, 

But  the  long  veranda  dripping  with  dew, 
And  in  the  wainscot  a  mouse. 

The  light  of  my  study-lamp  streams  out 
From  the  library  door,  but  has  gone  astray 

In  the  depths  of  the  darkened  hall.     Small  doubt 
But  the  Quakeress  knows  the  way. 

Was  it  the  trick  of  a  sense  o'erwrought 
With  outward  watching  and  inward  fret  ? 

But  I  sweaT  that  the  air  just  now  was  fraught 
With  the  odor  of  mignonette ! 

I  open  the  window,  and  seem  almost  — 
So  still  lies  the  ocean  —  to  hear  the  beat 

Of  its  Great  Gulf  artery  off  the  coast, 
And  to  bask  in  its  tropic  heat. 
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In  my  neighbor's  windows  the  gas-lights  flare, 
As  the  dancers  swing  in  a  waltz  of  Strauss  ; 

And  I  wonder  now  could  I  fit  that  air 
To  the  song  of  this  sad  old  house. 

And  no  odor  of  mignonette  there  is, 

But  the  breath  of  morn  on  the  dewy  lawn ; 

And  mayhap  from  causes  as  slight  as  this 
The  quaint  old  legend  is  born. 

But  the  soul  of  that  subtle,  sad  perfume, 
As  the  spiced  embalmings,  they  say,  outlast 

The  mummy  laid  in  his  rocky  tomb, 
Awakens  my  buried  past. 


And  I  think  of  the  passion  that  shook  my  youth, 
Of  its  aimless  loves  and  its  idle  pains, 

And  am  thankful  now  for  the  certain  truth 
That  only  the  sweet  remains. 

And  I  hear  no  rustle  of  stiff  brocade, 
And  I  see  no  face  at  my  library  door ; 

For  now  that  the  ghosts  of  my  heart  are  laid, 
She  is  viewless  for  evermore. 

But  whether  she  came  as  a  faint  perfume, 
Or  whether  a  spirit  in  stole  of  white, 

I  feel,  as  I  pass  from  the  darkened  room. 
She  has  been  with  my  soul  to-night  1 


■•> 


SAN   FRANCISCO 

(fkom  the  sea) 

Seeene,  indifferent  of  Fate, 
Thou  sittest  at  the  Western  Gate  j 

Upon  thy  height,  so  lately  won, 
Still  slant  the  banners  of  the  sun  ; 


Thou  seest  the  white  seas  strike  their  tents, 
0  Warder  of  two  continents  ! 


And,  scornful  of  the  peace  that  flies 
Thy  angry  winds  and  sullen  skies, 

Thou  drawest  all  things,  small  or  great, 
To  thee,  beside  the  Western  Gate. 

0  lion's  whelp,  that  hidest  fast 

In  jungle  growth  of  spire  and  mast ! 

1  know  thy  cunning  and  thy  greed, 
Thy  hard  high  lust  and  willful  deed, 

And  all  thy  glory  loves  to  tell 
Of  specious  gifts  material. 

Drop  down,  0  Fleecy  Fog,  and  hide 
Her  skeptic  sneer  and  all  her  pride ! 
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Wrap  her,  0  Fog,  in  gown  and  hood 
Of  her  Franciscan  Brotherhood. 

Hide  me  her  faults,  her  sin  and  blame ; 
With  thy  gray  mantle  cloak  her  shame  1 

So  shall  she,  cowled,  sit  and  pray 
Till  morning  bears  her  sins  away. 

Then  rise,  0  Fleecy  Fog,  and  raise 
The  glory  of  her  coming  days ; 

Be  as  the  cloud  that  flecks  the  seas 
Above  her  smoky  argosies ; 

When  forms  familiar  shall  give  place 
To  stranger  speech  and  newer  face ; 

When  all  her  throes  and  anxious  fears 
Lie  hushed  in  the  repose  of  years  ; 

When  Art  shall  raise  and  Culture  lift 
The  sensual  joys  and  meaner  thrift, 

And  all  fulfilled  the  vision  we 

Who  watch  and  wait  shall  never  see ; 

Who,  in  the  morning  of  her  race, 
Toiled  fair  or  meanly  in  our  place, 

But,  yielding  to  the  common  lot, 
Lie  unrecorded  and  forgot. 


THE  MOUNTAIN"  HEAET'S-EASE 

By  scattered  rocks  and  turbid  waters  shifting, 

By  furrowed  glade  and  dell, 
To  feverish  men  thy  calm,  sweet  face  uplifting, 

Thou  stayest  them  to  tell 

The  delicate  thought  that  cannot  find  expression, 

For  ruder  speech  too  fair, 
That,  like  thy  petals,  trembles  in  possession, 

And  scatters  on  the  air. 

The  miner  pauses  in  his  rugged  labor, 

And,  leaning  on  his  spade, 
Laughingly  calls  unto  his  comrade-neighbor 

To  see  thy  charms  displayed. 

But  in  his  eyes  a  mist  unwonted  rises, 

And  for  a  moment  clear 
Some  sweet  home  face  his  foolish  thought  surprises, 

And  passes  in  a  tear,  — 

Some  boyish  vision  of  his  Eastern  village, 

Of  uneventful  toil, 
Where  golden  harvests  followed  quiet  tillage 

Above  a  peaceful  soil. 

One  moment  only ;  for  the  pick,  uplifting, 

Through  root  and  fibre  cleaves, 
And  on  the  muddy  current  slowly  drifting 

Are  swept  by  bruised  leaves. 
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And  yet,  0  poet,  in  thy  homely  fashion, 

Thy  work  thou  dost  fulfill, 
For  on  the  turbid  current  of  his  passion 

Thy  face  is  shining  still  I 


GRIZZLY. 

Cowakd,  —  of  heroic  size, 
In  whose  lazy  muscles  lies 
Strength  we  fear  and  yet  despise ; 
Savage,  — whose  relentless  tusks 
Are  content  with  acorn  husks  ; 
Kobber,  —  whose  exploits  ne'er  soared 
O'er  the  bee's  or  squirrel's  hoard ; 
Whiskered  chin  and  feeble  nose, 
Claws  of  steel  on  baby  toes,  — 
Here,  in  solitude  and  shade, 
Shambling,  shuffling  plantigrade, 
Be  thy  courses  undismayed  ! 

Here,  where  Nature  makes  thy  bed, 
Let  thy  rude,  half-human  tread 

Point  to  hidden  Indian  springs, 
Lost  in  ferns  and  fragrant  grasses, 

Hovered  o'er  by  timid  wings, 
Where  the  wood-duck  lightly  passes, 
Where  the  wild  bee  holds  her  sweets,  — 
Epicurean  retreats, 
Fit  for  thee,  and  better  than 
Fearful  spoils  of  dangerous  man. 
In  thy  fat-jowled  deviltry 
Friar  Tuck  shall  live  in  thee ; 
Thou  mayst  levy  tithe  and  dole ; 

Thou  shalt  spread  the  woodland  cheer, 
From  the  pilgrim  taking  toll ; 

Match  thy  cunning  with  his  fear ; 
Eat,  and  drink,  and  have  thy  fill ; 
Yet  remain  an  outlaw  still ! 


MADEONO 

Captain  of  the  Western  wood, 
Thou  that  apest  Eobin  Hood ! 
Green  above  thy  scarlet  hose, 
How  thy  velvet  mantle  shows ! 
Never  tree  like  thee  arrayed, 
0  thou  gallant  of  the  glade  ! 

When  the  fervid  August  sun 
Scorches  all  it  looks  upon, 
And  the  balsam  of  the  pine 
Drips  from  stem  to  needle  fine, 
Round  thy  compact  shade  arranged, 
Not  a  leaf  of  thee  is  changed  ! 

When  the  yellow  autumn  sun 
Saddens  all  it  looks  upon, 
Spreads  its  sackcloth  on  the  hills, 
Strews  its  ashes  in  the  rills, 
Thou  thy  scarlet  hose  dost  doff, 
And  in  limbs  of  purest  buff 
Challengest  the  sombre  glade 
For  a  sylvan  masquerade. 

Where,  oh,  where,  shall  he  begin 
Who  would  paint  thee,  Harlequin  ? 
With  thy  waxen  burnished  leaf, 
With  thy  branches'  red  relief, 
With  thy  polytinted  fruit,  — 
In  thy  spring  or  autumn  suit,  — 
Where  begin,  and  oh,  where  end, 
Thou  whose  charms  all  art  transcend  ? 


COYOTE 

Blown  out  of  the  prairie  in  twilight  and  dew, 
Half  bold  and  half  timid,  yet  lazy  all  through ; 
Loath  ever  to  leave,  and  yet  fearful  to  stay, 
He  limps  in  the  clearing,  an  outcast  in  gray. 

A  shade  on  the  stubble,  a  ghost  by  the  wall, 
Now  leaping,  now  limping,  now  risking  a  fall, 
Lop-eared  and  large-jointed,  but  ever  alway 
A  thoroughly  vagabond  outcast  in  gray. 

Here,  Carlo,  old  fellow,  —  he  's  one  of  your  kind,— 
Go,  seek  him,  and  bring  him  in  out  of  the  wind. 
What !  snarling,  my  Carlo  !     So  even  dogs  may 
Deny  their  own  kin  in  the  outcast  in  gray. 

Well,  take  what  you  will,  —  though  it  be  on  the  sly, 
Marauding  or  begging,  —  I  shall  not  ask  why, 
But  will  call  it  a  dole,  just  to  help  on  his  way 
A  four-footed  friar  in  orders  of  gray  ! 


TO   A   SEA-BIKD 

(SANTA    CBUZ,  1869) 

Sauntering  hither  on  listless  wings, 

Careless  vagabond  of  the  sea, 
Little  thou  heedest  the  surf  that  sings, 
The  bar  that  thunders,  the  shale  that  rings,  — » 

Give  me  to  keep  thy  company. 

Little  thou  hast,  old  friend,  that 's  new  ; 

Storms  and  wrecks  are  old  things  to  thee ; 
Sick  am  I  of  these  changes,  too  ; 
Little  to  care  for,  little  to  rue,  — 

I  on  the  shore,  and  thou  on  the  sea. 

All  of  thy  wanderings,  far  and  near, 

Bring  thee  at  last  to  shore  and  me  ; 
All  of  my  journeyings  end  them  here  : 
This  our  tether  must  be  our  cheer,  — 
I  on  the  shore,  and  thou  on  the  sea. 

Lazily  rocking  on  ocean's  breast, 

Something  in  common,  old  friend,  have  we : 
Thou  on  the  shingle  seek'st  thy  nest, 
I  to  the  waters  look  for  rest,  — 

I  on  the  shore,  and  thou  on  the  sea. 


WHAT  THE   CHIMNEY   SANG 

Over  the  chimney  the  night-wind  sang 
And  chanted  a  melody  no  one  knew ; 

And  the  Woman  stopped,  as  her  babe  she  tossed, 
And  thought  of  the  one  she  had  long  since  lost, 

And  said,  as  her  teardrops  back  she  forced, 
"  I  hate  the  wind  in  the  chimney." 

Over  the  chimney  the  night- wind  sang 
And  chanted  a  melody  no  one  knew  ; 

And  the  Children  said,  as  they  closer  drew, 

"  'T  is  some  witch  that  is  cleaving  the  black  night 
through, 

'T  is  a  fairy  trumpet  that  just  then  blew, 
And  we  fear  the  wind  in  the  chimney." 

Over  the  chimney  the  night-wind  sang 
And  chanted  a  melody  no  one  knew  ; 

And  the  Man,  as  he  sat  on  his  hearth  below, 
Said  to  himself,  "  It  will  surely  snow, 

And  fuel  is  dear  and  wages  low, 

And  I  '11  stop  the  leak  in  the  chimney." 

Over  the  chimney  the  night-wind  sang 
And  chanted  a  melody  no  one  knew ; 

But  the  Poet  listened  and  smiled,  for  he 
Was  Man  and  Woman  and  Child,  all  three, 

And  said,  "  It  is  God's  own  harmony, 
This  wind  we  hear  in  the  chimney." 


DICKENS   IN  CAMP 

Above  the  pines  the  moon  was  slowly  drifting, 

The  river  sang  below  ; 
The  dim  Sierras,  far  beyond,  uplifting 

Their  minarets  of  snow. 

The  roaring  camp-fire,  with  rude  humor,  painted 

The  ruddy  tints  of  health 
On  haggard  face  and  form  that  drooped  and  fainted 

In  the  fierce  race  for  wealth  ; 

Till  one  arose,  and  from  his  pack's  scant  treasure 

A  hoarded  volume  drew, 
And  cards  were  dropped  from  hands  of  listless  leisure 

To  hear  the  tale  anew. 

And  then,  while  round  them  shadows  gathered  faster, 

And  as  the  firelight  fell, 
H^  read  aloud  the  book  wherein  the  Master 

Had  writ  of  "  Little  Nell." 

Perhaps  't  was  boyish  fancy,  —  for  the  reader 

Was  youngest  of  them  all,  — 
But,  as  he  read,  from  clustering  pine  and  cedar 

A  silence  seemed  to  fall ; 

The  fir-trees,  gathering  closer  in  the  shadows, 

Listened  in  every  spray, 
While  the  whole  camp  with  "  Nell "  on  English  meadows 

Wandered  and  lost  their  way. 
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And  so  in  mountain  solitudes  —  o'ertaken 

As  by  some  spell  divine  — 
Their  cares  dropped  from  them  like  the  needles  shaken 

From  out  the  gusty  pine. 

Lost  is  that  camp  and  wasted  all  its  fire ; 

And  he  who  wrought  that  spell  ? 
Ah  !  towering  pine  and  stately  Kentish  spire, 

Ye  have  one  tale  to  tell ! 

Lost  is  that  camp,  but  let  its  fragrant  story 

Blend  with  the  breath  that  thrills 
With  hop-vine's  incense  all  the  pensive  glory 

That  fills  the  Kentish  hills. 

And  on  that  grave  where  English  oak  and  holly 

And  laurel  wreaths  entwine, 
Deem  it  not  all  a  too  presumptuous  folly, 

This  spray  of  Western  pine  ! 
July,  187a 


"TWENTY  YEAES" 

Beg  your  pardon,  old  fellow !     I  think 
I  was  dreaming  just  now  when  you  spoke. 
The  fact  is,  the  musical  clink 
Of  the  ice  on  your  wine-goblet's  brink 
A  chord  of  my  memory  woke. 

And  I  stood  in  the  pasture-field  where 
Twenty  summers  ago  I  had  stood ; 
And  I  heard  in  that  sound,  I  declare, 
The  clinking  of  bells  in  the  air, 
Of  the  cows  coming  home  from  the  wood. 

Then  the  apple-bloom  shook  on  the  hill ; 
And  the  mullein-stalks  tilted  each  lance  ; 
And  the  sun  behind  Eapalye's  mill 
Was  my  uttermost  West,  and  could  thrill 
Like  some  fanciful  land  of  romance. 

Then  my  friend  was  a  hero,  and  then 
My  girl  was  an  angel.     In  fine, 
I  drank  buttermilk  ;  for  at  ten 
Faith  asks  less  to  aid  her  than  when 
At  thirty  we  doubt  over  wine. 

Ah,  well,  it  does  seem  that  I  must 

Have  been  dreaming  just  now  when  you  spokes 

Or  lost,  very  like,  in  the  dust 

Of  the  years  that  slow  fashioned  the  crust 

On  that  bottle  whose  seal  you  last  broke. 
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Twenty  years  was  its  age,  did  you  say  ? 
Twenty  years  ?     Ah,  my  friend,  it  is  true  ! 
All  the  dreams  that  have  flown  since  that  day, 
All  the  hopes  in  that  time  passed  away, 
Old  friend,  I  've  been  drinking  with  you  1 


FATE 

*'The  sky  is  clouded,  the  rocks  are  bare, 
The  spray  of  the  tempest  is  white  in  air ; 
The  winds  are  out  with  the  waves  at  play, 
And  I  shall  not  tempt  the  sea  to-day. 

"  The  trail  is  narrow,  the  wood  is  dim, 
The  panther  clings  to  the  arching  limb ; 
And  the  lion's  whelps  are  abroad  at  play, 
And  I  shall  not  join  in  the  chase  to-day." 

But  the  ship  sailed  safely  over  the  sea, 
And  the  hunters  came  from  the  chase  in  glee  | 
And  the  town  that  was  builded  upon  a  rock 
Was  swallowed  up  in  the  earthquake  shock. 


GRANDMOTHER  TENTERDEN 

(MASSACHUSETTS    SHORE,  1800) 

I  mind  it  was  but  yesterday  : 
The  sun  was  dim,  the  air  was  chill ; 
Below  the  town,  below  the  hill, 
The  sails  of  my  son's  ship  did  fill,  — 

My  Jacob,  who  was  cast  away. 

He  said,  "  God  keep  you,  mother  deal/' 
But  did  not  turn  to  kiss  his  wife  ; 
They  had  some  foolish,  idle  strife : 
Her  tongue  was  like  a  two-edged  knito, 

And  he  was  proud  as  any  peer. 

Howbeit  that  night  I  took  no  note 
Of  sea  nor  sky,  for  all  was  drear ; 
I  marked  not  that  the  hills  looked  near, 
Nor  that  the  moon,  though  curved  and  clear, 

Through  curd-like  scud  did  drive  and  float. 

Eor  with  my  darling  went  the  joy 
Of  autumn  woods  and  meadows  brown ; 
I  came  to  hate  the  little  town ; 
It  seemed  as  if  the  sun  went  down 

With  him,  my  only  darling  boy. 

It  was  the  middle  of  the  night : 
The  wind,  it  shifted  west-by-south,  — 
It  piled  high  up  the  harbor  mouth  j 
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The  marshes,  black  with  summer  drouth, 
Were  all  abroad  with  sea-foam  white. 


It  was  the  middle  of  the  night : 
The  sea  upon  the  garden  leapt, 
And  my  son's  wife  in  quiet  slept, 
And  I,  his  mother,  waked  and  wept, 

When  lo  !  there  came  a  sudden  light. 

And  there  he  stood !     His  seaman's  dress 
All  wet  and  dripping  seemed  to  be ; 
The  pale  blue  fires  of  the  sea 
Dripped  from  his  garments  constantly,  — 

I  could  not  speak  through  cowardness. 


"  I  come  through  night  and  storm,"  he  said, 
"  Through  storm  and  night  and  death,"  said  he, 
"  To  kiss  my  wife,  if  it  so  be 
That  strife  still  holds  'twixt  her  and  me, 
For  all  beyond  is  peace,"  he  said. 

"  The  sea  is  His,  and  He  who  sent 
The  wind  and  wave  can  soothe  their  strife ; 
And  brief  and  foolish  is  our  life." 
He  stooped  and  kissed  his  sleeping  wife, 

Then  sighed,  and  like  a  dream  he  went. 

Now,  when  my  darling  kissed  not  me, 
But  her  —  his  wife  —  who  did  not  wake, 
My  heart  within  me  seemed  to  break ; 
I  swore  a  vow,  nor  thenceforth  spake 

Of  what  my  clearer  eyes  did  see. 

And  when  the  slow  weeks  brought  him  not, 
Somehow  we  spake  of  aught  beside  : 
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For  she  —  her  hope  upheld  her  pride  ', 
And  I  —  in  me  all  hope  had  died, 
And  my  son  passed  as  if  forgot. 

It  was  about  the  next  springtide  : 
She  pined  and  faded  where  she  stood, 
Yet  spake  no  word  of  ill  or  good ; 
She  had  the  hard,  cold  Edwards'  blood 

In  all  her  veins  —  and  so  she  died. 

One  time  I  thought,  before  she  passed, 
To  give  her  peace ;  but  ere  I  spake 
Methought,  "  He  will  be  first  to  break 
The  news  in  heaven,"  and  for  his  sake 

I  held  mine  back  until  the  last. 

And  here  I  sit,  nor  care  to  roam  ; 
I  only  wait  to  hear  his  call. 
I  doubt  not  that  this  day  next  fall 
Shall  see  me  safe  in  port,  where  all 

And  every  ship  at  last  comes  home. 

And  you  have  sailed  the  Spanish  Main, 
And  knew  my  Jacob  ?  .  .  .  Eh  !     Mercy ! 
Ah !  God  of  wisdom !  hath  the  sea 
Yielded  its  dead  to  humble  me  ? 

My  boy  I  .  .  .  My  Jacob  1  .  .  .  Turn  again ! 


GUILD'S   SIGNAL 

[William  Guild  was  engineer  of  the  train  which  on  the  19th  of  April, 
1873,  plunged  into  Meadow  Brook,  on  the  line  of  the  Stonington  and 
Providence  Railroad.  It  was  his  custom,  as  often  as  he  passed  his  home, 
to  whistle  an  "  All 's  well  "  to  his  wife.  He  was  found,  after  the  disaster, 
dead,  with  his  hand  on  the  throttle-valve  of  his  engine.] 

Two  low  whistles,  quaint  and  clear : 
That  was  the  signal  the  engineer  — 

That  was  the  signal  that  Guild,  't  is  said  — 
Gave  to  his  wife  at  Providence, 
As  through  the  sleeping  town,  and  thence, 
Out  in  the  night, 
On  to  the  light, 
Down  past  the  farms,  lying  white,  he  sped  ! 

As  a  husband's  greeting,  scant,  no  doubt, 
Yet  to  the  woman  looking  out, 

Watching  and  waiting,  no  serenade, 
Love-song,  or  midnight  roundelay 
Said  what  that  whistle  seemed  to  say  : 
"  To  my  trust  true, 
So,  love,  to  you  ! 
Working  or  waiting,  good-night !  "  it  said. 

Brisk  young  bagmen,  tourists  fine, 
Old  commuters  along  the  line, 

Brakemen  and  porters  glanced  ahead, 
Smiled  as  the  signal,  sharp,  intense, 
Pierced  through  the  shadows  of  Providence : 
"  Nothing  amiss  — 
Nothing !  —  it  is 
Only  Guild  calling  his  wife,"  they  said. 
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Summer  and  winter  the  old  refrain 
Rang  o'er  the  billows  of  ripening  grain, 

Pierced  through  the  budding  boughs  o'erhead, 
Flew  down  the  track  when  the  red  leaves  burned 
Like  living  coals  from  the  engine  spurned  i 
Sang  as  it  flew, 
"  To  our  trust  true, 
First  of  all,  duty.     Good-night !  "  it  said. 

And  then,  one  night,  it  was  heard  no  more 
From  Stonington  over  Rhode  Island  shore, 

And  the  folk  in  Providence  smiled  and  said 
As  they  turned  in  their  beds,  "  The  engineer 
Has  once  forgotten  his  midnight  cheer." 
One  only  knew, 
To  his  trust  true, 
Guild  lay  under  his  engine,  dead. 
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(a  chemical  narrative) 

Cbbtain  facts  which  serve  to  explain 
The  physical  charms  of  Miss  Addie  De  Laine, 
Who,  as  the  common  reports  obtain, 
Surpassed  in  complexion  the  lily  and  rose ; 
With  a  very  sweet  mouth  and  a  retrousse  nose ; 
A  figure  like  Hebe's,  or  that  which  revolves 
In  a  milliner's  window,  and  partially  solves 
That  question  which  mentor  and  moralist  pains, 
If  grace  may  exist  minus  feeling  or  brains. 

Of  course  the  young  lady  had  beaux  by  the  score, 

All  that  she  wanted,  —  what  girl  could  ask  more  ? 

Lovers  that  sighed  and  lovers  that  swore, 

Lovers  that  danced  and  lovers  that  played, 

Men  of  profession,  of  leisure,  and  trade ; 

But  one,  who  was  destined  to  take  the  high  part 

Of  holding  that  mythical  treasure,  her  heart,  — 

This  lover,  the  wonder  and  envy  of  town, 

Was  a  practicing  chemist,  a  fellow  called  Brown. 

I  might  here  remark  that  't  was  doubted  by  many, 
In  regard  to  the  heart,  if  Miss  Addie  had  any  ; 
But  no  one  could  look  in  that  eloquent  face, 
With  its  exquisite  outline  and  features  of  grace, 
And  mark,  through  the  transparent  skin,  how  the  tide 
Ebbed  and  flowed  at  the  impulse  of  passion  or  pride,  — 
None  could  look,  who  believed  in  the  blood's  circulation 
As  argued  by  Harvey,  but  saw  confirmation 
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That  here,  at  least,  Nature  had  triumphed  o'er  art, 
And  as  far  as  complexion  went  she  had  a  heart. 

But  this  par  parenthesis.     Brown  was  the  man 

Preferred  of  all  others  to  carry  her  fan, 

Hook  her  glove,  drape  her  shawl,  and  do  all  that  a  belle 

May  demand  of  the  lover  she  wants  to  treat  well. 

Folks  wondered  and  stared  that  a  fellow  called  Brown  — ■ 

Abstracted  and  solemn,  in  manner  a  clown, 

111  dressed,  with  a  lingering  smell  of  the  shop  — 

Should  appear  as  her  escort  at  party  or  hop. 

Some  swore  he  had  cdoked  up  some  villainous  charm, 

Or  love  philter,  not  in  the  regular  Pharm- 

Acopoeia,  and  thus,  from  pure  malice  prepense, 

Had  bewitched  and  bamboozled  the  young  lady's  sense ; 

Others  thought,  with  more  reason,  the  secret  to  lie 

In  a  magical  wash  or  indelible  dye ; 

While  Society,  with  its  censorious  eye 

And  judgment  impartial,  stood  ready  to  damn 

What  was  n't  improper  as  being  a  sham. 

For  a  fortnight  the  townfolk  had  all  been  agog 
With  a  party,  the  finest  the  season  had  seen, 
To  be  given  in  honor  of  Miss  Pollywog, 
Who  was  just  coming  out  as  a  belle  of  sixteen. 
The  guests  were  invited  ;  but  one  night  before 
A  carriage  drew  up  at  the  modest  back  door 
Of  Brown's  lab'ratory,  and,  full  in  the  glare 
Of  a  big  purple  bottle,  some  closely  veiled  fair 
Alighted  and  entered  :  to  make  matters  plain, 
Spite  of  veils  and  disguises,  't  was  Addie  De  Laine, 

As  a  bower  for  true  love,  't  was  hardly  the  one 
That  a  lady  would  choose  to  be  wooed  in  or  won : 
No  odor  of  rose  or  sweet  jessamine's  sigh 
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Breathed  a  fragrance  to  hallow  their  pledge  of  troth  by, 
Nor  the  balm  that  exhales  from  the  odorous  thyme ; 
But  the  gaseous  effusions  of  chloride  of  lime, 
And  salts,  which  your  chemist  delights  to  explain 
As  the  base  of  the  smell  of  the  rose  and  the  drain. 
Think  of  this,  0  ye  lovers  of  sweetness  !  and  know 
"What  you  smell  when  you  snuff  up  Lubin  or  Pinaud. 

I  pass  by  the  greetings,  the  transports  and  bliss, 

Which  of  course  duly  followed  a  meeting  like  this, 

And  come  down  to  business,  —  for  such  the  intent 

Of  the  lady  who  now  o'er  the  crucible  leant, 

In  the  glow  of  a  furnace  of  carbon  and  lime, 

Like  a  fairy  called  up  in  the  new  pantomime,  — 

And  give  but  her  words,  as  she  coyly  looked  down 

In  reply  to  the  questioning  glances  of  Brown  : 

"  I  am  taking  the  drops,  and  am  using  the  paste, 

And  the  little  white  powders  that  had  a  sweet  taste, 

Which  you  told  me  would  brighten  the  glance  of  my  eye, 

And  the  depilatory,  and  also  the  dye, 

And   I  'm   charmed  with    the    trial ;    and   now,   my  deal 

Brown, 
I  have  one  other  favor,  —  now,  ducky,  don't  frown,  — 
Only  one,  for  a  chemist  and  genius  like  you 
But  a  trifle,  and  one  you  can  easily  do. 
Now  listen  :  to-morrow,  you  know,  is  the  night 
Of  the  birthday  soiree  of  that  Polly wog  fright ; 
And  I  'm  to  be  there,  and  the  dress  I  shall  wear 
Is  too  lovely  ;  but  "  —     "  But  what  then,  ma  chere  ?  " 
Said  Brown,  as  the  lady  came  to  a  full  stop, 
And  glanced  round  the  shelves  of  the  little  back  shop. 
"  Well,  I  want  —  I  want  something  to  fill  out  the  skirt 
To  the  proper  dimensions,  without  being  girt 
In  a  stiff  crinoline,  or  caged  in  a  hoop 
That  shows  through  one's  skirt  like  the  bars  of  a  coop  j 
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Something  light,  that  a  lady  may  waltz  in,  or  polk, 

With  a  freedom  that  none  but  you  masculine  folk 

Ever  know.     For,  however  poor  woman  aspires, 

She  's  always  bound  down  to  the  earth  by  these  wires. 

Are  you  listening  ?     Nonsense  !  don't  stare  like  a  spoon, 

Idiotic  ;  some  light  thing,  and  spacious,  and  soon  — 

Something  like  —  well,  in  fact  —  something  like  a  balloon !  * 

Here  she  paused  ;  and  here  Brown,  overcome  by  surprise, 
Gave  a  doubting  assent  with  still  wondering  eyes, 
And  the  lady  departed.      But  just  at  the  door 
Something  happened,  —  't  is  true,  it  had  happened  before 
In  this  sanctum  of  science,  —  a  sibilant  sound, 
Like  some  element  just  from  its  trammels  unbound, 
Or  two  substances  that  their  affinities  found. 

The  night  of  the  anxiously  looked  for  soire'e 

Had  come,  with  its  fair  ones  in  gorgeous  array  ; 

With  the  rattle  of  wheels  and  the  tinkle  of  bells, 

And  the  "  How  do  ye  do's  "  and  the  "  Hope  you  are  well's  ;*" 

And  the  crush  in  the  passage,  and  last  lingering  look 

You  give  as  you  hang  your  best  hat  on  the  hook ; 

The  rush  of  hot  air  as  the  door  opens  wide ; 

And  your  entry,  —  that  blending  of  self-possessed  pride 

And  humility  shown  in  your  perfect-bred  stare 

At  the  folk,  as  if  wondering  how  they  got  there ; 

With  other  tricks  worthy  of  Vanity  Fair. 

Meanwhile,  the  safe  topic,  the  heat  of  the  room, 

Already  was  losing  its  freshness  and  bloom ; 

Young  people  were  yawning,  and  wondering  when 

The  dance  would  come  off,  and  why  did  n't  it  then : 

When  a  vague  expectation  was  thrilling  the  crowd, 

Lo !  the  door  swung  its  hinges  with  utterance  proud ! 

And  Pompey  announced,  with  a  trumpet-like  strain, 

The  entrance  of  Brown  and  Miss  Addie  De  Laine. 
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She  entered  ;  but  oh  !  how  imperfect  the  verb 

To  express  to  the  senses  her  movement  superb ! 

To  say  that  she  "  sailed  in  "  more  clearly  might  tell 

Her  grace  in  its  buoyant  and  billowy  swell. 

Her  robe  was  a  vague  circumambient  space, 

With  shadowy  boundaries  made  of  point-lace ; 

The  rest  was  but  guesswork,  and  well  might  defy 

The  power  of  critical  feminine  eye 

To  define  or  describe  :  't  were  as  futile  to  try 

The  gossamer  web  of  the  cirrus  to  trace, 

Floating  far  in  the  blue  of  a  warm  summer  sky. 

'Midst  the  humming  of  praises  and  glances  of  beaux 

That  greet  our  fair  maiden  wherever  she  goes, 

Brown  slipped  like  a  shadow,  grim,  silent,  and  black, 

With  a  look  of  anxiety,  close  in  her  track. 

Once  he  whispered  aside  in  her  delicate  ear 

A  sentence  of  warning,  —  it  might  be  of  fear  : 

"  Don't  stand  in  a  draught,  if  you  value  your  life." 

(Nothing    more,  —  such    advice    might    be    given    your 

wife 
Or  your  sweetheart,  in  times  of  bronchitis  and  cough, 
Without  mystery,  romance,  or  frivolous  scoff.) 
But  hark  to  the  music ;  the  dance  has  begun. 
The  closely  draped  windows  wide  open  are  flung; 
The  notes  of  the  piccolo,  joyous  and  light, 
Like  bubbles  burst  forth  on  the  warm  summer  night. 
Bound  about  go  the  dancers  ;  in  circles  they  fly ; 
Trip,  trip,  go  their  feet  as  their  skirts  eddy  by ; 
And  swifter  and  lighter,  but  somewhat  too  plain, 
Whisks  the  fair  circumvolving  Miss  Addie  De  Laine. 
Taglioni  and  Cerito  well  might  have  pined 
For  the  vigor  and  ease  that  her  movements  combined ; 
E'en  Bigelboche  never  flung  higher  her  robe 
In  the  naughtiest  city  that 's  known  on  the  globe. 
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'T  was  amazing,  't  was  scandalous ;  lost  in  surprise, 
Some  opened  their  mouths,  and  a  few  shut  their  eyes. 

But  hark !     At  the  moment  Miss  Addie  De  Laine, 
Circling  round  at  the  outer  edge  of  an  ellipse 
Which  brought  her  fair  form  to  the  window  again, 
Erom  the  arms  of  her  partner  incautiously  slips ! 
And  a  shriek  fills  the  air,  and  the  music  is  still, 
And  the  crowd  gather  round  where  her  partner  forlorn 
Still  frenziedly  points  from  the  wide  window-sill 
Into  space  and  the  night ;  for  Miss  Addie  was  gone  I 
Gone  like  the  bubble  that  bursts  in  the  sun ; 
Gone  like  the  grain  when  the  reaper  is  done ; 
Gone  like  the  dew  on  the  fresh  morning  grass ; 
Gone  without  parting  farewell ;  and  alas  ! 
Gone  with  a  flavor  of  hydrogen  gas ! 

When  the  weather  is  pleasant,  you  frequently  meet 
A  white-headed  man  slowly  pacing  the  street ; 
His  trembling  hand  shading  his  lack-lustre  eye, 
Half  blind  with  continually  scanning  the  sky. 
Humor  points  him  as  some  astronomical  sage, 
Be-perusing  by  day  the  celestial  page ; 
But  the  reader,  sagacious,  will  recognize  Brown, 
Trying  vainly  to  conjure  his  lost  sweetheart  down, 
And  learn  the  stern  moral  this  story  must  teach, 
That  Genius  may  lift  its  love  out  of  its  reach. 
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Above  the  bones 
St.  Ursula  owns, 
And  those  of  the  virgins  she  chaperons  ; 
Above  the  boats, 
And  the  bridge  that  floats, 
And  the  Rhine  and  the  steamers'  smoky  throats  5 
Above  the  chimneys  and  quaint-tiled  roofs, 
Above  the  clatter  of  wheels  and  hoofs ; 
Above  Newmarket's  open  space, 
Above  that  consecrated  place 
Where  the  genuine  bones  of  the  Magi  seen  are, 
And  the  dozen  shops  of  the  real  Earina ; 
Higher  than  even  old  Hohestrasse, 
Whose  houses  threaten  the  timid  passer,  — 
Above  them  all, 
Through  scaffolds  tall, 
And  spires  like  delicate  limbs  in  splinters, 
The  great  Cologne's 
Cathedral  stones 
Climb  through  the  storms  of  eight  hundred  winters. 

Unfinished  there, 

In  high  mid-air 
The  towers  halt  like  a  broken  prayer ; 

Through  years  belated, 

Unconsummated, 
The  hope  of  its  architect  quite  frustrated. 

Its  very  youth 

They  say,  forsooth, 
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With  a  quite  improper  purpose  mated ; 

And  every  stone 

With  a  curse  of  its  own 
Instead  of  that  sermon  Shakespeare  stated. 

Since  the  day  its  choir, 

Which  all  admire, 
By  Cologne's  Archbishop  was  consecrated. 

Ah  !  that  was  a  day, 
One  well  might  say, 
To  be  marked  with  the  largest,  whitest  stone 
To  be  found  in  the  towers  of  all  Cologne  ! 
Along  the  Rhine, 
From  old  Rheinstein, 
The  people  flowed  like  their  own  good  wine. 
From  Rudesheim, 
And  Geisenheim, 
And  every  spot  that  is  known  to  rhyme ; 
From  the  famed  Cat's  Castle  of  St.  Goarshausenj 
To  the  pictured  roofs  of  Assmannshausen, 
And  down  the  track, 
From  quaint  Schwalbach 
To  the  clustering  tiles  of  Bacharach; 
From  Bingen,  hence 
To  old  Coblentz : 
From  every  castellated  crag, 
Where  the  robber  chieftains  kept  their  "  swag," 
The  folk  flowed  in,  and  Ober-Cassel 
Shone  with  the  pomp  of  knight  and  vassal ; 
And  pouring  in  from  near  and  far, 
As  the  Rhine  to  its  bosom  draws  the  Ahr, 
Or  takes  the  arm  of  the  sober  Mosel, 
So  in  Cologne,  knight,  squire,  and  losel, 
Choked  up  the  city's  gates  with  men 
From  old  St.  Stephen  to  Zint  Marjen. 


A   LEGEND   OF   COLOGNE  227 

What  had  they  come  to  see  ?     Ah  me ! 
I  fear  no  glitter  of  pageantry, 

Nor  sacred  zeal 

For  Church's  weal, 
Nor  faith  in  the  virgins'  bones  to  heal ; 

Nor  childlike  trust  in  frank  confession 
Drew  these,  who,  dyed  in  deep  transgression^ 

Still  in  each  nest 

On  every  crest 
Kept  stolen  goods  in  their  possession ; 

But  only  their  gout 

For  something  new, 
More  rare  than  the  "  roast  "  of  a  wandering  Jew ; 

Or  —  to  he  exact  — 

To  see  —  in  fact  — 
A  Christian  soul,  in  the  very  act 
Of  being  damned,  secundum,  artem, 
By  the  devil,  before  a  soul  could  part  'em. 

For  a  rumor  had  flown 

Throughout  Cologne 
That  the  church,  in  fact,  was  the  devil's  own ; 

That  its  architect 

(Being  long  "  suspect  ") 
Had  confessed  to  the  Bishop  that  he  had  wrecked 
Not  only  his  own  soul,  but  had  lost 
The  very  first  Christian  soul  that  crossed 
The  sacred  threshold  :  and  all,  in  fine, 
For  that  very  beautiful  design 

Of  the  wonderful  choir 

They  were  pleased  to  admire. 
And  really,  he  must  be  allowed  to  say  — 
To  speak  in  a  purely  business  way  — 
That,  taking  the  ruling  market  prices 
Of  souls  and  churches,  in  such  a  crisis 
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It  would  be  shown  — 
And  his  Grace  must  own  — 
It  was  really  a  bargain  for  Cologne ! 

Such  was  the  tale 

That  turned  cheeks  pale 
With  the  thought  that  the  enemy  might  prevail, 

And  the  church  doors  snap 

With  a  thunderclap 
On  a  Christian  soul  in  that  devil's  trap. 

But  a  wiser  few, 

Who  thought  that  they  knew 
Cologne's  Archbishop,  replied,  "  Pooh,  pooh  ! 

Just  watch  him  and  wait, 

And  as  sure  as  fate, 
You  '11  find  that  the  Bishop  will  give  checkmate." 

One  here  might  note 

How  the  popular  vote, 
As  shown  in  all  legends  and  anecdote, 

Declares  that  a  breach 

Of  trust  to  o'erreach 
The  devil  is  something  quite  proper  for  each. 

And,  really,  if  you 

Give  the  devil  his  due 
In  spite  of  the  proverb  —  it 's  something  you  '11  rue,, 

But  to  lie  and  deceive  him, 

To  use  and  to  leave  him, 
From  Job  up  to  Faust  is  the  way  to  receive  him, 

Though  no  one  has  heard 

It  ever  averred 
That  the  "  Father  of  Lies  "  ever  yet  broke  his  word, 

But  has  left  this  position, 

In  every  tradition, 
To  be  taken  alone  by  the  "  truth-loving  "  Christian ! 
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Bom  !  from  the  tower  ! 

It  is  the  hour  ! 
The  host  pours  in,  in  its  pomp  and  power 

Of  banners  and  pyx, 

And  high  crucifix, 
And  crosiers  and  other  processional  sticks, 

And  no  end  of  Marys 

In  quaint  reliquaries, 
To  gladden  the  souls  of  all  true  antiquaries  ; 

And  an  Osculum  Pacts 

(A  myth  to  the  masses 
Who  trusted  their  bones  more  to  mail  and  cuirasses)  — ■ 

All  borne  by  the  throng 

Who  are  marching  along 
To  the  square  of  the  Dom  with  processional  song, 

With  the  flaring  of  dips, 

And  bending  of  hips, 
And  the  chanting  of  hundred  perfunctory  lips ; 

And  some  good  little  boys 

Who  had  come  up  from  Neuss 
And  the  Quirinuskirche  to  show  off  their  voice  : 

All  march  to  the  square 

Of  the  great  Dom,  and  there 
File  right  and  left,  leaving  alone  and  quite  bare 

A  covered  sedan, 

Containing  —  so  ran 
The  rumor  —  the  victim  to  take  off  the  ban. 

They  have  left  it  alone, 

They  have  sprinkled  each  stone 
Of  the  porch  with  a  sanctified  Eau  de  Cologne, 

Guaranteed  in  this  case 

To  disguise  every  trace 
Of  a  sulphurous  presence  in  that  sacred  place. 

Two  Carmelites  stand 

On  the  right  and  left  hand 
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Of  the  covered  sedan  chair,  to  wait  the  command 
Of  the  prelate  to  throw- 
Up  the  cover  and  show 

The  form  of  the  victim  in  terror  below. 
There 's  a  pause  and  a  prayer, 
Then  the  signal,  and  there  — 

Is  a  woman  !  —  by  all  that  is  good  and  is  fair ! 

A  woman  !  and  known 

To  them  all  —  one  must  own 
Too  well  known  to  the  many,  to-day  to  be  shown 

As  a  martyr,  or  e'en 

As  a  Christian  !     A  queen 
Of  pleasance  and  revel,  of  glitter  and  sheen ; 

So  bad  that  the  worst 

Of  Cologne  spake  up  first, 
And  declared  't  was  an  outrage  to  suffer  one  curst, 

And  already  a  fief 

Of  the  Satanic  chief, 
To  martyr  herself  for  the  Church's  relief. 

But  in  vain  fell  their  sneer 

On  the  mob,  who  I  fear 
On  the  whole  felt  a  strong  disposition  to  cheer. 

A  woman  !  and  there 

She  stands  in  the  glare 
Of  the  pitiless  sun  and  their  pitying  stare,  — 

A  woman  still  young, 

With  garments  that  clung 
To  a  figure,  though  wasted  with  passion  and  wrung 

With  remorse  and  despair, 

Yet  still  passing  fair, 
With  jewels  and  gold  in  her  dark  shining  hair, 

And  cheeks  that  are  faint 

'Neath  her  dyes  and  her  paint. 
A  woman  most  surely  —  but  hardly  a  saint ! 
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She  moves.      She  has  gone 

From  their  pity  and  scorn  ; 

She  has  mounted  alone 

The  first  step  of  stone, 
And  the  high  swinging  doors  she  wide  open  has  thrown, 

Then  pauses  and  turns, 

As  the  altar  blaze  burns 
On  her  cheeks,  and  with  one  sudden  gesture  she  spur,- 

Archbishop  and  Prior, 

Knight,  ladye,  and  friar, 
And  her  voice  rings  out  high  from  the  vault  of  the  choir. 

"  0  men  of  Cologne  ! 

What  I  was  ye  have  known ; 
What  I  am,  as  I  stand  here,  One  knoweth  alone. 

If  it  be  but  His  will 

I  shall  pass  from  Him  still, 
Lost,  curst,  and  degraded,  I  reckon  no  ill ; 

If  still  by  that  sign 

Of  His  anger  divine 
One  soul  shall  be  saved,  He  hath  blessed  more  than  mine. 

0  men  of  Cologne  ! 

Stand  forth,  if  ye  own 
A  faith  like  to  this,  or  more  fit  to  atone, 

And  take  ye  my  place, 

And  God  give  you  grace 
To  stand  and  confront  Him,  like  me,  face  to  face  !  " 

She  paused.     Yet  aloof 

They  all  stand.      No  reproof 
Breaks  the  silence  that  fills  the  celestial  roof. 

One  instant  —  no  more  — 

She  halts  at  the  door, 
Then  enters  !  .   .   .  A  flood  from  the  roof  to  the  floor 

Fills  the  church  rosy  red. 

She  is  gone  ! 
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But  instead, 
Who  is  this  leaning  forward  with  glorified  head 

And  hands  stretched  to  save  ? 

Sure  this  is  no  slave 
Of  the  Powers  of  Darkness,  with  aspect  so  brave  ! 

They  press  to  the  door, 

But  too  late  !     All  is  o'er. 
Naught  remains  but  a  woman's  form  prone  on  the  floor 

But  they  still  see  a  trace 

Of  that  glow  in  her  face 
That  they  saw  in  the  light  of  the  altar's  high  blaze 

On  the  image  that  stands 

With  the  babe  in  its  hands 
Enshrined  in  the  churches  of  all  Christian  lands. 

A  Te  Deum  sung, 

A  censer  high  swung, 
With  praise,  benediction,  and  incense  wide-flung, 

Proclaim  that  the  curse 

Is  removed  —  and  no  worse 
Is  the  Dom  for  the  trial — in  fact,  the  reverse  ; 

For  instead  of  their  losing 

A  soul  in  abusing 
The  Evil  One's  faith,  they  gained  one  of  his  choosing. 

Thus  the  legend  is  told  : 

You  will  find  in  the  old 
Vaulted  aisles  of  the  Dom,  stiff  in  marble  or  cold 

In  iron  and  brass,  _ 

In  gown  and  cuirass, 
The  knights,  priests,  and  bishops  who  came  to  that  Mass ; 

And  high  o'er  the  rest, 

With  her  babe  at  her  breast, 
The  image  of  Mary  Madonna  the  blest. 


A  LEGEND   OF  COLOGNE  233 

j 

But  you  look  round  in  vain, 

On  each  high  pictured  pane, 

For  the  woman  most  worthy  to  walk  in  her  train. 

Yet,  standing  to-day 

O'er  the  dust  and  the  clay, 
'Midst  the  ghosts  of  a  life  that  has  long  passed  away, 

With  the  slow-sinking  sun 

Looking  softly  upon 
That  stained-glass  procession,  I  scarce  miss  the  one 

That  it  does  not  reveal, 

For  I  know  and  I  feel 
That  these  are  but  shadows  —  the  woman  was  real  I 
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Name  of  my  heroine,  simply  "  Eose  ;  " 
Surname,  tolerable  only  in  prose ; 
Habitat,  Paris,  —  that  is  where 
She  resided  for  change  of  air  ; 
Mtat  twenty  ;   complexion  fair  ; 
Rich,  good  looking,  and  debonnaire  ; 
Smarter  than  Jersey  lightning.     There  ! 
That 's  her  photograph,  done  with  care. 

In  Paris,  whatever  they  do  besides, 

EVERY  LADY  IN  FULL  DRESS  RIDES  ! 

Moire  antiques  you  never  meet 
Sweeping  the  filth  of  a  dirty  street ; 
But  every  woman's  claim  to  ton 

Depends  upon 
The  team  she  drives,  whether  phaeton, 
Landau,  or  britzka.     Hence  it 's  plain 
That  Eose,  who  was  of  her  toilet  vain, 
Should  have  a  team  that  ought  to  be 
Equal  to  any  in  all  Paris  ! 

"  Bring  forth  the  horse  !  "     The  commissaire 
Bowed,  and  brought  Miss  Rose  a  pair 
Leading  an  equipage  rich  and  rare. 
Why  doth  that  lovely  lady  stare  ? 
Why  ?     The  tail  of  the  off  gray  mare 
Is  bobbed,  by  all  that 's  good  and  fair ! 
Like  the  shaving-brushes  that  soldiers  wear, 
Scarcely  showing  as  much  back  hair 
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As  Tarn  O'Shanter's  "Meg,"  —  and  there, 
Lord  knows,  she  'd  little  enough  to  spare. 

That  stare  and  frown  the  Frenchman  knew, 

But  did  as  well-bred  Frenchmen  do  : 

Raised  his  shoulders  above  his  crown, 

Joined  his  thumbs  with  the  fingers  down, 

And  said,  "  Ah,  Heaven  !  "  —  then,  "  Mademoiselle, 

Delay  one  minute,  and  all  is  well !  " 

He  went  —  returned  ;  by  what  good  chance 

These  things  are  managed  so  well  in  France 

I  cannot  say,  but  he  made  the  sale, 

And  the  bob-tailed  mare  had  a  flowing  tail. 

All  that  is  false  in  this  world  below 

Betrays  itself  in  a  love  of  show ; 

Indignant  Nature  hides  her  lash 

In  the  purple-black  of  a  dyed  mustache ; 

The  shallowest  fop  will  trip  in  French, 

The  would-be  critic  will  misquote  Trench ; 

In  short,  you  're  always  sure  to  detect 

A  sham  in  the  things  folks  most  affect ; 

Bean-pods  are  noisiest  when  dry, 

And  you  always  wink  with  your  weakest  eye : 

And  that's  the  reason  the  old  gray  mare 

Forever  had  her  tail  in  the  air, 

With  flourishes  beyond  compare, 

Though  every  whisk 

Incurred  the  risk 
Of  leaving  that  sensitive  region  bare. 
She  did  some  things  that  you  could  n't  but  feel 
She  would  n't  have  done  had  her  tail  been  real. 

Champs  Elysees  :   time,  past  five. 
There  go  the  carriages,  —  look  alive  ! 
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Everything  that  man  can  drive, 
Or  his  inventive  skill  contrive,  — 
Yanke3  buggy  or  English  "  chay," 
Dog-cart,  droschky,  and  smart  coupe*, 
A  desobligeante  quite  bulky 
(French  idea  of  a  Yankee  sulky)  ; 
Band  in  the  distance  playing  a  march, 
Eootman  standing  stiff  as  starch  ; 
Savans,  lorettes,  deputies,  Arch- 
Bishops,  and  there  together  range 
Sous-lieutenants  and  cent-gardes  (strange 
Way  these  soldier-chaps  make  change), 
Mixed  with  black-eyed  Polish  dames, 
With  unpronounceable  awful  names ; 
Laces  tremble  and  ribbons  flout, 
Coachmen  wrangle  and  gendarmes  shout  — 
Bless  us  !  what  is  the  row  about  ? 
Ah !  here  comes  Bosy's  new  turnout ! 
Smart !     You  bet  your  life  't  was  that ! 
Nifty  !  (short  for  magnificat). 
Mulberry  panels,  —  heraldic  spread,  — 
Ebony  wheels  picked  out  with  red, 
And  two  gray  mares  that  were  thoroughbred : 
No  wonder  that  every  dandy's  head 
Was  turned  by  the  turnout,  —  and  't  was  said 
That  Caskowhisky  (friend  of  the  Czar), 
A  very  good  whip  (as  Russians  are), 
Was  tied  to  Bosy's  triumphal  car, 
Entranced,  the  reader  will  understand, 
By  "  ribbons  "  that  graced  her  head  and  hand. 

Alas  !  the  hour  you.  think  would  crown 
Your  highest  wishes  should  let  you  down ! 
Or  Eate  should  turn,  by  your  own  mischance, 
Your  victor's  car  to  an  ambulance, 
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From  cloudless  heavens  her  lightnings  glance  ! 

(And  these  things  happen,  even  in  France.) 

And  so  Miss  Rose,  as  she  trotted  by, 

The  cynosure  of  every  eye, 

Saw  to  her  horror  the  off  mare  shy, 

Flourish  her  tail  so  exceedingly  high 

That,  disregarding  the  closest  tie, 

And  without  giving  a  reason  why, 

She  flung  that  tail  so  free  and  frisky 

Off  in  the  face  of  Caskowhisky. 

Excuses,  blushes,  smiles  :  in  fine, 
End  of  the  pony's  tail,  and  mine  S 


ON  A  CONE   OF  THE   BIG  TREES 
(sequoia  gigantea) 

Brown  foundling  of  the  Western  wood, 

Babe  of  primeval  wildernesses  ! 
Long  on  my  table  thou  hast  stood 

Encounters  strange  and  rude  caresses; 
Perchance  contented  with  thy  lot, 

Surroundings  new,  and  curious  faces, 
As  though  ten  centuries  were  not 

Imprisoned  in  thy  shining  cases. 

Thou  bring'st  me  back  the  halcyon  days 

Of  grateful  rest,  the  week  of  leisure, 
The  journey  lapped  in  autumn  haze, 

The  sweet  fatigue  that  seemed  a  pleasure, 
The  morning  ride,  the  noonday  halt, 

The  blazing  slopes,  the  red  dust  rising, 
And  then  the  dim,  brown,  columned  vault, 

With  its  cool,  damp,  sepulchral  spicing. 

Once  more  I  see  the  rocking  masts 

That  scrape  the  sky,  their  only  tenant 
The  jay-bird,  that  in  frolic  casts 

From  some  high  yard  his  broad  blue  pennant. 
I  see  the  Indian  tiles  that  keep 

Their  places  in  the  dusty  heather, 
Their  red  trunks  standing  ankle-deep 

In  moccasins  of  rusty  leather. 


ON   A   CONE   OF   THE   BIG   TREES  239 

I  see  all  this,  and  marvel  much 

That  thou,  sweet  woodland  waif,  art  able 
To  keep  the  company  of  such 

As  throng  thy  friend's  —  the  poet's  —  table  : 
The  latest  spawn  the  press  hath  cast,  — 

The  "  modern  Popes,"  "  the  later  Byrons,"  — 
Why,  e'en  the  best  may  not  outlast 

Thy  poor  relation  —  Sempervirens. 

Thy  sire  saw  the  light  that  shone 

On  Mohammed's  uplifted  crescent, 
On  many  a  royal  gilded  throne 

And  deed  forgotten  in  the  present ; 
He  saw  the  age  of  sacred  trees 

And  Druid  groves  arid  mystic  larches; 
And  saw  from  forest  domes  like  these 

The  builder  bring  his  Gothic  arches. 

And  must  thou,  foundling,  still  forego 

Thy  heritage  and  high  ambition, 
To  lie  full  lowly  and  full  low, 

Adjusted  to  thy  new  condition  ? 
Not  hidden  in  the  drifted  snows, 

But  under  ink-drops  idly  spattered, 
And  leaves  ephemeral  as  those 

That  on  thy  woodland  tomb  were  scattered  ? 

Yet  lie  thou  there,  0  friend  !  and  speak 

The  moral  of  thy  simple  story : 
Though  life  is  all  that  thou  dost  seek, 

And  age  alone  thy  crown  of  glory, 
Not  thine  the  only  germs  that  fail 

The  purpose  of  their  high  creation, 
If  their  poor  tenements  avail 

For  worldly  show  and  ostentation. 


-LONE  MOUNTAIN 

(CEMETEKY,    SAN    FRANCISCO) 

This  is  that  hill  of  awe 
That  Persian  Sindbad  saw,  — 

The  mount  magnetic; 
And  on  its  seaward  face, 
Scattered  along  its  base, 

The  wrecks  prophetic. 

Here  come  the  argosies 
Blown  by  each  idle  breeze, 

To  and  fro  shifting ; 
Yet  to  the  hill  of  Tate 
All  drawing,  soon  or  late,  — 

Day  by  day  drifting; 

Drifting  forever  here 
Barks  that  for  many  a  year 

Braved  wind  and  weather} 
Shallops  but  yesterday 
Launched  on  yon  shining  bay,  — • 

Drawn  all  together. 

This  is  the  end  of  all : 
Sun  thyself  by  the  wall, 

0  poorer  Hindbad ! 
Envy  not  Sindbad's  fame  : 
Here  come  alike  the  same 

Hindbad  and  Sindbad. 


ALNASCHAR 

Here  's  yer  toy  balloons  !     All  sizes! 
Twenty  cents  for  that.     It  rises 
Jest  as  quick  as  that  'ere,  Miss, 
Twice  as  big.     Ye  see  it  is 
Some  more  fancy.     Make  it  square 
Fifty  for  'em  both.     That  *s  fair. 

That  's  the  sixth  I  've  sold  since  noon. 
Trade 's  reviving.     Just  as  soon 
As  this  lot 's  worked  off,  I  '11  take 
Wholesale  figgers.     Make  or  break,  — 
That 's  my  motto  !     Then  I  '11  buy 
In  some  first-class  lottery 
One  half  ticket,  numbered  right  — 
As  I  dreamed  about  last  night. 

That  '11  fetch  it.     Don't  tell  me  ! 
When  a  man  's  in  luck,  you  see, 
All  things  help  him.     Every  chance 
Hits  him  like  an  avalanche. 
Here  's  your  toy  balloons,  Miss.     Eh  ? 
You  won't  turn  your  face  this  way  ? 
Mebbe  you  '11  be  glad  some  day. 
With  that  clear  ten  thousand  prize 
This  'yer  trade  I  '11  drop,  and  rise 
Into  wholesale.     No  !     I  '11  take 
Stocks  in  Wall  Street.     Make  or  break, 
That 's  my  motto  !     With  my  luck, 
Where  's  the  chance  of  being  stuck  ? 
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Call  it  sixty  thousand,  clear, 
Made  in  Wall  Street  in  one  year. 

Sixty  thousand  !     Umph  !     Let 's  see  ! 
Bond  and  mortgage  '11  do  for  me. 
Good  !     That  gal  that  passed  me  by 
Scornful  like  —  why,  mebbe  I 
Some  day  '11  hold  in  pawn  —  why  not  ?  — 
All  her  father's  prop.     She  '11  spot 
What 's  my  little  game,  and  see 
What  I  'm  after 's  her.     He  !  he ! 

He !  He  !     When  she  comes  to  sue  — 
Let's  see !     What's  the  thing  to  do  ? 
Kick  her  ?     No !     There 's  the  perliss  ! 
Sorter  throw  her  off  like  this. 
Hello !     Stop !    Help !    Murder !     Hey  ! 
There's  my  whole  stock  got  away, 
Kiting  on  the  house-tops !     Lost ! 
All  a  poor  man 's  fortin  !     Cost  ? 
Twenty  dollars  !     Eh  !     What 's  this  ? 
Fifty  cents !     God  bless  ye,  Miss ! 


THE  TWO   SHIPS 

As  I  stand  by  the  cross  on  the  lone  mountain's  crest, 

Looking  over  the  ultimate  sea, 
In  the  gloom  of  the  mountain  a  ship  lies  at  rest, 

And  one  sails  away  from  the  lea  : 
One  spreads  its  white  wings  on  a  far-reaching  track, 

With  pennant  and  sheet  flowing  free  ; 
One  hides  in  the  shadow  with  sails  laid  aback,  — 

The  ship  that  is  waiting  for  me ! 

But  lo  !  in  the  distance  the  clouds  break  away, 

The  Gate's  glowing  portals  I  see  ; 
And  I  hear  from  the  outgoing  ship  in  the  bay 

The  song  of  the  sailors  in  glee. 
So  I  think  of  the  luminous  footprints  that  bore 

The  comfort  o'er  dark  Galilee, 
And  wait  for  the  signal  to  go  to  the  shore, 

To  the  ship  that  is  waiting  for  me. 


ADDKESS 

(OPENING    OF     THE    CALIFORNIA    THEATRE,     SAN     FEAK« 
CISCO,  JANUARY  19,  1870) 

Brief  words,  when  actions  wait,  are  well : 
The  prompter's  hand  is  on  his  bell ; 
The  coming  heroes,  lovers,  kings, 
Are  idly  lounging  at  the  wings  ; 
Behind  the  curtain's  mystic  fold 
The  glowing  future  lies  unrolled  ; 
And  yet,  one  moment  for  the  Past, 
One  retrospect,  —  the  first  and  last. 

"  The  world  's  a  stage,"  the  Master  said. 
To-night  a  mightier  truth  is  read : 
Not  in  the  shifting  canvas  screen, 
The  flash  of  gas  or  tinsel  sheen  ; 
Not  in  the  skill  whose  signal  calls 
From  empty  boards  baronial  halls ; 
But,  fronting  sea  and  curving  bay, 
Behold  the  players  and  the  play. 

Ah,  friends  !  beneath  your  real  skies 
The  actor's  short-lived  triumph  dies : 
On  that  broad  stage  of  empire  won, 
"Whose  footlights  were  the  setting  sun, 
Whose  flats  a  distant  background  rose 
In  trackless  peaks  of  endless  snows ; 
Here  genius  bows,  and  talent  waits 
To  copy  that  but  One  creates. 
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Your  shifting  scenes  :  the  league  of  sand, 

An  avenue  hy  ocean  spanned ; 

The  narrow  heach  of  straggling  tents, 

A  mile  of  stately  monuments ; 

Your  standard,  lo !  a  flag  unfurled, 

"Whose  clinging  folds  clasp  half  the  world,  — «= 

This  is  your  drama,  built  on  facts, 

With  "  twenty  years  between  the  acts." 

One  moment  more  :  if  here  we  raise 
The  oft-sung  hymn  of  local  praise, 
Before  the  curtain  facts  must  sway ; 
Here  waits  the  moral  of  your  play. 
Glassed  in  the  poet's  thought,  you  view 
What  money  can,  yet  cannot  do  ; 
The  faith  that  soars,  the  deeds  that  shine, 
Above  the  gold  that  builds  the  shrine. 

And  oh  !  when  others  take  our  place, 
And  Earth's  green  curtain  hides  our  face, 
Ere  on  the  stage,  so  silent  now, 
The  last  new  hero  makes  his  bow  : 
So  may  our  deeds,  recalled  once  more 
In  Memory's  sweet  but  brief  encore, 
Down  all  the  circling  ages  run, 
With  the  world's  plaudit  of  "  Well  done!*9 


DOLLY  VARDEN 

Dear  Dolly  !  who  does  not  recall 
The  thrilling  page  that  pictured  all 
Those  charms  that  held  our  sense  in  thrall 

Just  as  the  artist  caught  her,  — 
As  down  that  English  lane  she  tripped, 
In  bowered  chintz,  hat  sideways  tipped, 
Trim-bodiced,  bright-eyed,  roguish-lipped,  — 

The  locksmith's  pretty  daughter  ? 

Sweet  fragment  of  the  Master's  art ! 
0  simple  faith  !      0  rustic  heart ! 
0  maid  that  hath  no  counterpart 

In  life's  dry,  dog-eared  pages  ! 
Where  shall  we  find  thy  like  ?     Ah,  stay  ! 
Methinks  I  saw  her  yesterday 
In  chintz  that  flowered,  as  one  might  say, 

Perennial  for  ages. 

Her  father's  modest  cot  was  stone, 
Five  stories  high  ;  in  style  and  tone 
Composite,  and,  I  frankly  own, 

Within  its  walls  revealing 
Some  certain  novel,  strange  ideas  : 
A  Gothic  door  with  Roman  piers, 
And  floors  removed  some  thousand  years 

From  their  Pompeian  ceiling. 

The  small  salon  where  she  received 
Was  Louis  Quatorze,  and  relieved 
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By  Chinese  cabinets,  conceived 

Grotesquely  by  the  heathen  ; 
The  sofas  were  a  classic  sight,  — 
The  Roman  bench  (sedilia  hight)  ; 
The  chairs  were  French  in  gold  and  white, 

And  one  Elizabethan. 

And  she,  the  goddess  of  that  shrine, 
Two  ringed  fingers  placed  in  mine,  — 
The  stones  were  many  carats  fine, 

And  of  the  purest  water,  — 
Then  dropped  a  curtsy,  far  enough 
To  fairly  fill  her  cretonne  puff 
And  show  the  petticoat's  rich  stuff 

That  her  fond  parent  bought  her. 

Her  speech  was  simple  as  her  dress,  — 
Not  French  the  more,  but  English  less, 
She  loved ;  yet  sometimes,  I  confess, 

I  scarce  could  comprehend  her. 
Her  manners  were  quite  far  from  shy, 
There  was  a  quiet  in  her  eye 
Appalling  to  the  Hugh  who  'd  try 

With  rudeness  to  offend  her. 

te  But  whence,"  I  cried,  "  this  masquerade  ? 
Some  figure  for  to-night's  charade, 
A  Watteau  shepherdess  or  maid  ?  " 
She  smiled  and  begged  my  pardon : 
"  Why,  surely  you  must  know  the  name,  — 
That  woman  who  was  Shakespeare's  flame 
Or  Byron's,  —  well,  it 's  all  the  same : 
Why,  Lord !  I  'm  Dolly  Varden  I  " 


TELEMACHUS  VEESUS  MENTOR 

1>on't  mind  me,  I  beg  you,  old  fellow,  —  I  '11  do  very  well 

here  alone  ; 
You  must  not  be  kept  from  your  "  German  "  because  I  've 

dropped  in  like  a  stone. 
Leave  all  ceremony  behind  you,  leave  all  thought  of  aught 

but  yourself ; 
And  leave,  if  you  like,  the  Madeira,  and  a  dozen  cigars  on 

the  shelf. 

As  for  me,  you  will  say  to  your  hostess  —  well,  I  scarcely 

need  give  you  a  cue. 
Chant  my  praise !     All  will  list  to  Apollo,  though  Mercury 

pipe  to  a  few. 
Say  just  what  you  please,   my   dear  boy ;   there 's  more 

eloquence  lies  in  youth's  rash 
Outspoken   heart-impulse    than   ever   growled   under   this 

grizzling  mustache. 

Go,  don  the  dress  coat  of  our  tyrant,  —  youth's  panoplied 

armor  for  fight,  — 
And  tie  the  white  neckcloth  that  rumples,  like  pleasure,  and 

lasts  but  a  night ; 
And  pray  the  Nine  Gods  to  avert  you  what  time  the  Three 

Sisters  shall  frown, 
And  you  '11  lose  your  high-comedy  figure,  and  sit  more  at 

ease  in  your  gown. 
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He 's  off !     There  's  his  foot  on  the  staircase.     By  Jove, 

what  a  bound  !     Beally  now 
Did  J  ever  leap  like   this  springald,  with  Love's  chaplet 

green  on  my  brow  ? 
Was  i"  such  an  ass  ?     No,  I  fancy.     Indeed,  I  remember 

quite  plain 
A  gravity  mixed  with  my  transports,  a  cheerfulness  softened 

my  pain. 

He 's  gone  !  There  's  the  slam  of  his  cab  door,  there 's  the 
clatter  of  hoofs  and  the  wheels  ; 

And  while  he  the  light  toe  is  tripping,  in  this  armchair  I  '11 
tilt  up  my  heels. 

He  's  gone,  and  for  what  ?  For  a  tremor  from  a  waist  like 
a  teetotum  spun'; 

For  a  rosebud  that 's  crumpled  by  many  before  it  is  gath- 
ered by  one. 

Is  there  naught  in  the  halo  of  youth  but  the  glow  of  a 
passionate  race  — 

'Midst  the  cheers  and  applause  of  a  crowd  —  to  the  goal  of 
a  beautiful  face  ? 

A  race  that  is  not  to  the  swift,  a  prize  that  no  merits  en- 
force, 

But  is  won  by  some  fainiant  youth,  who  shall  simply  walk 
over  the  course  ? 

Poor  boy !  shall  I  shock  his  conceit  ?  When  he  talks  of 
her  cheek's  loveliness, 

Shall  I  say  't  was  the  air  of  the  room,  and  was  due  to  car- 
bonic excess  ? 

That  when  waltzing  she  drooped  on  his  breast,  and  the 
veins  of  her  eyelids  grew  dim, 

T  was  oxygen's  absence  she  felt,  but  never  the  presence  of 
him? 


250  MISCELLANEOUS 

Shall  I  tell  him  first  love  is  a  fraud,  a  weakling  that's 

strangled  in  birth, 
Recalled  with  perfunctory  tears,  but  lost  in  unsanctified 

mirth  ? 
Or  shall  I  go  bid  him  believe  in  all  womankind's  charm, 

and  forget 
In  the  light  ringing  laugh  of  the  world  the  rattlesnake's 

gay  castanet  ? 

Shall  I  tear  out  a  leaf  from  my  heart,  from  that  book  that 

forever  is  shut 
On  the  past  ?    Shall  I  speak  of  my  first  love  —  Augusta  — 

my  Lalage  ?     But 
I  forget.     Was  it  really  Augusta  ?     No.     'T  was  Lucy  ! 

No.     Mary!     No.     Di! 
Never  mind !  they  were  all  first  and  faithless,  and  yet  — 

I  've  forgotten  just  why. 

No,  no !     Let  him   dream  on  and   ever.     Alas !  he  will 

waken  too  soon ; 
And  it  does  n't  look  well  for  October  to  always  be  preaching 

at  June. 
Poor  boy  !     All  his  fond  foolish  trophies  pinned  yonder  — • 

a  bow  from  her  hair, 
A  few  billets-doux,  invitations,  and  —  what 's  this  ?     My 

name,  I  declare  ! 

Humph!     "You'll  come,  for  I've  got  you  a  prize,  with 

beauty  and  money  no  end  : 
You  know  her,  I  think ;  't  was  on  dit  she  once  was  engaged 

to  your  friend  ; 
But  she  says  that 's  all  over."     Ah,  is  it  ?     Sweet  Ethel ! 

incomparable  maid  ! 
Or  —  what  if  the  thing  were  a  trick  ?  —  this  letter  so  freely 

displayed !  — 
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My  opportune  presence  !     No  !    nonsense  !     Will  nobody 

answer  the  bell  ? 
Call  a  cab !     Half  past  ten.     Not  too  late  yet.     Oh,  Ethel ! 

Why  don't  you  go  ?     Well  ? 
"  Master  said  you  would  wait  "  —     Hang  your  master  ! 

"  Have  I  ever  a  message  to  send  ?  " 
Yes,  tell  him  I  've  gone  to  the  German  to  dance  with  the 

friend  of  his  friend. 


WHAT  THE  WOLF    KEALLY   SAID  TO  LITTLE 
EED   EIDING-HOOD 

Wonderixg  maiden,  so  puzzled  and  fair, 
Why  dost  thou  murmur  and  ponder  and  stare  ? 
"  Why  are  my  eyelids  so  open  and  wild  ?  " 
Only  the  better  to  see  with,  my  child  ! 
Only  the  better  and  clearer  to  view 
Cheeks  that  are  rosy  and  eyes  that  are  blue. 

Dost  thou  still  wonder,  and  ask  why  these  arms 
Fill  thy  soft  bosom  with  tender  alarms, 
Swaying  so  wickedly  ?     Are  they  misplaced 
Clasping  or  shielding  some  delicate  waist  ? 
Hands  whose  coarse  sinews  may  fill  you  with  fear 
Only  the  better  protect  you,  my  dear ! 

Little  Red  Eiding-Hood,  when  in  the  street, 
Why  do  I  press  your  small  hand  when  we  meet  ? 
Why,  when  you  timidly  offered  your  cheek, 
Why  did  I  sigh,  and  why  did  n't  I  speak  ? 
Why,  well :  you  see  —  if  the  truth  must  appear  — 
I  'm  not  your  grandmother,  Eiding-Hood,  dear ! 
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"  So   she 's   here,  your  unknown   Dulcinea,  the   lady  you 

met  on  the  train, 
And  you  really  believe  she  would  know  you  if  you  were  to 

meet  her  again  ?  " 

"  Of  course,"  he  replied,  "  she  would  know  me  ;  there  never 

was  womankind  yet 
Forgot  the  effect  she  inspired.      She  excuses,  hut  does  not 

forget." 

"  Then  you  told  her  your  love  ?  "  asked  the  elder.     The 

younger  looked  up  with  a  smile : 
"  I  sat  by  her  side  half  an  hour  —  what  else  was  I  doing 

the  while  ? 

"  What,  sit  by  the  side  of  a  woman  as  fair  as  the  sun  in  the 

sky, 
And  look  somewhere  else  lest  the  dazzle  flash  back  from 

your  own  to  her  eye  ? 

"  No,  I  hold  that  the  speech  of  the  tongue  be  as  frank  and 

as  bold  as  the  look, 
And  I  held  up  herself  to  herself,  —  that  was  more  than  she 

got  from  her  book." 

"  Young  blood !  "  laughed  the  elder ;  "  no  doubt  you  are 

voicing  the  mode  of  To-Day  : 
But  then  we  old  fogies  at  least  gave  the  lady  some  chance 

for  delay. 


254  MISCELLANEOUS 

"  There  's  my  wife  (you  must  know),  —  we  first  met  on 

the  journey  from  Florence  to  Rome  : 
It  took  me  three  weeks  to  discover  who  was  she  and  where 

was  her  home ; 

"  Three  more  to  be  duly  presented ;  three  more  ere  I  saw 

her  again ; 
And  a  year  ere  my  romance  began  where  yours  ended  that 

day  on  the  train." 

"  Oh,  that  was  the  style  of  the  stage-coach  ;  we  travel  to-day 

by  express ; 
Forty  miles  to  the  hour,"  he  answered,  "  won't  admit  of  a 

passion  that 's  less." 

"  But  what  if  you  make  a  mistake  ?  "  quoth  the  elder.  The 
younger  half  sighed. 

"What  happens  when  signals  are  wrong  or  switches  mis- 
placed ?  "  he  replied. 

"  Very  well,  I  must  bow  to  your  wisdom,"  the  elder  re- 
turned, "  but  submit 

Your  chances  of  winning  this  woman  your  boldness  has 
bettered  no  whit. 

"  Why,  you  do  not  at  best  know  her  name.     And  what  if  I 

try  your  ideal 
With  something,  if  not  quite  so  fair,  at  least  more  en  regie 

and  real  ? 

"  Let  me  find  you  a  partner.     Nay,  come,  I  insist  —  you 

shall  follow  —  this  way. 
My  dear,  will  you  not  add  your  grace  to  entreat  Mr.  Rapid 

to  stay  ? 
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K  My  wife,  Mr.  Eapid  —    Eh,  what !     Why,  he  's  gone  — 

yet  he  said  he  would  come. 
How  rude  !     I  don't  wonder,  my  dear,  you  are  properly 

crimson  and  dumb  1 " 


WHAT  THE  BULLET   SANG 

0  JOY  of  creation 
To  be! 

0  rapture  to  fly 

And  be  free ! 
Be  the  battle  lost  or  won, 
Though  its  smoke  shall  hide  the  sun, 

1  shall  find  my  love,  —  the  one 

Born  for  me ! 

I  shall  know  him  where  he  stands, 

All  alone, 
With  the  power  in  his  hands 

Not  o'erthrown  ; 
I  shall  know  him  by  his  face, 
By  his  godlike  front  and  grace ; 
I  shall  hold  him  for  a  space, 

All  my  own ! 

It  is  he  —  0  my  love  ! 

So  bold  I 
It  is  I  —  all  thy  love 

Foretold  ! 
It  is  I.     0  love  !   what  bliss  ! 
Dost  thou  answer  to  my  kiss  ? 
0  sweetheart !  what  is  this 

Lieth  there  so  cold  ? 


THE   OLD   QAMP-FIBE 
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Now  shift  the   blanket  pad  before  your  saddle  back   you 

fling, 
And  draw  your  cinch  up  tighter  till  the  sweat  drops  from 

the  ring : 
We  've  a  dozen  miles  to  cover  ere  we  reach  the  next  divide. 
Our  limbs  are  stiffer  now  than  when  we  first  set  out  to  ride, 
And  worse,  the  horses  know  it,  and  feel  the  leg-grip  tire, 
Since  in  the  days  when,  long  ago,  we  sought  the  old  camp-fire. 

Yes,  twenty  years !     Lord !   how   we  'd   scent  its   incense 

down  the  trail, 
Through  balm  of  bay  and-  spice  of  spruce,  when  eye  and  ear 

would  fail, 
And  worn  and  faint  from  useless  quest  we  crept,  like  this, 

to  rest, 
Or,  flushed  with  luck  and  youthful  hope,  we  rode,  like  this, 

abreast. 
Ay  !  straighten  up,  old  friend,  and  let  the  mustang  think 

he  's  nigher, 
Through  looser  rein  and  stirrup  strain,  the  welcome  old 

camp-fire. 

You  know  the  shout  that  would  ring  out  before  us  down 

the  glade, 
And  start  the  blue  jays  like  a  flight  of  arrows  through  the 

shade, 
And  sift  the  thin  pine  needles  down  like  slanting,  shining 

rain, 
And  send  the  squirrels  scampering  back  to  their  holes  againj 
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Until  w&  saw,  blue-veiled  and  dim,  or  leaping  like  desire, 
That  flame  of  twenty  years  ago,  which  lit  the  old  camp, 
fire. 

And   then    that   rest    on  Nature's  breast,   when  talk  had 

dropped,  and  slow 
The  night  wind  went  from  tree  to  tree  with  challenge  soft 

and  low ! 
We  lay  on  lazy  elbows  propped,  or  stood  to  stir  the  flame, 
Till  Tip  the  soaring  redwood's  shaft  our  shadows  danced  and 

came, 
As  if  to  draw  us  with  the  sparks,  high  o'er  its  unseen  spire, 
To  the  five  stars  that  kept  their  ward  above  the  old  camp- 
fire,  — 

Those  picket  stars  whose  tranquil  watch  half  soothed,  half 

shamed  our  sleep. 
"What  recked  we  then  what  beasts  or  men  around  might 

lurk  or  creep  ? 
We  lay  and  heard  with  listless  ears  the  far-off  panther's  cry, 
The  near  coyote's  snarling  snap,  the  grizzly's  deep-drawn 

sigh, 
The  brown  bear's  blundering  human  tread,  the  gray  wolves' 

yelping  choir 
Beyond  the  magic  circle  drawn  around  the  old  camp-fire. 

A.nd  then  that  morn  !     Was  ever  morn  so  filled  with  all 

things  new  ? 
The  light  that  fell  through  long  brown  aisles  from  out  the 

kindling  blue, 
The  creak  and  yawn  of  stretching  boughs,  the  jay-bird's 

early  call, 
The  rat-tat-tat  of  woodpecker  that  waked  the  woodland  hall,. 
The  fainter  stir  of  lower  life  in  fern  and  brake  and  brier, 
Till  flashing  leaped  the  torch  of  Day  from  last  night's  old 

camp-fire  I 
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Well,  well!   we'll  see  it  once  again;   we  should  be  near  it 

now  ; 
It 's  scarce  a  mile  to  where  the  trail  strikes  off  to  skirt  the 

slough, 
And  then  the  dip  to  Indian  Spring,  the  wooded  rise,  and  — 

strange ! 
Yet  here  should  stand  the  blasted  pine  that  marked  our 

farther  range  ; 
And  here  —  what 's  this  ?     A  ragged  swale   of   ruts  and 

stumps  and  mire ! 
Sure  this  is  not  the  sacred  groye  that  hid  the  old  camp-fire  ! 

Yet    here 's    the  "  blaze "   I   cut  myself,   and  there  's   the 

stumbling  ledge, 
With  quartz  "  outcrop  "  that  lay  atop,  now  leveled  to  its 

edge, 
And  mounds  of  moss-grown  stumps  beside  the  woodman's 

rotting  chips, 
And  gashes  in  the  hillside,  that  gape  with  dumb  red  lips. 
And  yet  above  the  shattered  wreck  and  ruin,  curling  higher  — 
Ah  yes  !  —  still  lifts  the  smoke  that  marked  the  welcome 

old  camp-fire  ! 

Perhaps  some  friend  of  twenty  years  still  lingers  there  to 

raise 
To  weary  hearts  and  tired  eyes  that  beacon  of  old  days. 
Perhaps  —  but  stay  ;  't  is  gone  !  and  yet  once  more  it  lifts 

as  though 
To  meet  our  tardy  blundering  steps,  and  seems  to  move,  and 

lo ! 
Whirls  by  us  in  a  rush  of  sound,  —  the  vanished  funeral 

pyre 
Of  hopes  and  fears  that  twenty  years  burned  in  the  old 

camp-fire  ! 
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For  see,  beyond  the  prospect  spreads,  with,  chimney,  spire, 
and  roof,  — 

Two  iron  bands  across  the  trail  clank  to  our  mustang's  hoof  • 

Above  them  leap  two  blackened  threads  from  limb-lopped 
tree  to  tree, 

To  where  the  whitewashed  station  speeds  its  message  to  the 
sea. 

Rein  in  !  Eein  in  !  The  quest  is  o'er.  The  goal  of  our 
desire 

Is  but  the  train  whose  track  has  lain  across  the  old  camp- 
fire! 
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An  empty  bench,  a  sky  of  grayest  etching, 

A  bare,  bleak  shed  in  blackest  silhouette, 

Twelve  years  of  platform,  and  before  them  stretching 

Twelve  miles  of  prairie  glimmering  through  the  wet. 

North,  south,  east,  west,  —  the  same  dull  gray  persistence 
The  tattered  vapors  of  a  vanished  train, 
The  narrowing  rails  that  meet  to  pierce  the  distance, 
Or  break  the  columns  of  the  far-off  rain. 

Naught  but  myself  ;  nor  form  nor  figure  breaking 
The  long  hushed  level  and  stark  shining  waste ; 
Nothing  that  moves  to  fill  the  vision  aching, 
When  the  last  shadow  fled  in  sullen  haste. 

Nothing  beyond.     Ah  yes !     From  out  the  station 
A  stiff,  gaunt  figure  thrown  against  the  sky, 
Beckoning  me  with  some  wooden  salutation 
Caught  from  his  signals  as  the  train  flashed  by ; 

Yielding  me  place  beside  him  with  dumb  gesture 
Born  of  that  reticence  of  sky  and  air. 
We  sit  apart,  yet  wrapped  in  that  one  vesture 
Of  silence,  sadness,  and  unspoken  care  : 

Each  following  his  own  thought,  —  around  us  darkening 
The  rain-washed  boundaries  and  stretching  track,  — 
Each  following  those  dim  parallels  and  hearkening 
For  long-lost  voices  that  will  not  come  back. 
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Until,  unasked,  —  I  knew  not  why  or  wherefore,  — 
He  yielded,  bit  by  bit,  his  dreary  past, 
Like  gathered  clouds  that  seemed  to  thicken  there  for 
Some  dull  down-dropping  of  their  care  at  last. 

Long  had  he  lived  there.     As  a  boy  had  started 
From  the  stacked  corn  the  Indian's  painted  face ; 
Heard  the  wolves'  howl  the  wearying  waste  that  parted 
His  father's  hut  from  the  last  camping-place. 

Nature  had  mocked  him  :  thrice  had  claimed  the  reaping, 
With  scythe  of  fire,  of  lands  she  once  had  sown ; 
Sent  the  tornado,  round  his  hearthstone  heaping 
Rafters,  dead  faces  that  were  like  his  own. 

Then  came  the  War  Time.     When  its  shadow  beckoned 

He  had  walked  dumbly  where  the  flag  had  led 

Through  swamp  and  fen,  —  unknown,  unpraised,  unreck 

oned, — 
To  famine,  fever,  and  a  prison  bed. 

Till  the  storm  passed,  and  the  slow  tide  returning 
Cast  him,  a  wreck,  beneath  his  native  sky  ; 
Here,  at  his  watch,  gave  him  the  chance  of  earning 
Scant  means  to  live  —  who  won  the  right  to  die. 

All  this  I  heard  —  or  seemed  to  hear  —  half  blending 
With  the  low  murmur  of  the  coming  breeze, 
The  call  of  some  lost  bird,  and  the  unending 
And  tireless  sobbing  of  those  grassy  seas. 

Until  at  last  the  spell  of  desolation 
Broke  with  a  trembling  star  and  far-off  cry. 
The  coming  train  !     I  glanced  around  the  station 
All  was  as  empty  as  the  upper  sky ' 
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Naught  but  myself ;  nor  form  nor  figure  waking 
The  long  hushed  level  and  stark  shining  waste  ; 
Naught  but  myself,  that  cry,  and  the  dull  shaking 
Of  wheel  and  axle,  stopped  in  breathless  haste  ! 

"  Now,  then  —  look    sharp !      Eh,   what  ?     The    Station- 

Master  ? 
Thar 's  none  !     We  stopped  here  of  our  own  accord. 
The  man  got  killed  in  that  down-train  disaster 
This  time  last  evening.     Eight  there !     All  aboard  I  " 
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0  bells  that  rang,  0  bells  that  sang 

Above  the  martyrs'  wilderness, 

Till  from  that  reddened  coast-line  sprang 

The  Gospel  seed  to  cheer  and  bless, 

What  are  your  garnered  sheaves  to-day  ? 

0  Mission  bells  !     Eleison  bells  ! 

0  Mission  bells  of  Monterey  ! 

0  bells  that  crash,  0  bells  that  clash. 
Above  the  chimney-crowded  plain, 
On  wall  and  tower  your  voices  dash, 
But  never  with  the  old  refrain  ; 
In  mart  and  temple  gone  astray ! 
Ye  dangle  bells  !     Ye  jangle  bells  ! 
Ye  wrangle  bells  of  Monterey  ! 

O  bells  that  die,  so  far,  so  nigh, 
Come  back  once  more  across  the  sea ; 
Not  with  the  zealot's  furious  cry, 
Not  with  the  creed's  austerity  ; 
Come  with  His  love  alone  to  stay, 
0  Mission  bells  !     Eleison  bells  ! 
0  Mission  bells  of  Monterey ! 

Note.    This  poem  was  set  to  music  by  Monsieur  Charles  Gounod, 


" CROTALUS " 

(RATTLESNAKE    BAB,    SIEEEAS) 

No  life  in  earth,  or  air,  or  sky ; 
The  sunbeams,  broken  silently, 
On  the  bared  rocks  around  me  lie,  — 

Cold  rocks  with  half-warmed  lichens  scarred, 
And  scales  of  moss ;  and  scarce  a  yard 
Away,  one  long  strip,  yellow-barred. 

Lost  in  a  cleft !     'T  is  but  a  stride 
To  reach  it,  thrust  its  roots  aside, 
And  lift  it  on  thy  stick  astride ! 

Yet  stay  !  That  moment  is  thy  grace ! 
For  round  thee,  thrilling  air  and  space, 
A  chattering  terror  fills  the  place ! 

A  sound  as  of  dry  bones  that  stir 
In  the  Dead  Valley !  By  yon  fir 
The  locust  stops  its  noonday  whir ! 

The  wild  bird  hears  ;  smote  with  the  sound, 

As  if  by  bullet  brought  to  ground, 

On  broken  wing,  dips,  wheeling  round ! 

The  hare,  transfixed,  with  trembling  lip, 
Halts,  breathless,  on  pulsating  hip, 
And  palsied  tread,  and  heels  that  slip. 
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Enough,  old  friend  !  —  't  is  thou.     Forget 
My  heedless  foot,  nor  longer  fret 
The  peace  with  thy  grim  castanet ! 

I  know  thee  !     Yes !     Thou  mayst  forego 
That  lifted  crest ;  the  measured  blow 
Beyond  which  thy  pride  scorns  to  go, 

Or  yet  retract !     For  me  no  spell 

Lights  those  slit  orbs,  where^  some  think,  dwell 

Machicolated  fires  of  hell ! 

I  only  know  thee  humble,  bold, 

Haughty,  with  miseries  untold, 

And  the  old  Curse  that  left  thee  cold, 

And  drove  thee  ever  to  the  sun, 

On  blistering  rocks ;  nor  made  thee  shun 

Our  cabin's  hearth,  when  day  was  done, 

And  the  spent  ashes  warmed  thee  best ; 
We  knew  thee, —  silent,  joyless  guest 
Of  our  rude  ingle.     E'en  thy  quest 

Of  the  rare  milk-bowl  seemed  to  be 
Naught  but  a  brother's  poverty, 
And  Spartan  taste  that  kept  thee  free 

From  lust  and  rapine.     Thou !  whose  fame 
Searchest  the  grass  with  tongue  of  flame, 
Making  all  creatures  seem  thy  game  ; 

When  the  whole  woods  before  thee  run, 
Asked  but  —  when  all  was  said  and  done  — 
To  lie,  untrodden,  in  the  sun ! 


OK  WILLIAM  FEANCTS   BAETLETT 

DEAD    AT    PITTSFIELD,    MASS.,    1876 

0  pooe  Eomancer  —  thou  whose  printed  page, 
Filled  with  rude  speech  and  ruder  forms  of  strife, 
Was  given  to  heroes  in  whose  vulgar  rage 
No  trace  appears  of  gentler  ways  and  life  !  — 

Thou  who  wast  wont  of  commoner  clay  to  build 
Some  rough  Achilles  or  some  Ajax  tall ; 
Thou  whose  free  brush  too  oft  was  wont  to  gild 
Some  single  virtue  till  it  dazzled  all ;  — 

What  right  hast  thou  beside  this  laureled  bier 
Whereon  all  manhood  lies  —  whereon  the  wreath 
Of  Harvard  rests,  the  civic  crown,  and  here 
The  starry  flag,  and  sword  and  jeweled  sheath  ? 

Seest  thou  these  hatchments  ?     Knowest  thou  this  blood 
Nourished  the  heroes  of  Colonial  days  — 
Sent  to  the  dim  and  savage-haunted  wood 
Those  sad-eyed  Puritans  with  hymns  of  praise  ? 

Look  round  thee  !     Everywhere  is  classic  ground. 
There  Greylock  rears.     Beside  yon  silver  "  Bowl  " 
Great  Hawthorne  dwelt,  and  in  its  mirror  found 
Those  quaint,  strange  shapes  that  filled  his  poet's  soul. 

Still  silent,  Stranger  ?     Thou  who  now  and  then 
Touched  the  too  credulous  ear  with  pathos,  canst  not  speak? 
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Hast  lost  thy  ready  skill  of  tongue  and  pen  ? 
What,  Jester !     Tears  upon  that  painted  cheek  ? 

Pardon,  good  friends  !     I  am  not  here  to  mar 

His  laureled  wreaths  with  this  poor  tinseled  crown  — « 

This  man  who  taught  me  how  't  was  better  far 

To  be  the  poem  than  to  write  it  down. 

I  bring  no  lesson.     Well  have  others  preached 
This  sword  that  dealt  full  many  a  gallant  blow ; 
I  come  once  more  to  touch  the  hand  that  reached 
Its  knightly  gauntlet  to  the  vanquished  foe. 

0  pale  Aristocrat,  that  liest  there, 
So  cold,  so  silent !     Couldst  thou  not  in  grace 
Have  borne  with  us  still  longer,  and  so  spare 
The  scorn  we  see  in  that  proud,  placid  face  ? 

"  Hail  and  farewell !  "     So  the  proud  Eoman  cried 
O'er  his  dead  hero.      "  Hail,"  but  not  "  farewell." 
With  each  high  thought  thou  walkest  side  by  side ; 
We  feel  thee,  touch  thee,  know  who  wrought  the  spell ! 
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Did  I  ever  tell  you,  my  dears,  the  way 

That  the  birds  of  Cisseter  —  "  Cisseter !  "  eh  ? 

"Well  "  Ciren-cester  "  —  one  ought  to  say, 

From  "  Castra,"  or  "  Caster," 

As  your  Latin  master 

Will  further  explain  to  you  some  day  ; 

Though  even  the  wisest  err, 

And  Shakespeare  writes  "  Ci-cester," 

"While  every  visitor 

Who  does  n't  say  "  Cissiter  " 

Is  in  "  Ciren-cester  "  considered  astray. 

A  hundred  miles  from  London  town  — 

Where  the  river  goes  curving  and  broadening  down 

From  tree-top  to  spire,  and  spire  to  mast, 

Till  it  tumbles  outright  in  the  Channel  at  last  — 

A  hundred  miles  from  that  flat  foreshore 

That  the  Danes  and  the  Northmen  haunt  no  more  — 

There 's  a  little  cup  in  the  Cotswold  hills 

Which  a  spring  in  a  meadow  bubbles  and  fills, 

Spanned  by  a  heron's  wing —  crossed  by  a  stride  — 

Calm  and  untroubled  by  dreams  of  pride, 

Guiltless  of  Fame  or  ambition's  aims, 

That  is  the  source  of  the  lordly  Thames ! 

Remark  here  again  that  custom  contemns 

Both  "  Tames  "  and  Thames  —  you  must  say  "  Tems  !  " 

But  why  ?  no  matter !  —  from  them  you  can  see 

Cirencester's  tall  spires  loom  up  o'er  the  lea. 
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A.  D.  Five  Hundred  and  Fifty-two, 
The  Saxon  invaders  —  a  terrible  crew  — 
Had  forced  the  lines  of  the  Britons  through ; 
And  Cirencester,  half  mud  and  thatch, 
Dry  and  crisp  as  a  tinder  match, 
Was  fiercely  beleaguered  by  foes,  who  'd  catch 
At  any  device  that  could  harry  and  rout 
The  folk  that  so  boldly  were  holding  out. 

For  the  streets  of  the  town —  as  you  '11  see  to-day  — 

Were  twisted  and  curved  in  a  curious  way 

That  kept  the  invaders  still  at  bay  ; 

And  the  longest  bolt  that  a  Saxon  drew 

Was  stopped  ere  a  dozen  of  yards  it  flew, 

By  a  turn  in  the  street,  and  a  law  so  true 

That  even  these  robbers  —  of  all  laws  scorners !  — 

Knew  you  could  n't  shoot  arrows  around  street  corners. 

So  they  sat  them  down  on  a  little  knoll, 

And  each  man  scratched  his  Saxon  poll, 

And  stared  at  the  sky,  where,  clear  and  high, 

The  birds  of  that  summer  went  singing  by, 

As  if,  in  his  glee,  each  motley  jester 

Were  mocking  the  foes  of  Cirencester, 

Till  the  jeering  crow  and  the  saucy  linnet 

Seemed  all  to  be  saying  :   "  Ah  !  you  're  not  in  it !  " 

High  o'er  their  heads  the  mavis  flew, 
And  the  "  ouzel-cock  so  black  of  hue  ;  " 
And  the  "  throstle,"  with  his  "  note  so  true  " 
(You  remember  what  Shakespeare  says  —  he  knew)  ; 
And  the  soaring  lark,  that  kept  dropping  through 
Like  a  bucket  spilling  in  wells  of  blue ; 
And  the  merlin  —  seen  on  heraldic  panes  — 
With  legs  as  vague  as  the  Queen  of  Spain's ; 
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And  the  dashing  swift  that  would  ricochet 
From  the  tufts  of  grasses  before  them,  yet  — 
Like  bold  Antaeus  —  would  each  time  bring 
New  life  from  the  earth,  barely  touched  by  his  wing ; 
A. rid  the  swallow  and  martlet  that  always  knew 
The  straightest  way  home.     Here  a  Saxon  churl  drew 
His    breath  —  tapped    his     forehead  —  an    idea    had   got 
through  ! 

So  they  brought  them  some  nets,  which  straightway  they 

filled 
With  the  swallows  and  martlets — the  sweet  birds  who  build 
In  the  houses  of  man  — all  that  innocent  guild 
Who  sing  at  their  labor  on  eaves  and  in  thatch  — 
And  they  stuck  on  their  feathers  a  rude  lighted  matcb 
Made  of  resin  and  tow.     Then  they  let  them  all  go 
To  be  free !     As  a  child-like  diversion  ?     Ah,  no  ! 
To  work  Cirencester's  red  ruin  and  woe. 

For  straight  to  each  nest  they  flew,  in  wild  quest 

Of  their  homes  and  their  fledgelings  —  that  they  loved  the 

best ; 
And  straighter  than  arrow  of  Saxon  e'er  sped 
They  shot  o'er  the  curving  streets,  high  overhead, 
Bringing  fire  and  terror  to  roof  tree  and  bed, 
Till  the  town  broke  in  flame,  wherever  they  came, 
To  the  Briton's  red  ruin  —  the  Saxon's  red  shame  ! 

Yet  they  're  all  gone  together  !     To-day  you  '11  dig  up 
From  "  mound  "  or  from  "  barrow  "  some  arrow  or  cup. 
Their  fame  is  forgotten  —  their  story  is  ended  — 
'Neath  the  feet  of  the  race   they  have   mixed  with  and 

blended. 
But  the  birds  are  unchanged  —  the  ouzel-cock  sings, 
Still  gold  on  his  crest  and  still  black  on  his  wings ; 
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And  the  lark  chants  on  high,  p,s  he  mounts  to  the  sky. 
Still  brown  in  his  coat  and  still  dim  in  his  eye ; 
While  the  swallow  or  martlet  is  still  a  free  nester 
In  the  eaves  and  the  roofs  of  thrice-built  Cirencester. 


LINES  TO  A  PORTRAIT,  BY  A  SUPERIOR 
PERSON 

When  I  bought  you  for  a  song, 
Years  ago  —  Lord  knows  how  long !  — 
I  was  struck  —  I  may  he  wrong  — 

By  your  features, 
And  —  a  something  in  your  air 
That  I  could  n't  quite  compare 
To  my  other  plain  or  fair 

Eellow  creatures. 

In  your  simple,  oval  frame 

You  were  not  well  known  to  fame, 

But  to  me  —  't  was  all  the  same  — 

Whoe'er  drew  you ; 
For  your  face  I  can't  forget, 
Though  I  oftentimes  regret 
That,  somehow,  I  never  yet 

Saw  quite  through  you. 

Yet  each  morning,  when  I  rise, 
I  go  first  to  greet  your  eyes; 
And,  in  turn,  you  scrutinize 

My  presentment. 
And  when  shades  of  evening  fall, 
As  you  hang  upon  my  wall, 
You  're  the  last  thing  I  recall 

With  contentment. 
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It  is  weakness,  yet  I  know 
That  I  never  turned  to  go 
Anywhere,  for  weal  or  woe, 

But  I  lingered 
For  one  parting,  thrilling  flash 
From  your  eyes,  to  give  that  dash 
To  the  curl  of  my  mustache, 

That  I  fingered. 

If  to  some  you  may  seem  plain, 
And  when  people  glance  again 
Where  you  hang,  their  lips  refrain 

From  confession ; 
Yet  they  turn  in  stealth  aside, 
And  I  note,  they  try  to  hide 
How  much  they  are  satisfied 

In  expression. 

Other  faces  I  have  seen ; 

Other  forms  have  come  between  ; 

Other  things  I  have,  I  ween, 

Done  and  dared  for  ! 
But  our  ties  they  cannot  sever, 
And,  though  I  should  say  it  never, 
You  're  the  only  one  I  ever 

Really  cared  for ! 

And  you  '11  still  be  hanging  there 
When  we  're  both  the  worse  for  wear, 
And  the  silver 's  on  my  hair 

And  off  your  backing ; 
Yet  my  faith  shall  never  pass 
In  my  dear  old  shaving-glass, 
Till  my  face  and  yours,  alas! 

Both  are  lacking  ! 


HEE  LAST  LETTER 

BEING   A    REPLY    TO    "HIS    ANSWER " 

June  4th  !  Do  you  know  what  that  date  means  ? 

June  4th  !     By  this  air  and  these  pines  ! 
Well,  —  only  you  know  how  I  hate  scenes,  — 

These  might  be  my  very  last  lines ! 
For  perhaps,  sir,  you'll  kindly  remember  — 

If  some  other  things  you've  forgot  — 
That  you  last  wrote  the  4th  of  December,  — 

Just  six  months  ago  !  —  from  this  spot ; 

From  this  spot,  that  you  said  was  "  the  fairest 

For  once  being  held  in  my  thought." 
Now,  really  I  call  that  the  barest 

Of  —  well,  I  won't  say  what  I  ought! 
For  here  I  am  back  from  my  "  riches," 

My  "triumphs,"  my  "  tours,"  and  all  thaty 
And  you  're  not  to  be  found  in  the  ditches 

Or  temples  of  Poverty  Flat ! 

From  Paris  we  went  for  the  season 

To  London,  when  pa  wired,  "  Stop." 
Mama  says  "  his  health  "  was  the  reason. 

(I  've  heard  that  some  things  took  a  "  drop.") 
But  she  said  if  my  patience  I  'd  summon 

I  could  go  back  with  him  to  the  Flat  — 
Perhaps  I  was  thinking  of  some  one 

Who  of  me  —  well  —  was  not  thinking  that  ! 
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Of  course  you  will  say  that  I  "  never 

Replied  to  the  letter  you  wrote." 
That  is  just  like  a  man  !    But,  however, 

I  read  it  —  or  how  could  I  quote  ? 
And  as  to  the  stories  you  've  heard  (No, 

Don't  tell  me  you  have  n't  —  I  know  !), 
You  '11  not  believe  one  blessed  word,  Joe  ; 

But  just  whence  they  came,  let  them  go ! 

And  they  came  from  Sade  Lotski  of  Yolo, 

Whose  father  sold  clothes  on  the  Bar  — • 
You  called  him  Job-lotski,  you  know,  Joe, 

And  the  boys  said  her  value  was  par. 
Well,  we  met  her  in  Paris  —  just  flaring 

With  diamonds,  and  lost  in  a  hat ! 
And  she  asked  me  "  How  Joseph  was  faring 

In  his  love-suit  on  Poverty  Plat !  " 

She  thought  it  would  shame  me  !     I  met  her 

With  a  look,  Joe,  that  made  her  eyes  drop } 
And  I  said  that  your  "  love-suit  fared  better 

Than  any  suit  out  of  their  shop  !  " 
And  I  did  n't  blush  then  —  as  I  'm  doing 

To  find  myself  here,  all  alone, 
And  left,  Joe,  to  do  all  the  "  sueing  " 

To  a  lover  that 's  certainly  flown. 

In  this  brand-new  hotel,  called  "  The  Lily  " 

(I  wonder  who  gave  it  that  name  ?), 
I  really  am  feeling  quite  silly, 

To  think  I  was  once  called  the  same ; 
And  I  stare  from  its  windows,  and  fancy 

I  'm  labeled  to  each  passer-by. 
Ah  !  gone  is  the  old  necromancy, 

For  nothing  seems  right  to  my  eye. 
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On  that  hill  there  are  stores  that  I  knew  not ; 

There  's  a  street  —  where  I  once  lost  my  way ; 
And  the  copse  where  you  once  tied  my  shoe-knot 

Is  shamelessly  open  as  day  ! 
And  that  bank  by  the  spring  —  I  once  drank  there, 

And  you  called  the  place  Eden,  you  know ; 
Now  I  'm  banished  like  Eve  —  though  the  bank  there 

Is  belonging  to  "  Adams  and  Co." 

There  's  the  rustle  of  silk  on  the  sidewalk ; 

Just  now  there  passed  by  a  tall  hat ; 
But  there  7s  gloom  in  this  "  boom  "  and  this  wild  talk 

Of  the  "  future  "  of  Poverty  Elat. 
There 's  a  decorous  chill  in  the  air,  Joe, 

Where  once  we  were  simple  and  free ; 
And  I  hear  they  've  been  making  a  mayor,  Joe, 

Of  the  man  who  shot  Sandy  McGee. 

But  there  's  still  the  "  lap,  lap  "  of  the  river ; 

There  's  the  song  of  the  pines,  deep  and  low. 
(How  my  longing  for  them  made  me  quiver 

In  the  park  that  they  call  Fontainebleau !) 
There  's  the  snow-peak  that  looked  on  our  dances, 

And  blushed  when  the  morning  said,  "  Go  !  " 
There  's  a  lot  that  remains  which  one  fancies  — 

But  somehow  there 's  never  a  Joe  ! 

Perhaps,  on  the  whole,  it  is  better, 

Eor  you  might  have  been  changed  like  the  rest ; 
Though  it 's  strange  that  I  'm  trusting  this  letter 

To  papa,  just  to  have  it  addressed. 
He  thinks  he  may  find  you,  and  really 

Seems  kinder  now  I  'm  all  alone. 
You  might  have  been  here,  Joe,  if  merely 

To  look  what  I  'm  willing  to  own. 
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Well,  well !  that  's  all  past ;  so  good-night,  Joe  ; 

Good-night  to  the  river  and  Flat ; 
Good-night  to  what 's  wrong  and  what 's  right,  Joe ; 

Good-night  to  the  past,  and  all  that  — 
To  Harrison's  barn,  and  its  dancers  ; 

To  the  moon,  and  the  white  peak  of  snow  ; 
And  good-night  to  the  canon  that  answers 

My  "  Joe !  "  with  its  echo  of  "  No  ! " 

p.  s. 
I  've  just  got  your  note.     You  deceiver  ! 

How  dared  you  —  how  could  you  ?     Oh,  Joe  ! 
To  think  I  've  been  kept  a  believer 

In  things  that  were  six  months  ago ! 
And  it 's  you  've  built  this  house,  and  the  bank,  too, 

And  the  mills,  and  the  stores,  and  all  that ! 
And  for  everything  changed  I  must  thank  you, 

Who  have  "  struck  it "  on  Poverty  Flat ! 

How  dared  you  get  rich  —  you  great  stupid  !  — 

Like  papa,  and  some  men  that  I  know, 
Instead  of  just  trusting  to  Cupid 

And  to  me  for  your  money  ?     Ah,  Joe  ! 
Just  to  think  you  sent  never  a  word,  dear, 

Till  you  wrote  to  papa  for  consent ! 
Now  I  know  why  they  had  me  transferred  here, 

And  "  the  health  of  papa  "  > —  what  that  meant ! 

.Now  I  know  why  they  call  this  "  The  Lily  ; " 

Why  the  man  who  shot  Sandy  McGee 
You  made  mayor  !  'T  was  because  —  oh,  you  silly  !  — 

He  once  "  went  down  the  middle  "  with  me  ! 
I  've  been  fooled  to  the  top  of  my  bent  here, 

So  come,  and  ask  pardon  —  you  know 
That  you  've  still  got  to  get  my  consent,  dear ! 

And  just  think  what  that  echo  said  —  Joe  ! 


V.   PAKODIES 
BEFORE   THE   CUBTAIN" 

Behind  the  footlights  hangs  the  rusty  baize, 
A  trifle  shabby  in  the  upturned  blaze 
Of  flaring  gas  and  curious  eyes  that  gaze. 

The  stage,  methinks,  perhaps  is  none  too  wide, 

And  hardly  fit  for  royal  Bichard's  stride, 

Or  Ealstaff's  bulk,  or  Denmark's  youthful  pride. 

Ah,  well !  no  passion  walks  its  humble  boards ; 
O'er  it  no  king  nor  valiant  Hector  lords : 
The  simplest  skill  is  all  its  space  affords. 

The  song  and  jest,  the  dance  and  trifling  play, 
The  local  hit  at  follies  of  the  day, 
The  trick  to  pass  an  idle  hour  away,  — 

For  these  no  trumpets  that  announce  the  Moor, 
No  blast  that  makes  the  hero's  welcome  sure,— 
A  single  fiddle  in  the  overture  1 


TO   THE   PLIOCENE    SKULL* 

(a  geological  addkess) 

"  Speak,  0  man,  less  recent !     Fragmentary  fossil ! 
Primal  pioneer  of  pliocene  formation, 
Hid  in  lowest  drifts  below  the  earliest  stratum 
Of  volcanic  tufa  ! 

<l  Older  than  the  beasts,  the  oldest  Palaeotherium  ; 
Older  than  the  trees,  the  oldest  Cryptogam1' ; 
Older  than  the  hills,  those  infantile  eruptions 
Of  earth's  epidermis  ! 

"  Eo  —  Mio  —  Plio  —  whatsoe'er  the  '  cene  '  was 
That  those  vacant  sockets  filled  with  awe  and  wonder,  - 
Whether  shores  Devonian  or  Silurian  beaches,  — 
Tell  us  thy  strange  story  ! 

"  Or  has  the  professor  slightly  antedated 
By  some  thousand  years  thy  advent  on  this  planet, 
Giving  thee  an  air  that 's  somewhat  better  fitted 
For  cold-blooded  creatures  ? 

"  Wert  thou  true  spectator  of  that  mighty  forest 
When  above  thy  head  the  stately  Sigillaria 
Beared  its  columned  trunks  in  that  remote  and  distant 
Carboniferous  epoch  ? 

1  See  page  327. 
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*  Tell  us  of  that  scene,  —  the  dim  and  watery  woodland, 
Songless,  silent,  hushed,  with  never  bird  or  insect, 
Veiled  with  spreading  fronds  and  screened  with  tall  club* 
mosses, 
Lycopodiacea,  — 

"  When  beside  thee  walked  the  solemn  Plesiosaurus, 
And  around  thee  crept  the  festive  Ichthyosaurus, 
While  from  time  to  time  above  thee  flew  and  circled 
Cheerful  Pterodactyls. 

"  Tell  us  of  thy  food,  —  those  half -marine  refections, 
Crinoids  on  the  shell  and  Brachipods  au  naturel,  — 
Cuttlefish  to  which  the  pieuvre  of  Victor  Hugo 
Seems  a  periwinkle. 

"  Speak,  thou  awful  vestige  of  the  earth's  creation, 
Solitary  fragment  of  remains  organic  ! 
Tell  the  wondrous  secret  of  thy  past  existence,  — 
Speak  !  thou  oldest  primate  !  " 

Even  as  I  gazed,  a  thrill  of  the  maxilla, 
And  a  lateral  movement  of  the  condyloid  process, 
With  post-pliocene  sounds  of  healthy  mastication, 
Ground  the  teeth  together. 

And  from  that  imperfect  dental  exhibition, 
Stained  with  express  juices  of  the  weed  nicotian, 
Came  these  hollow  accents,  blent  with  softer  murmurs 
Of  expectoration  : 

u  Which  my  name  is  Bowers,  and  my  crust  was  busted 
Falling  down  a  shaft  in  Calaveras  County ; 
But  I  'd  take  it  kindly  if  you  'd  send  the  pieces 
Home  to  old  Missouri  I " 


THE   BALLAD  OP   ME.  COOKE 

(a.  legend  of  the  cliff  house,  san  francisco) 

Where  the  sturdy  ocean  breeze 
Drives  the  spray  of  roaring  seas, 
That  the  Cliff  House  balconies 

Overlook : 
There,  in  spite  of  rain  that  balked, 
With  his  sandals  duly  chalked, 
Once  upon  a  tight-rope,  walked 

Mr.  Cooke. 

But  the  jester's  lightsome  mien, 
And  his  spangles  and  his  sheen, 
All  had  vanished  when  the  scene 

He  forsook. 
Yet  in  some  delusive  hope, 
In  some  vague  desire  to  cope, 
One  still  came  to  view  the  rope 

Walked  by  Cooke. 


Amid  Beauty's  bright  array, 
On  that  strange  eventful  day, 
Partly  hidden  from  the  spray, 

In  a  nook, 
Stood  Morinda  Vere  de  Vere  ; 
Who,  with  wind-disheveled  hair, 
And  a  rapt,  distracted  air, 

Gazed  on  Cooke. 
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Then  she  turned,  and  quickly  cried 

To  her  lover  at  her  side, 

While  her  form  with  love  and  pride 

Wildly  shook: 
"  Clifford  Snook  !  oh,  hear  me  now ! 
Here  I  break  each  plighted  vow  ; 
There 's  but  one  to  whom  I  bow, 

And  that's  Cooke  1^ 

Haughtily  that  young  man  spoke  : 
"  I  descend  from  noble  folk  ; 
'  Seven  Oaks,'  and  then  '  Se'nnoak,' 

Lastly  '  Snook,' 
Is  the  way  my  name  I  trace. 
Shall  a  youth  of  noble  race 
In  affairs  of  love  give  place 

To  a  Cooke  ?  " 

te  Clifford  Snook,  I  know  thy  claim 
To  that  lineage  and  name, 
And  I  think  I  've  read  the  same 

In  Home  Tooke ; 
But  I  swear,  by  all  divine, 
Never,  never,  to  be  thine, 
Till  thou  canst  upon  yon  line 

Walk  like  Cooke." 

Though  to  that  gymnastic  feat 
He  no  closer  might  compete 
Than  to  strike  a  balance-sheet 

In  a  book ; 
Yet  thenceforward  from  that  day 
He  his  figure  would  display 
In  some  wild  athletic  way, 

After  Cooke. 
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On  some  household  eminence, 
On  a  clothes-line  or  a  fence, 
Over  ditches,  drains,  and  thence 

O'er  a  brook, 
He,  by  high  ambition  led, 
Ever  walked  and  balanced, 
Till  the  people,  wondering,  said, 

"How  like  Cooke!" 

Step  by  step  did  he  proceed, 
Nerved  by  valor,  not  by  greed, 
And  at  last  the  crowning  deed 

Undertook. 
Misty  was  the  midnight  air, 
And  the  cliff  was  bleak  and  bare, 
When  he  came  to  do  and  dare, 

Just  like  Cooka. 

Through  the  darkness,  o'er  the  flow, 
Stretched  the  line  where  he  should  go, 
Straight  across  as  flies  the  crow 

Or  the  rook. 
One  wild  glance  around  he  cast ; 
Then  he  faced  the  ocean  blast, 
And  he  strode  the  cable  last 

Touched  by  Cooke. 

Vainly  roared  the  angry  seas, 
Vainly  blew  the  ocean  breeze ; 
But,  alas !  the  walker's  knees 

Had  a  crook ; 
And  before  he  reached  the  rock 
Did  they  both  together  knock, 
And  he  stumbled  with  a  shock  — 

Unlike  Cooke  I 
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Downward  dropping  in  the  dark, 
Like  an  arrow  to  its  mark, 
Or  a  fish-pole  when  a  shark 

Bites  the  hook, 
Dropped  the  pole  he  could  not  save, 
Dropped  the  walker,  and  the  wave 
Swift  engulfed  the  rival  brave 

Of  J.  Cooke! 

Came  a  roar  across  the  sea 
Of  sea-lions  in  their  glee, 
In  a  tongue  remarkably 

Like  Chinook; 
And  the  maddened  sea-gull  seemed 
Still  to  utter,  as  he  screamed, 
Si  Perish  thus  the  wretch  who  deemed 

Himself  Cooke ! n 

But  on  misty  moonlit  nights 
Comes  a  skeleton  in  tights, 
Walks  once  more  the  giddy  heights 

He  mistook; 
And  unseen  to  mortal  eyes, 
Purged  of  grosser  earthly  ties, 
Now  at  last  in  spirit  guise 

Outdoes  Cooke. 
•         •••■»•• 
Still  the  sturdy  ocean  breeze 
Sweeps  the  spray  of  roaring  seas, 
Where  the  Cliff  House  balconies 

Overlook  ; 
And  the  maidens  in  their  prime, 
Beading  of  this  mournful  rhyme, 
Weep  where,  in  the  olden  time, 

Walked  J.  Cooke. 


THE  BALLAD  OF  THE  EMEU 

Oh,  say,  have  you  seen  at  the  Willows  so  green  — = 

So  charming  and  rurally  true  — 
A  singular  bird,  with  a  manner  absurd, 

Which  they  call  the  Australian  Emeu  ? 

Have  you 

Ever  seen  this  Australian  Emeu  ? 

It  trots  all  around  with  its  head  on  the  ground, 

Or  erects  it  quite  out  of  your  view  ; 
And  the  ladies  all  cry,  when  its  figure  they  spy, 

"  Oh  !  what  a  sweet  pretty  Emeu  ! 

Oh!  do 

Just  look  at  that  lovely  Emeu !  " 

One  day  to  this  spot,  when  the  weather  was  hot, 

Came  Matilda  Hortense  Fortescue  ; 
And  beside  her  there  came  a  youth  of  high  name,  -= 

Augustus  Florell  Montague: 

The  two 

Both  loved  that  wild,  foreign  Emeu. 

With  two  loaves  of  bread  then  they  fed  it,  instead 

Of  the  flesh  of  the  white  Cockatoo, 
Which  once  was  its  food  in  that  wild  neighborhood 

Where  ranges  the  sweet  Kangaroo, 

That  too 

Is  game  for  the  famous  Emeu  ! 

Old  saws  and  gimlets  but  its  appetite  whets, 
Like  the  world-famous  bark  of  Peru  j 
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There 's  nothing  so  hard  that  the  hird  will  discard, 
And  nothing  its  taste  will  eschew 

That  you 
Can  give  that  long-legged  Emeu ! 

The  time  slipped  away  in  this  innocent  play, 
When  up  jumped  the  hold  Montague : 
ft  Where 's  that  specimen  pin  that  I  gayly  did  win 
In  raffle,  and  gave  unto  you, 

Fortescue  ?  " 
No  word  spoke  the  guilty  Emeu ! 

•'  Quick  !  tell  me  his  name  whom  thou  gavest  that  same. 
Ere  these  hands  in  thy  blood  I  imbrue !  " 

"  Nay,  dearest,"  she  cried,  as  she  clung  to  his  side, 
"  I  'm  innocent  as  that  Emeu  !  " 

"Adieu!" 
He  replied,  "  Miss  M.  H.  Fortescue !  " 

Down  she  dropped  at  his  feet,  all  as  white  as  a  sheet, 

As  wildly  he  fled  from  her  view ; 
He  thought 't  was  her  sin,  —  for  he  knew  not  the  pin 

Had  been  gobbled  up  by  the  Emeu  ; 

All  through 

The  voracity  of  that  Emeu  1 


MBS.   JTJDGE  JENKINS 
(being  t6e   only  genuine  sequel  to  "maud  MU& 

LER  ") 

Maud  Mullek  all  that  summer  day 
Baked  the  meadow  sweet  with  hay ; 

Yet,  looking  down  the  distant  lane, 
She  hoped  the  Judge  would  come  again. 

But  when  he  came,  with  smile  and  how, 

Maud  only  blushed,  and  stammered,  "  Ha-ow  ?  n 

And  spoke  of  her  "  pa,"  and  wondered  whether 
He  'd  give  consent  they  should  wed  together. 

Old  Muller  burst  in  tears,  and  then 

Begged  that  the  Judge  would  lend  him  "  ten ; " 

For  trade  was  dull,  and  wages  low, 

And  the  "  craps,"  this  year,  were  somewhat  slow. 

And  ere  the  languid  summer  died, 
Sweet  Maud  became  the  Judge's  bride. 

But  on  the  day  that  they  were  mated, 
Maud's  brother  Bob  was  intoxicated; 

And  Maud's  relations,  twelve  in  all, 
Were  very  drunk  at  the  Judge's  hall 
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And  when  the  summer  came  again, 
The  young  bride  bore  him  babies  twain ; 

And  the  Judge  was  blest,  but  thought  it  strange 
That  bearing  children  made  such  a  change ; 

For  Maud  grew  broad  and  red  and  stout, 
And  the  waist  that  his  arm  once  clasped  about 

Was  more  than  he  now  could  span  ;  and  he 
Sighed  as  he  pondered,  ruefully, 

How  that  which  in  Maud  was  native  grace 
In  Mrs.  Jenkins  was  out  of  place  ; 

And  thought  of  the  twins,  and  wished  that  they 
Looked  less  like  the  men  who  raked  the  hay 

On  Muller's  farm,  and  dreamed  with  pain 
Of  the  day  he  wandered  down  the  lane. 

And  looking  down  that  dreary  track,  *■ 

He  half  regretted  that  he  came  back ; 

For,  had  he  waited,  he  might  have  wed 
Some  maiden  fair  and  thoroughbred ; 

For  there  be  women  fair  as  she, 
Whose  verbs  and  nouns  do  more  agree. 

Alas  for  maiden  !  alas  for  judge  ! 

And  the  sentimental,  —  that 's  one-half  '•  fudge  ;  • 

For  Maud  soon  thought  the  Judge  a  bore, 
With  all  his  learning  and  all  his  lore ; 
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And  the  Judge  would  have  bartered  Maud's  fair  face 
For  more  refinement  and  social  grace. 

If,  of  all  words  of  tongue  and  pen, 
The  saddest  are,  "  It  might  have  been," 

More  sad  are  these  we  daily  see : 
M  It  is,  but  had  n't  ought  to  be." 


A  GEOLOGICAL   MADEIGAL 

I  have  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair ; 

I  know  where  the  fossils  abound, 
Where  the  footprints  of  Aves  declare 

The  birds  that  once  walked  on  the  ground. 
Oh,  come,  and  —  in  technical  speech  — 

We  '11  walk  this  Devonian  shore, 
Or  on  some  Silurian  beach 

We  '11  wander,  my  love,  evermore. 

I  will  show  thee  the  sinuous  track 

By  the  slow-moving  Annelid  made, 
Or  the  Trilobite  that,  farther  back, 

In  the  old  Potsdam  sandstone  was  laid ; 
Thou  shalt  see,  in  his  Jurassic  tomb, 

The  Plesiosaurus  embalmed ; 
In  his  Oolitic  prime  and  his  bloom, 

Iguanodon  safe  and  unharmed. 

You  wished  —  I  remember  it  well, 

And  I  loved  you  the  more  for  that  wish  v 
For  a  perfect  cystedian  shell 

And  a  whole  holocephalic  fish. 
And  oh,  if  Earth's  strata  contains 

In  its  lowest  Silurian  drift, 
Or  palaeozoic  remains 

The  same,  't  is  your  lover's  free  gift  I 

Then  come,  love,  and  never  say  nay, 
But  calm  all  your  maidenly  fears ; 
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We  '11  note,  love,  in  one  summer's  day 
The  record  of  millions  of  years ; 

And  though  the  Darwinian  plan 
Your  sensitive  feelings  may  shock, 

We  '11  find  the  beginning  of  man, 
Our  fossil  ancestors,  in  rock ! 


AVITOR 

(an  aerial  ketkospect) 

What  was  it  filled  my  youthful  dreams, 
In  place  of  Greek  or  Latin  themes, 
Or  beauty's  wild,  bewildering  beams  ? 
Avitor ! 

What  visions  and  celestial  scenes 
I  filled  with  aerial  machines, 
Montgolfier's  and  Mr.  Green's  ! 
Avitor ! 

What  fairy  tales  seemed  things  of  course  2 
The  roc  that  brought  Sindbad  across, 
The  Calendar's  own  winged  horse ! 
Avitor ! 

How  many  things  I  took  for  facts,  — 
Icarus  and  his  conduct  lax, 
And  how  he  sealed  his  fate  with  wax ! 
Avitor ! 

The  first  balloons  I  sought  to  sail, 
Soap-bubbles  fair,  but  all  too  frail, 
Or  kites,  —  but  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 
Avitor ! 

What  made  me  launch  from  attic  tall 
A  kitten  and  a  parasol, 
And  watch  their  bitter,  frightful  fall  ? 
Avitor ! 
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What  youthful  dreams  of  high  renown 
Bade  me  inflate  the  parson's  gown, 
That  went  not  up,  nor  yet  came  down  ? 
Avitor ! 

My  first  ascent  I  may  not  tell ; 
Enough  to  know  that  in  that  well 
My  first  high  aspirations  fell. 

Avitor  1 

My  other  failures  let  me  pass : 
The  dire  explosions,  aud,  alas  ! 
The  friends  I  choked  with  noxious  ga&, 
Avitor  1 

For  lo !  I  see  perfected  rise 
The  vision  of  my  boyish  eyes, 
The  messenger  of  upper  skies. 

Avitor ! 


THE  WILLOWS 

(AFTEK    EDGAE    ALLAN    POE) 

The  skies  they  were  ashen  and  sober, 

The  streets  they  were  dirty  and  drear; 
It  was  night  in  the  month  of  October, 

Of  my  most  immemorial  year. 
Like  the  skies,  I  was  perfectly  sober, 

As  I  stopped  at  the  mansion  of  Shear,  — » 
At  the  Nightingale,  —  perfectly  sober, 

And  the  willowy  woodland  down  here. 

Here,  once  in  an  alley  Titanic 

Of  Ten-pins,  I  roamed  with  my  soul,  — 

Of  Ten-pins,  with  Mary,  my  soul ; 
They  were  days  when  my  heart  was  volcanic, 

And  impelled  me  to  frequently  roll, 

And  made  me  resistlessly  roll, 
Till  my  ten-strikes  created  a  panic 

In  the  realms  of  the  Boreal  pole,  — 
Till  my  ten-strikes  created  a  panic 

With  the  monkey  atop  of  his  pole. 

I  repeat,  I  was  perfectly  sober, 

But  my  thoughts  they  were  palsied  and  sear,  • 

My  thoughts  were  decidedly  queer ; 
For  I  knew  not  the  month  was  October, 

And  I  marked  not  the  night  of  the  year ; 
I  forgot  that  sweet  morceau  of  Auber 

That  the  band  oft  performed  down  here, 
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And  I  mixed  the  sweet  music  of  Auber 
With  the  Nightingale's  music  by  Shear. 

And  now  as  the  night  was  senescent, 
And  star-dials  pointed  to  morn, 
And  car-drivers  hinted  of  morn, 

At  the  end  of  the  path  a  liquescent 
And  bibulous  lustre  was  born ; 

'T  was  made  by  the  bar-keeper  present, 
Who  mixed  a  duplicate  horn,  — 

His  two  hands  describing  a  crescent 
Distinct  with  a  duplicate  horn. 

And  I  said :   "This  looks  perfectly  regal, 
2?or  it 's  warm,  and  I  know  I  feel  dry,  — = 
I  am  confident  that  I  feel  dry. 

We  have  come  past  the  emeu  and  eagle, 
And  watched  the  gay  monkey  on  high ; 

Let  us  drink  to  the  emeu  and  eagle, 

To  the  swan  and  the  monkey  on  high,— 
To  the  eagle  and  monkey  on  high ; 

For  this  bar-keeper  will  not  inveigle, 
Bully  boy  with  the  vitreous  eye,  — 

He  surely  would  never  inveigle, 

Sweet  youth  with  the  crystalline  eye." 

But  Mary,  uplifting  her  finger, 

Said  :  "  Sadly  this  bar  I  mistrust,  — 
I  fear  that  this  bar  does  not  trust. 

Oh,  hasten  !  oh,  let  us  not  linger  ! 

Oh,  fly,  —  let  us  fly,  —  ere  we  must !  " 

In  terror  she  cried,  letting  sink  her 
Parasol  till  it  trailed  in  the  dust ; 

In  agony  sobbed,  letting  sink  her 
Parasol  till  it  trailed  in  the  dust,  — 
Till  it  sorrowfully  trailed  in  the  dust. 
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Then  I  pacified  Mary  and  kissed  her, 
And  tempted  her  into  the  room, 
And  conquered  her  scruples  and  gloom ; 

And  we  passed  to  the  end  of  the  vista, 

But  were  stopped  by  the  warning  of  doom,  — > 
By  some  words  that  were  warning  of  doom. 

And  I  said,  "  What  is  written,  sweet  sister, 
At  the  opposite  end  of  the  room  ?  " 

She  sobbed,  as  she  answered,  "  All  liquors 
Must  be  paid  for  ere  leaving  the  room." 

Then  my  heart  it  grew  ashen  and  sober, 
As  the  streets  were  deserted  and  drear, 
For  my  pockets  were  empty  and  drear  ; 

And  I  cried  :  "  It  was  surely  October, 
On  this  very  night  of  last  year, 
That  I  journeyed,  I  journeyed  down  here,  — 
That  I  brought  a  fair  maiden  down  here, 
On  this  night  of  all  nights  in  the  year  1 
Ah  !  to  me  that  inscription  is  clear ; 

Well  I  know  now,  I  'm  perfectly  sober, 
Why  no  longer  they  credit  me  here,  — 

Well  I  know  now  that  music  of  Auber, 
And  this  Nightingale,  kept  by  one  Shear." 


NOKTH   BEACH 

(aftek  spbnsbr) 

Lo !  where  the  castle  of  bold  Pfeiffer  throws 

Its  sulleD  shadow  on  the  rolling  tide,  — 

No  more  the  home  where  joy  and  wealth  repose, 

But  now  where  wassailers  in  cells  abide ; 

See  yon  long  quay  that  stretches  far  and  wide, 

Well  known  to  citizens  as  wharf  of  Meiggs  : 

There  each  sweet  Sabbath  walks  in  maiden  pride 

The  pensive  Margaret,  and  brave  Pat,  whose  legs 

Encased  in  broadcloth  oft  keep  time  with  Peg's. 

Here  cometh  oft  the  tender  nursery-maid, 
While  in  her  ear  her  love  his  tale  doth  pour ; 
Meantime  her  infant  doth  her  charge  evade, 
And  rambleth  sagely  on  the  sandy  shore, 
Till  the  sly  sea-crab,  low  in  ambush  laid, 
Seizeth  his  leg  and  biteth  him  full  sore. 
Ah  me  !  what  sounds  the  shuddering  echoes  bore 
When  his  small  treble  mixed  with  Ocean's  roar  I 

Hard  by  there  stands  an  ancient  hostelrie, 

And  at  its  side  a  garden,  where  the  bear, 

The  stealthy  catamount,  and  coon  agree 

To  work  deceit  on  all  who  gather  there ; 

And  when  Augusta  —  that  unconscious  fair  — 

With  nuts  and  apples  plieth  Bruin  free, 

Lo  !  the  green  parrot  claweth  her  back  hair, 

And  the  gray  monkey  grabbeth  fruits  that  she 

On  her  gay  bonnet  wears,  and  laugheth  loud  in  glee ! 


THE   LOST  TAILS   OE  MILETUS 

High   on  the  Thracian  hills,  half  hid  in  the  billows  of 

clover, 
Thyme,  and  the  asphodel  blooms,  and  lulled  by  Pactolian 

streamlet, 
She  of  Miletus  lay,  and  beside  her  an  aged  satyr 
Scratched  his  ear  with  his  hoof,  and  playfully  mumbled  his 

chestnuts. 

Vainly  the  Maenid  and  the  Bassarid  gamboled  about  her, 

The  free-eyed  Bacchante  sang,  and  Pan  —  the  renowned, 
the  accomplished  — 

Executed  his  difficult  solo.  In  vain  were  their  gambols 
and  dances ; 

High  o'er  the  Thracian  hills  rose  the  voice  of  the  shep- 
herdess, wailing : 

"  Ai  !  for  the  fleecy  flocks,  the  meek-nosed,  the  passionless 
faces ; 

Ai!  for  the  tallow-scented,  the  straight-tailed,  the  high- 
stepping  ; 

Ai  !  for  the  timid  glance,  which  is  that  which  the  rustic, 
sagacious, 

Applies  to  him  who  loves  but  may  not  declare  his  passion  !  " 

Her  then  Zeus  answered  slow  :   "  0  daughter  of  song  and 

sorrow, 
Hapless  tender  of  sheep,  arise  from  thy  long  lamentation ! 
Since  thou  canst  not  trust  fate,   nor  behave  as  becomes 

a  Greek  maiden, 
Look  and  behold  thy  sheep."     And  lo  !  they  returned  to 

her  tailless ! 


THE   KITUALIST 
(by  a  communicant  of  "st.  jambs's") 

He  wore,  I  think,  a  chasuble,  the  day  when  first  we  met ; 

A  stole  and  snowy  alb  likewise,  —  I  recollect  it  yet. 

He  called  me  "  daughter,"  as  he  raised  his  jeweled  hand  to 
bless ; 

And  then,  in  thrilling  undertones,  he  asked,  "  Would  I  con- 
fess?" 

0  mother  dear !  blame  not  your  child,  if  then  on  bended 

knees 

1  dropped,  and  thought  of  Abelard,  and  also  Eloise ', 

Or  when,  beside  the  altar  high,  he  bowed  before  the  pyx, 
I  envied  that  seraphic  kiss  he  gave  the  crucifix. 

The  cruel  world  may  think  it  wrong,  perhaps  may  deem  me 
weak, 

And,  speaking  of  that  sainted  man,  may  call  his  conduct 
"  cheek ;  " 

And,  like  that  wicked  barrister  whom  Cousin  Harry  quotes, 

May  term  his  mixed  chalice  "  grog,"  his  vestments  "  petti- 
coats ;  " 

But,  whatsoe'er  they  do  or  say,  I  '11  build  a  Christian's  hope 
On  incense  and  on  altar-lights,  on  chasuble  and  cope. 
Let  others  prove,  by  precedent,  the  faith  that  they  profess : 
"  His  can't  be  wrong  "  that 's  symbolized  by  such  becoming 
dress. 


A  MOEAL  VINDICATOR 

If  Mr.  Jones,  Lycurgus  B., 
Had  one  peculiar  quality, 
'T  was  his  severe  advocacy 
Of  conjugal  fidelity. 

His  views  of  heaven  were  very  frees 
His  views  of  life  were  painfully 
Ridiculous  ;  but  fervently 
He  dwelt  on  marriage  sanctity. 

He  frequently  went  on  a  spree  ; 
But  in  his  wildest  revelry, 
On  this  especial  subject  he 
Betrayed  no  ambiguity. 

And  though  at  times  Lycurgus  B. 
Did  lay  his  hands  not  lovingly 
Upon  his  wife,  the  sanctity 
Of  wedlock  was  his  guaranty. 

But  Mrs.  Jones  declined  to  see 
Affairs  in  the  same  light  as  he, 
And  quietly  got  a  decree 
Divorcing  her  from  that  L.  B. 

And  what  did  Jones,  Lycurgus  B., 
With  his  known  idiosyncrasy  ? 
He  smiled,  —  a  bitter  smile  to  see,  — 
And  drew  the  weapon  of  Bowie. 
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He  did  what  Sickles  did  to  Key,  — 
What  Cole  on  Hiscock  wrought,  did  he  3 
In  fact,  on  persons  twenty-three 
He  proved  the  marriage  sanctity. 

The  counselor  who  took  the  fee, 
The  witnesses  and  referee, 
The  judge  who  granted  the  decree, 
Died  in  that  wholesale  hutchery. 

And  then  when  Jones,  Lycurgus  B., 
Had  wiped  the  weapon  of  Bowie, 
Twelve  jurymen  did  instantly 
Acquit  and  set  Lycurgus  free. 


CALIFORNIA  MADRIGAL 

(on  the  approach  of  spking) 

Oh,  come,  my  beloved,  from  thy  winter  abode, 
From  thy  home  on  the  Yuba,  thy  ranch  overflowed; 
For  the  waters  have  fallen,  the  winter  has  fled, 
And  the  river  once  more  has  returned  to  its  bed. 

Oh,  mark  how  the  spring  in  its  beauty  is  near ! 
How  the  fences  and  tules  once  more  reappear ! 
How  soft  lies  the  mud  on  the  banks  of  yon  slough 
By  the  hole  in  the  levee  the  waters  broke  through  I 

All  nature,  dear  Chloris,  is  blooming  to  greet 
The  glance  of  your  eye  and  the  tread  of  your  feet ; 
For  the  trails  are  all  open,  the  roads  are  all  free, 
And  the  highwayman's  whistle  is  heard  on  the  lea. 

Again  swings  the  lash  on  the  high  mountain  trail, 
And  the  pipe  of  the  packer  is  scenting  the  gale ; 
The  oath  and  the  jest  ringing  high  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  the  smut  is  not  always  confined  to  the  grain. 

Once  more  glares  the  sunlight  on  awning  and  roof, 
Once  more  the  red  clay  ;s  pulverized  by  the  hoof, 
Once  more  the  dust  powders  the  "  outsides  "  with  red, 
Once  more  at  the  station  the  whiskey  is  spread. 

Then  fly  with  me,  love,  ere  the  summer 's  begun, 
And  the  mercury  mounts  to  one  hundred  and  one ; 
Ere  the  grass  now  so  green  shall  be  withered  and  sear, 
In  the  spring  that  obtains  but  one  month  in  the  year. 


WHAT  THE  ENGINES  SAID 

{opening  of  the  pacific  railroad) 

What  was  it  the  Engines  said, 
Pilots  touching,  —  head  to  head 
Facing  on  the  single  track, 
Half  a  world  behind  each  back  ? 
This  is  what  the  Engines  said, 
Unreported  and  unread. 

With  a  prefatory  screech, 
In  a  florid  Western  speech, 
Said  the  Engine  from  the  West  : 
"  I  ant  from  Sierra's  crest ; 
And  if  altitude 's  a  test, 
Why,  I  reckon,  it's  confessed 
That  I  've  done  my  level  best." 

Said  the  Engine  from  the  East  : 
*  They  who  work  best  talk  the  least. 
S'pose  you  whistle  down  your  brakes  j 
What  you  've  done  is  no  great  shakes,  — 
Pretty  fair,  —  but  let  our  meeting 
Be  a  different  kind  of  greeting. 
Let  these  folks  with  champagne  stuffing, 
Not  their  Engines,  do  the  puffing. 

"  Listen !     Where  Atlantic  beats 
Shores  of  snow  and  summer  heats ; 
Where  the  Indian  autumn  skies 
Paint  the  woods  with  wampum  dyes,  — 
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I  have  chased  the  flying  sun, 
Seeing  all  he  looked  upon, 
Blessing  all  that  he  has  hlessed, 
Nursing  in  my  iron  breast 
All  his  vivifying  heat, 
All  his  clouds  about  my  crest ; 
And  before  my  flying  feet 
Every  shadow  must  retreat." 

Said  the  Western  Engine,  "  Phew  !  " 
And  a  long,  low  whistle  blew. 
44  Come,  now,  really  that 's  the  oddest 
Talk  for  one  so  very  modest. 
You  brag  of  your  East !      You  do  ? 
Why,  I  bring  the  East  to  you  ! 
All  the  Orient,  all  Cathay, 
Find  through  me  the  shortest  way ; 
And  the  sun  you  follow  here 
Rises  in  my  hemisphere. 
Really,  —  if  one  must  be  rude,  — 
Length,  my  friend,  ain't  longitude." 

Said  the  Union :  "  Don't  reflect,  or 
I  '11  run  over  some  Director." 
Said  the  Central :  "  I  'm  Pacific ; 
But,  when  riled,  I  'm  quite  terrific. 
Yet  to-day  we  shall  not  quarrel, 
Just  to  show  these  folks  this  moral, 
How  two  Engines  —  in  their  vision— = 
Once  have  met  without  collision." 

That  is  what  the  Engines  said, 
Unreported  and  unread ; 
Spoken  slightly  through  the  nose, 
With  a  whistle  at  the  close. 


THE  LEGENDS   OF  THE  BHINE 

Beetling  walls  with  ivy  grown, 
Frowning  heights  of  mossy  stone ; 
Turret,  with  its  flaunting  flag 
Flung  from  battlemented  crag ; 
Dungeon-keep  and  fortalice 
Looking  down  a  precipice 
O'er  the  darkly  glancing  wave 
By  the  Lurline-haunted  cave  ; 
Bobber  haunt  and  maiden  bower, 
Home  of  Love  and  Crime  and  Power,  • 
That 's  the  scenery,  in  fine, 
Of  the  Legends  of  the  Bhine. 

One  bold  baron,  double-dyed 

Bigamist  and  parricide, 

And,  as  most  the  stories  run, 

Partner  of  the  Evil  One ; 

Injured  innocence  in  white, 

Fair  but  idiotic  quite, 

Wringing  of  her  lily  hands  J 

Valor  fresh  from  Paynim  lands, 

Abbot  ruddy,  hermit  pale, 

Minstrel  fraught  with  many  a  tale,  — = 

Are  the  actors  that  combine 

In  the  Legends  of  the  Bhine. 

Bell-mouthed  flagons  round  a  board ; 
Suits  of  armor,  shield,  and  sword ; 
Kerchief  with  its  bloody  stain  ; 
Ghosts  of  the  untimely  slain  ; 
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Thunder-clap  and  clanking  chain  ; 
Headsman's  block  and  shining  axe ; 
Thumb-screw,  crucifixes,  racks ; 
Midnight-tolling  chapel  bell, 
Heard  across  the  gloomy  fell,  — 
These  and  other  pleasant  facts 
Are  the  properties  that  shine 
In  the  Legends  of  the  Rhine. 

Maledictions,  whispered  vows 
Underneath  the  linden  boughs ; 
Murder,  bigamy,  and  theft; 
Travelers  of  goods  bereft ; 
Rapine,  pillage,  arson,  spoil,  — 
Everything  but  honest  toil, 
Are  the  deeds  that  best  define 
Every  Legend  of  the  Rhine. 

That  Virtue  always  meets  reward, 
But  quicker  when  it  wears  a  sword  | 
That  Providence  has  special  care 
Of  gallant  knight  and  lady  fair  ; 
That  villains,  as  a  thing  of  course, 
Are  always  haunted  by  remorse,  — = 
Is  the  moral,  I  opine, 
Of  the  Legends  of  the  Rhine. 


SONGS  WITHOUT   SENSE 

FOR  THE  PARLOR  AND  PIANO 

I.     THE    PERSONIFIED    SENTIMENTAL 

Affection's  charm  no  longer  gilds 

The  idol  of  the  shrine  ; 
But  cold  Oblivion  seeks  to  fill 

Regret's  ambrosial  wine. 
Though  Friendship's  offering  buried  lies 

'Neath  cold  Aversion's  snow, 
Regard  and  Faith  will  ever  bloom 

Perpetually  below. 

I  see  thee  whirl  in  marble  halls, 

In  Pleasure's  giddy  train  ; 
Remorse  is  never  on  that  brow, 

Nor  Sorrow's  mark  of  pain. 
Deceit  has  marked  thee  for  her  own  j 

Inconstancy  the  same ; 
And  Ruin  wildly  sheds  its  gleam 

Athwart  thy  path  of  shame. 

II.     THE    HOMELY    PATHETIC 

The  dews  are  heavy  on  my  brow ; 

My  breath  comes  hard  and  low ; 
Yet,  mother  dear,  grant  one  request, 

Before  your  boy  must  go. 
Oh  !  lift  me  ere  my  spirit  sinks, 

And  ere  my  senses  fail, 


SONGS  WITHOUT  SENSE 

Place  me  once  more,  0  mother  dear. 
Astride  the  old  fence-rail. 

The  old  fence-rail,  the  old  fence-rail ! 

How  oft  these  youthful  legs, 
With  Alice'  and  Ben  Bolt's,  were  hung 

Across  those  wooden  pegs  ! 
'T  was  there  the  nauseating  smoke 

Of  my  first  pipe  arose : 

0  mother  dear,  these  agonies 
Are  far  less  keen  than  those. 

1  know  where  lies  the  hazel  dell, 

Where  simple  Nellie  sleeps  ; 
I  know  the  cot  of  Nettie  Moore, 

And  where  the  willow  weeps. 
I  know  the  brookside  and  the  mill, 

But  all  their  pathos  fails 
Beside  the  days  when  once  I  sat 

Astride  the  old  fence-rails. 
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III.     SWISS    AIE 

I  'm  a  gay  tra,  la,  la, 
With  my  fal,  lal,  la,  la, 
And  my  bright  — 
And  my  light  — 

Tra,  la,  le.  [Repeat.] 

Then  laugh,  ha,  ha,  ha, 
And  ring,  ting,  ling,  ling, 
And  sing  fal,  la,  la, 

La,  la,  le.  [Repeat.] 


VI.    LITTLE  POSTEEITY 

MASTER  JOHNNY'S  NEXT-DOOR   NEIGHBOR 

It  was  spring  the  first  time  that  I  saw  her,  for  her  papa 

and  mamma  moved  in 
Next  door,  just  as  skating  was  over,  and  marbles  about  to 

begin  ; 
Eor  the  fence  in  our  back  yard  was  broken,  and  I  saw,  as  I 

peeped  through  the  slat, 
There   were    "  Johnny-jump-ups "   all    around  her,  and  I 

knew  it  was  spring  just  by  that. 

I  never  knew  whether  she  saw  me,  for  she   did  n't  say 

nothing  to  me, 
But  "  Ma !  here  's  a  slat  in  the  fence  broke,  and  the  boy 

that  is  next  door  can  see." 
But  the  next  day  I  climbed  on  our  wood-shed,  as  you  know 

Mamma  says  I  've  a  right, 
And  she  calls   out,   "  Well,  peekin'  is  manners !  "  and  I 

answered  her,  "  Sass  is  perlite  !  " 

But  I  was  n't  a  bit  mad,  no,  Papa,  and  to  prove  it,  the  very 

next  day, 
When  she  ran  past  our  fence  in  the  morning  I  happened  to 

get  in  her  way,  — 
For  you  know  I  am  "  chunked  "  and  clumsy,  as  she  sayf 

are  all  boys  of  my  size,  — 
And  she  nearly  upset  me,  she  did,  Pa,  and  laughed  till  tears 

came  in  her  eyes. 
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And  then  we  were  friends  from  that  moment,  for  I  knew 

that  she  told  Kitty  Sage,  — 
And    she   was  n't  a  girl    that  would  flatter  — "  that   she 

thought  I  was  tall  for  my  age." 
And  I  gave  her  four  apples  that  evening,  and  took  her  to 

ride  on  my  sled, 
And  —    "  What  am  I  telling  you  this  for  ?  "    Why,  Papa, 

my  neighbor  is  dead  ! 

You  don't  hear  one  half  I  am  saying,  —  I  really  do  think 
it 's  too  bad  ! 

Why,  you  might  have  seen  crape  on  her  door-knob,  and  no- 
ticed to-day  I  've  been  sad. 

And  they  've  got  her  a  coffin  of  rosewood,  and  they  say  they 
have  dressed  her  in  white, 

And  I  've  never  once  looked  through  the  fence,  Pa,  since 
she  died  —  at  eleven  last  night. 

And  Ma  says  it 's  decent  and  proper,  as  I  was  her  neighbor 

and  friend, 
That  I  should  go  there  to  the  funeral,  and  she  thinks  that 

you  ought  to  attend ; 
But  I  am  so  clumsy  and  awkward,  I  know  I  shall  be  in  the 

way, 
And  suppose  they  should  speak  to  me,  Papa,  I  would  n't 

know  just  what  to  say. 

So  I  think  I  will  get  up  quite  early,  —  I  know  I  sleep  late, 

but  I  know 
I  '11  be  sure  to  wake  up  if  our  Bridget  pulls  the  string  that 

I  '11  tie  to  my  toe  ; 
And   I  '11    crawl    through  the    fence,  and  I  '11  gather  the 

"  Johnny -jump-ups  "  as  they  grew 
Bound  her  feet  the  first  day  that  I  saw  her,  and,  Papa,  I  '11 

give  them  to  you. 
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For  you  're  a  big  man,  and,  you  know,  Pa,  can  come  and  go 

just  where  you  choose, 
And  you  '11  take  the  flowers  in  to  her,  and  surely  they  '11 

never  refuse ; 
But,  Papa,  don't  say  they  're  from  Johnny  ;  they  won't  m> 

derstand,  don't  you  see  ? 
But  just  lay  them  down  on  her  bosom,  and,  Papa,  she  '1! 

know  they  're  from  Me. 


MISS   EDITH'S   MODEST   REQUEST 

My  Papa  knows  you,  and  he  says  you  're  a  man  who  makes 

reading  for  books ; 
But  I  never  read  nothing  you  wrote,  nor  did  Papa,  —  I  know 

by  his  looks. 
So  I  guess  you  're  like  me  when  I  talk,  and  I  talk,  and  I 

talk  all  the  day, 
And  they  only  say,  "  Do  stop  that  child !  "  or,   "  Nurse, 

take  Miss  Edith  away." 

But  Papa  said  if  I  was  good  I  could  ask  you  —  alone  by 

myself  — 
If  you  would  n't  write  me  a  book  like  that  little  one  up  on 

the  shelf. 
I   don't  mean  the   pictures,  of  course,  for  to  make  them 

you  7ve  got  to  be  smart  •, 
But  the  reading  that  runs  all  around  them,  you  know,  — just 

the  easiest  part. 

You  need  n't  mind  what  it 's  about,  for  no  one  will  see  it 

but  me, 
And  Jane,  —  that  's  my  nurse,  —  and  John,  —  he 's    the 

coachman,  —  just  only  us  three. 
You  're  to  write  of  a  bad  little  girl,  that  was  wicked  and 

bold  and  all  that ; 
And  then  you  're  to  write,  if  you  please,  something  good  — 

very  good  —  of  a  cat ! 

This   cat,  she   was   virtuous  and   meek,  and  kind  to   her 

parents,  and  mild, 
And  careful  and  neat  in  her  ways,  though  her  mistress  was 

such  a  bad  child ; 
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And  hours  she  would  sit  and  would  gaze  when  her  mistress 

—  that 's  me  —  was  so  bad, 
And  blink,  just  as  if    she  would  say,  "  Oh,  Edith  !    you 

make  my  heart  sad." 

And   yet,  you   would    scarcely  believe  it,   that  beautiful, 

angelic  cat 
Was  blamed  by  the   servants  for  stealing  whatever,  they 

said,  she  'd  get  at. 
And  when  John  drank  my  milk,  —  don't  you  tell  me  !     I 

know  just  the  way  it  was  done,  — 
They  said  't  was  the  cat,  —  and  she  sitting  and  washing  her 

face  in  the  sun ! 

And  then  there  was  Dick,  my  canary.      When  I  left  its 

cage  open  one  day, 
They  all  made  believe  that  she  ate  it,  though  I  know  that 

the  bird  flew  away. 
And  why  ?     Just  because  she  was  playing  with  a  feather 

she  found  on  the  floor. 
As  if  cats  could  n't  play  with  a  feather  without  people 

thinking  't  was  more  ! 

Why,   once  we  were  romping  together,   when   I  knocked 

down  a  vase  from  the  shelf, 
That  cat  was  as  grieved  and  distressed  as  if  she  had  done  it 

herself  ; 
And  she   walked  away  sadly  and  hid   herself,   and  nevei 

came  out  until  tea,  — 
So  they  say,  for  they  sent  me  to  bed,  and  she  never  came 

even  to  me. 

•No  matter  whatever  happened,  it  was  laid  at  the  door  <£ 

that  cat. 
Why,  once  when  I  tore  my  apron,  —  she  was  wrapped  in  Hi, 

and  I  called  "  Eat  1 "  — 
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Why,  they  blamed  that  on  her.     I  shall  never  —  no,  not  to 

my  dying  day  — 
Forget  the  pained  look  that  she  gave  me  when  they  slapped 

me  and  took  me  away. 

Of  course,  you  know  just  what  comes  next,  when  a  child  is 

as  lovely  as  that : 
She  wasted  quite  slowly  away ;  it  was  goodness  was  killing 

that  cat. 
I  know  it  was  nothing  she  ate,  for  her  taste  was  exceedingly 

nice  ; 
But  they  said  she  stole  Bobby's  ice  cream,  and  caught  a  bad 

cold  from  the  ice. 

And  you  '11  promise  to  make  me  a  book  like  that  little  one 

up  on  the  shelf, 
And  you  '11  call  her  "  Naomi,"  because  it 's  a  name  that  she 

just  gave  herself ; 
For  she  'd  scratch  at  my  door  in  the  morning,  and  whenever 

I  'd  call  out,  "  Who  'a  there  ?  " 
She  would  answer,  "  Naomi  1  Naomi !  "  like  a  Christian,  I 

vow  and  declare. 

And  you'll  put  me  and  her  in  a  book.     And  mind,  you're 

to  say  I  was  bad ; 
And  I  might   have    been   badder  than   that   but  for  the 

example  I  had. 
And  you  '11  say  that  she  was  a  Maltese,  and  —  what 's  that 

you  asked  ?     "  Is  she  dead  ?  " 
Why,  please,  sir,  there  ain't  any  cat  I      You  're  to  make 

one  up  out  of  your  head  I 
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"  Crying  ! "     Of  course  I  am  crying,  and  I  guess  you  would 

be  crying,  too, 
If  people  were  telling  such  stories  as  they  tell  about  me, 

about  you. 
Oh  yes,  you  can  laugh  if  you  want  to,  and  smoke  as  you 

did  n't  care  how, 
And  get  your  brains  softened  like  uncle's.     Dr.  Jones  saj  s 

you  're  gettin'  it  now. 

Why  don't  you  say  "  Stop  !  "  to  Miss  Ilsey  ?     She  cries 

twice  as  much  as  I  do, 
And  she's  older  and    cries  just  from  meanness, — for  a 

ribbon  or  anything  new. 
Ma  says  it 's  her   "  sensitive  nature."     Oh    my !     No,  I 

sha'n't  stop  my  talk ! 
And  I  don't  want  no  apples  nor  candy,  and  I  don't  want  to 

go  take  a  walk ! 

I  know  why  you  're  mad  !     Yes,  I  do,  now !     You  think 

that  Miss  Ilsey  likes  you, 
And  I've  heard  her  repeatedly  call  you  the  bold-facest  boy 

that  she  knew ; 
And  she  'd  "  like  to  know  where  you  learnt  manners."    Oh 

yes  !     Kick  the  table,  —  that 's  right ! 
Spill  the  ink  on  my  dress,  and  go  then  round  telling  Ma 

that  I  look  like  a  fright ! 
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What  stories  ?  Pretend  you  don't  know  that  they  're  say- 
ing I  broke  off  the  match 

Twixt  old  Money-grubber  and  Mary,  by  saying  she  called 
him  "  Crosspatch," 

When  the  only  allusion  I  made  him  about  sister  Mary  was, 
she 

Cared  more  for  his  cash  than  his  temper,  and  you  know, 
Jack,  you  said  that  to  me. 

And  it 's  true  !    But  it 's  me,  and  I  'm  scolded,  and  Pa  says 

if  I  keep  on  I  might 
By  and    by  get    my  name  in  the    papers  !     Who    cares  ? 

Why,  't  was  only  last  night 
I  was  reading  how  Pa  and  the  sheriff  were  selling  some 

lots,  and  it's  plain 
If  it 's  awful  to  be  in  the  papers,  why,  Papa  would  go  and 

complain. 

You  think  it  ain't  true  about  Ilsey  ?      Well,  I  guess  I 

know  girls,  and  I  say 
There 's  nothing  I  see  about  Ilsey  to  show  she  likes  you, 

anyway  ! 
I  know  what  it  means  when  a  girl  who  has  called  her  cat 

after  one  boy 
Goes  and  changes  its  name  to  another's.     And  she 's  done 

it  —  and  I  wish  you  joy  ! 
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Oh,  you  're,  the  girl  lives  on  the  corner  ?     Come  in  —  if 

you  want  to  —  come  quick  ! 
There 's  no  one  but  me  in  the  house,  and  the  cook  —  but 

she  's  only  a  stick. 
Don't  try  the  front  way,  but  come  over  the  fence  —  through 

the  window  —  that 's  how. 
Don't  mind  the  big  dog  —  he  won't  bite  you — just  see  him 

obpy  me !  there,  now  ! 

What's  your  name  ?    Mary  Ellen  ?    How  funny  !    Mine 's 

Edith  —  it 's  nicer,  you  see ; 
But  yours  does  for  you,  for  you  're  plainer,  though  maybe 

you  're  gooder  than  me  ; 
For  Jack  says  I  'm   sometimes  a  devil,  but  Jack,  of  all 

folks,  need  n't  talk, 
For  I  don't  call  the  seamstress  an  angel  till  Ma  says  the 

poor  thing  must  "  walk." 

Come  in !     It 's  quite  dark  in  the  parlor,  for  sister  will 

keep  the  blinds  down, 
For  you  know  her  complexion  is  sallow  like  yours,  but  she 

is  n't  as  brown  ; 
Though  Jack  says  that  is  n't  the  reason  she  likes  to  sit 

here  with  Jim  Moore. 
Do  you  think  that  he  meant  that  she  kissed  him  ?     Would 

you  —  if  your  lips  was  n't  sore  ? 

If  you  like,  you  can  try  our  piano.     'T  ain't  ours.     A  man 

left  it  here 
To  rent  by  the  month,  although  Ma  says  he  has  n't  been 

paid  for  a  year. 
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Sister  plays  —  oh,   such    fine  variations !  —  why,   I    once 

heard  a  gentleman  say 
That  she  did  n't  mind  that  for  the  music  —  in  fact,  it  was 

just  in  her  way  ! 

Ain't  I  funny  ?     And  yet  it 's   the  queerest  of  all  thatj 

whatever  I  say, 
One  half  of  the  folks  die  a-laughing,  and  the  rest,  they  all 

look  t'other  way. 
And  some  say,  "  That  child  !  "     Do  they  ever  say  that  to 

such  people  as  you  ? 
Though  maybe  you  're  naturally  silly,  and  that  makes  your 

eyes  so  askew. 

Now  stop  —  don't  you  dare  to  be  crying  !     Just  as  sure  as 

you  live,  if  you  do, 
I  '11  call  in  my  big  dog  to  bite  you,  and  I  '11  make  my  Papa 

kill  you,  too ! 
And  then  where  '11  you  be  ?     So  play  pretty.     There 's  my 

doll,  and  a  nice  piece  of  cake. 
You  don't  want  it  —  you  think  it  is  poison !   .  Then  Z'll 

eat  it,  dear,  just  for  your  sake  ! 
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Our  window 's  not  much,  though  it  fronts  on  the  street ; 
There 's  a  fly  in  the  pane  that  gets  nothin'  to  eat ; 
But  it's  curious  how  people  think  it's  a  treat 
For  me  to  look  out  of  the  window ! 

Why,  when  company  comes,  and  they  're  all  speaking  low, 
With  their  chairs  drawn  together,  then  some  one  says, 

"  Oh ! 
Edith  dear  !  —  that 's  a  good  child  —  now  run,  love, 
and  go 

And  amuse  yourself  there  at  the  window !  " 

Or  Boh  —  that 's  my  hrother  —  comes  in  with  his  chum, 
And  they  whisper  and  chuckle,  the  same  words  will 

come. 
And  it 's  "  Edith,  look  here  !     Oh,  I  say  !  what  a  rum 
Lot  of  things  you  can  see  from  that  window !  " 

And  yet,  as  I  told  you,  there  's  only  that  fly 

Buzzing  round  in  the  pane,  and  a  bit  of  blue  sky, 
And  the  girl  in  the  opposite  window,  that  I 
Look  at  when  she  looks  from  her  window. 

And  yet,  I  've  been  thinking  I  'd  so  like  to  see 

If  what  goes  on  behind  her,  goes  on  behind  me  ! 
And  then,  goodness  gracious  !  what  fun  it  would  be 
For  us  both  as  we  sit  by  our  window  ! 
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How  we  'd  know  when  the  parcels  were  hid  in  a  drawer, 
Or  things  taken  out  that  one  never  sees  more  ; 
What  people  come  in  and  go  out  of  the  door, 
That  we  never  see  from  the  window ! 

And  that  night  when  the  stranger  came  home  with  our  Jane 
I  might   see   what   I  heard   then,  that    sounded    so 

plain  — 
Like  when  my  wet  fingers  I  rub  on  the  pane 

(Which  they  won't  let  me  do  on  my  window). 

And  I  'd  know  why  papa  shut  the  door  with  a  slam, 

And  said  something  funny  that  sounded  like  "  jam," 
And  then  "  Edith  —  where  are  you  ?  "    I  said,  "  Here 
I  am." 

"  Ah,  that 's  right,  dear,  look  out  of  the  window ! " 

They  say  when  I  'm  grown  up  these  things  will  appear 
More  plain  than  they  do  when  I  look  at  them  here, 
But  I  think  I  see  some  things  uncommonly  clear, 
As  I  sit  and  look  down  from  the  window. 

What  things  ?     Oh,  the  things  that  I  make  up,  you  know, 
Out  of  stories  I  've  read  —  and  they  all  pass  below. 
Ali  Baba,  the  Forty  Thieves,  all  in  a  row, 
Go  by,  as  I  look  from  my  window. 

That 's  only  at  church  time  ;  other  days  there  's  no  crowd. 
Don't  laugh  !      See  that  big  man  who  looked  up  and 

bowed  ? 
That 's  our  butcher  —  /call  him  the  Sultan  Mahoud 
When  he  nods  to  me  here  at  the  window  ! 

And  that  man  —  he  's  our  neighbor  —  just  gone  for  a  ride 
Has  three  wives  in  the  churchyard  that  lie  side  by  side. 
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So  I  call  him  "  Bluebeard "  in  search  of  his  bride, 
While  I  'ra  Sister  Anne  at  the  window. 

And  what  do  I  call  you  ?     Well,  here  's  what  I  do : 

When  my  sister  expects  you,  she  puts  me  here,  too ; 
But  I  wait  till  you  enter,  to  see  if  it 's  you, 
And  then  —  I  just  open  the  window  ! 

"  Dear  child  !  "    Yes,  that 's  me  !    Oh,  you  ask  what  that 's 
for? 
Well,  Papa  says  you  're  "  Poverty's  self,"  and  what 's 

more, 
I  open  the  window,  when  you  're  at  the  door, 
To  see  Love  fly  out  of  the  window ! " 


ON  THE  LANDING 
(an  idyl  of  the  balusters) 

Bobby,  astat.  3J.  Johnny,  mtat.  *J. 

BOBBY 
Do  you  know  why  they  've  put  us  in  that  back  roomr 
Up  in  the  attic,  close  against  the  sky, 
And  made  believe  our  nursery 's  a  cloak-room  ? 
Do  you  know  why  ? 

JOHNNY 

No  more  I  don't,  nor  why  that  Sammy's  mother, 
What  Ma  thinks  horrid,  'cause  he  bunged  my  eye, 
Eats  an  ice  cream,  down  there,  like  any  other ! 
No  more  don't  I ! 

BOBBY 

Do  you  know  why  Nurse  says  it  is  n't  manners 
For  you  and  me  to  ask  folks  twice  for  pie, 
And  no  one  hits  that  man  with  two  bananas  ? 
Do  you  know  why  ? 

JOHNNY 

No  more  I  don't,  nor  why  that  girl,  whose  dress  is 
Off  of  her  shoulders,  don't  catch  cold  and  die, 
When  you  and  me  gets  croup  when  we  undresses ! 
No  more  don't  I ! 
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BOBBY 

Perhaps  she  ain't  as  good  as  you  and  I  is, 
And  God  don't  want  her  up  there  in  the  sky, 
And  lets  her  live  —  to  come  in  just  when  pie  is  — 
Perhaps  that 's  why  ! 

JOHNNY 

Do  you  know  why  that  man  that 's  got  a  cropped  head 
Rubbed  it  just  now  as  if  he  felt  a  fly  ? 
Could  it  be,  Bobby,  something  that  I  dropded  ? 
And  is  that  why  ? 

BOBBY 

Good  boys  behaves,  and  so  they  don't  get  scolded. 
Nor  drop  hot  milk  on  folks  as  they  pass  by. 

johnny  {piously) 
Marbles  would  bounce  on  Mr.  Jones'  bald  head  — 
But  i"  sha'n't  try  ! 

BOBBY 

Do  you  know  why  Aunt  Jane  is  always  snarling 
At  you  and  me  because  we  tells  a  lie, 
And  she  don't  slap  that  man  that  called  her  darling  ? 
Do  you  know  why  ? 

JOHNNY 

No  more  I  don't,  nor  why  that  man  with  Mamma 
Just  kissed  her  hand. 

BOBBY 

She  hurt  it  —  and  that 's  why  s 
He  made  it  well,  the  very  way  that  Mamma 
Does  do  to  I. 
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JOHNNY 

I  feel  so  sleepy.  .  .  .  Was  that  Papa  kissed  us  ? 
What  made  him  sigh,  and  look  up  to  the  sky  ? 

BOBBY 

We  were  n't  downstairs,  and  he  and  God  had  missed  us, 
And  that  was  why ! 


NOTES 

Page  106.  The  Lost  Galleon.  As  the  custom  on  which  the  central 
incident  of  this  legend  is  based  may  not  be  familiar  to  all  readers,  I  will 
repeat  here  that  it  is  the  habit  of  navigators  to  drop  a  day  from  their  cal- 
endar in  crossing  westerly  the  180th  degree  of  longitude  of  Greenwich, 
adding  a  day  in  coming  east ;  and  that  the  idea  of  the  lost  galleon  had 
an  origin  as  prosaic  as  the  log  of  the  first  China  Mail  Steamer  from  San 
Francisco.  The  explanation  of  the  custom  and  its  astronomical  relations 
belongs  rather  to  the  usual  text-books  than  to  poetical  narration.  If  any 
reader  thinks  I  have  overdrawn  the  credulous  superstitions  of  the  ancient 
navigators,  I  refer  him  to  the  veracious  statements  of  Maldonado,  De 
Fontd,  the  later  voyages  of  La  Perouse  and  Anson,  and  the  charts  of  1640. 
In  the  charts  of  that  day  Spanish  navigators  reckoned  longitude  E.  360 
degrees  from  the  meridian  of  the  Isle  of  Ferro.  For  the  sake  of  perspicuity 
before  a  modern  audience,  the  more  recent  meridian  of  Madrid  was  substi- 
tuted. The  custom  of  dropping  a  day  at  some  arbitrary  point  in  crossing 
the  Pacific  westerly,  I  need  not  say,  remains  unaffected  by  any  change  of 
meridian.  I  know  not  if  any  galleon  was  ever  really  missing.  For  two 
hundred  and  fifty  years  an  annual  trip  was  made  between  Acapulco  and 
Manila.  It  may  be  some  satisfaction  to  the  more  severely  practical  of  my 
readers  to  know  that,  according  to  the  best  statistics  of  insurance,  the  loss 
during  that  period  would  be  exactly  three  vessels  and  six  hundredths  of  a 
vessel,  which  would  certainly  justify  me  in  this  summary  disposition  of 
one. 

Page  280.  The  Pliocene  Skull.  This  extraordinary  fossil  is  in  the  pos- 
session of  Prof.  Josiah  D.  Whitney,  of  the  State  Geological  Survey  of 
California.  The  poem  was  based  on  the  following  paragraph  from  the 
daily  press  of  1866  :  "A  human  skull  has  been  found  in  California,  in  the 
pliocene  formation.  This  skull  is  the  remnant  not  only  of  the  earliest 
pioneer  of  this  State,  but  the  oldest  known  human  being.  .  .  .  The  skull 
was  found  in  a  shaft  150  feet  deep,  two  miles  from  Angels  in  Calaveras 
County,  by  a  miner  named  James  Watson,  who  gave  it  to  Mr.  Scribner,  a 
merchant,  who  gave  it  to  Dr.  Jones,  who  sent  it  to  the  State  Geological 
Survey.  .  .  .  The  published  volume  of  the  State  Survey  of  the  Geology 
of  California  states  that  man  existed  here  contemporaneously  with  the 
mastodon,  but  this  fossil  proves  that  he  was  here  before  the  mastodon  was 
known  to  exist." 


DRAMA 

TWO  MEN  OF  SANDY   BAR 


©tamatis  persons 

"  Sandy  " .    .    .     .    Son  of  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.    )  The 

John  Oakhurst      (     His  former  partner,  personat-  ?        Prodigals, 

i     ing  the  prodigal  son,  Sandy.   ' 
Col.  Starbottle  .    Alexander  Morton,  Sr.'a  legal  adviser. 
Old  Morton.     .    .    Alexander  Morton,  Sr. 
Don  Josfi  ....    Father  of  Jovita  Castro. 

Capper A  detective. 

Concho Major-domo  of  Don  Josh's  rancho. 

York An  old  friend  of  Oakhurst. 

Pritchard    .    .    .    An  Australian  convict. 
Soapy    )  „.       , 

Silky    |   •    •    •    •    H»  Pals- 

!  Confidential   clerk  of  Alexander  Morton,  Jr.,  and 
confederate  of  Pritchard. 
Hop  Sing  ....      A  Chinese  laundryman. 

Servant  of  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.  —  Policemen. 

(  The  schoolmistress  of  Red  Gulch,  in  love  with  San- 
Miss  Mary  Morris  j     dy|  and  cousin  of  Alexander  Morton>  Sr. 

Dona  Jovita  ( In  love  with  John  Oakhurst,  and  daughter  of  Don 

Castro     .    .    .  (     Jose". 

(  Wife  of  Pritchard,  illegally  married  to  Sandy,  and 
The  Duchess  .    .  j     former  «  flame  ..  of  Jolm  Oakhurst. 

Manuela  ....    Servant  of  Castro,  and  maid  to  Doiia  Jovita. 


ACT  I 
the  bancho  op  the  blessed  innocents,  and  house  of  don  josi 


ACT  n 
red  gulch. 


ACT  III 

THE  BANKING-HOUSE  OP  MORTON  &  SON,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

ACT  IV 
THE  VILLA  OP  ALEXANDER  MORTON,  SEN.,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 


COSTUMES 

Alexander  Morton  ("Sandy").  —  First  dress:  Mexican  vaquero: 
black  velvet  trousers  open  from  knee,  over  white  trousers  ;  laced  black 
velvet  jacket,  and  broad  white  sombrero :  large  silver  spurs.  Second 
dress  :  miner's  white  duck  jumper,  and  white  duck  trousers  ;  (sailor's) 
straw  hat.  Third  dress  :  fashionable  morning  costume.  Fourth  dress : 
full  evening  dress. 

John  Oakhurst.  —  First  dress  :  riding-dress,  black,  elegantly  fitting. 
Second  and  third  dress  :  fashionable.  Fourth  dress  :  full  evening 
dress. 

Col.  Starbottle — First  dress  :  blue  double-breasted  frock,  and  white 
"strapped"  trousers  ;  white  hat.  Second  dress:  same  coat,  blue  trou- 
sers, and  black  broad-brimmed  felt  hat ;  cane,  semper ;  ruffles,  semper. 
Third  dress:  the  same.    Fourth  dress  :  the  same,  with  pumps. 

York.  — Fashionable  morning  dress. 

Jackson.  —  Business  suit. 

Concho. — First  dress  :  vaquero's  dress.    Second  dress:  citizen's  dress. 

Hop  Sing.  —  Dress  of  Chinese  coolie  :  dark-blue  blouse,  and  dark-blue 
drawers  gathered  at  ankles ;  straw  conical  hat,  and  wooden  sabots. 

Don  Jose\  —  First  dress :  seraph,  black,  with  gold  embroidery.  Second 
dress:  fashionable  suit,  with  broad-brimmed  black  stiff  sombrero. 

Old  Morton.  —  First,  second,  third,  and  fourth  dress:  black,  stiff,  with 
white  cravat. 

Capper.  —  Ordinary  dress  of  period. 

Miss  Mary.  —  First  dress  :  tasteful  calico  morning  dress.  Second  and 
third  dress  :  lady's  walking-costume  —  fashionable.  Fourth  dress:  full 
dress. 

DoSa  Jovita.  —  First  dress:  handsome  Spanish  dress,  with  manta. 
Second  dress  :  more  elaborate,  same  quality. 

The  Duchess.  —First  dress:  elaborate  but  extravagant  fashionable  cos- 
tume.    Second  dress :  travelling  dress. 

Manuela.—  The  saya  y  manta;  white  waist,  and  white  or  black  skirt^ 
with  flowers. 


TWO  MEN   OF   SANDY  BAE 
ACT  I 

Scene  1.  —  Courtyard  and  Corridors  of  the  Rancho. 

Manuela  [arranging  supper-table  in  corridor  l.,  solus]. 
There  !  Tortillas,  chocolate,  olives,  and  —  the  whiskey  of 
the  Americans  !  And  supper  's  ready.  But  why  Don  Jose 
chooses  to-night,  of  all  nights,  with  this  heretic  fog  lying 
over  the  Mission  Hills  like  a  wet  seraph,  to  take  his  supper 
out  here,  the  saints  only  know.  Perhaps  it 's  some  distrust 
of  his  madcap  daughter,  the  Dona  Jovita  ;  perhaps  to  watch 
her  —  who  knows  ?  And  now  to  find  Diego.  Ah,  here  he 
comes.  So  !  The  old  story.  He  is  getting  Dona  Jovita's 
horse  ready  for  another  madcap  journey.  Ah  !  [Retires 
to  table.'] 

Enter  cautiously  from  corridor,  l.,  Sandy  Mokton,  car- 
rying lady's  saddle  and  blanket ;  starts  on  observing 
Manuela,  and  hastily  hides  saddle  and  blanket  in  re- 
cess. 

Sandy  [aside].  She  's  alone.  I  reckon  the  old  man 's 
at  his  siesta  yet.  Ef  he  '11  only  hang  on  to  that  snooze  ten 
minutes  longer,  I  '11  manage  to  let  that  gal  Jovita  slip  out 
to  that  yer  fandango,  and  no  questions  asked. 
Manuela  [calling  Sandy].  Diego  ! 
Sandy  [aside,  without  heeding  her].  That 's  a  sweet 
voice  for  a  serenade.  Bound,  full,  high-shouldered,  and 
calkilated  to  fetch  a  man  every  time.  Only  thar  ain't,  to 
my  sartain  knowledge,  one  o'  them  chaps  within  a  mile  of 
the  rancho.      [Laughs.] 
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Manuela.     Diego ! 

Sandy  [aside'].  Oh,  go  on  !  That 's  the  style  o'  them 
Greasers.  They  '11  stand  rooted  in  their  tracks,  and  yell 
for  a  chap  without  knowin'  whether  he 's  in  sight  or  sound. 

Manuela  [approaching  Sandy  impatiently'].     Diego  ! 

Sandy  [starting,  aside].  The  devil !  Why,  that 's  me 
she 's  after.  [Laughs.]  I  clean  disreuiembered  that  when 
I  kern  yer  I  tole  those  chaps  my  name  was  James,  —  James 
Smith  [laughs],  and  thet  they  might  call  me  "  Jim."  And 
De-a-go's  their  lingo  for  Jim.  [Aloud.]  Well,  iny  beauty, 
De-a-go  it  is.     Now,  wot 's  up  ? 

Manuela.     Eh  ?  no  sabe  ! 

Sandy.     Wot 's  your  little  game  ?     [Embraces  her.] 

Manuela  [aside,  and  recoiling  coquettishly].  Mother 
of  God  !  He  must  be  drunk  again.  These  Americans  have 
no  time  for  love  when  they  are  sober.  [Aloud  and  coquet- 
tishly.] Let  me  go,  Diego.  Don  Jose  is  coming.  He  has 
sent  for  you.  He  takes  his  supper  to-night  on  the  corridor. 
Listen,  Diego.  He  must  not  see  you  thus.  You  have 
been  drinking  again.  I  will  keep  you  from  him.  I  will 
say  you  are  not  well. 

Sandy.  Could  n't  you,  my  darling,  keep  him  from  me  ? 
Could  n't  you  make  him  think  he  was  sick  ?  Could  n't 
you  say  he 's  exposin'  his  precious  health  by  sittin'  out 
thar  to-night ;  thet  ther  's  chills  and  fever  in  every  breath  ? 
[Aside.]  Ef  the  old  Don  plants  himself  in  that  chair, 
that  gal's  chances  for  goin'  out  to-night  is  gone  up. 

Manuela.  Never.  He  would  suspect  at  once.  Listen, 
Diego.  If  Don  Jose  does  not  know  that  his  daughter 
steals  away  with  you  to  meet  some  caballero,  some  lover,  — 
you  understand,  Diego,  —  it  is  because  he  does  not  know,  or 
would  not  seem  to  know,  what  every  one  else  in  the  rancho 
knows.  Have  a  care,  foolish  Diego  !  If  Don  Jose*  is  old 
and  blind,  look  you,  friend,  we  are  not.     You  understand  ? 

Sandy  [aside].     What  the  devil  does  she  expect  ?  -  • 
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money  ?  No  !  [Aloud.]  Look  yer,  Manuela,  you  ain't 
goin'  to  blow  on  that  young  gal !  [Putting  his  arm  around 
her  waist.]  Allowin'  that  she  hez  a  lover,  thar  ain't  nothin' 
onnateral  in  thet,  bein'  a  purty  sort  o'  gal.  Why,  suppose 
somebody  should  see  you  and  me  together  like  this,  and 
should  just  let  on  to  the  old  man. 

Manuela.  Hush  !  [Disengaging  herself."]  Hush  !  He 
is  coming.     Let  me  go,  Diego.     It  is  Don  Jose" ! 

Enter  Don  Jose,  who  walks  gravely  to  the  table,  and  seats 
himself.     Manuela  retires  to  table. 

Sandy  [aside].  I  wonder  if  he  saw  us.  I  hope  he 
did  :  it  would  shut  that  Manuela's  mouth  for  a  month  of 
Sundays.  [Laughs.]  God  forgive  me  for  it !  I 've  done 
a  heap  of  things  for  that  young  gal  DoHa  Jovita  ;  but  this 
yer  gettin'  soft  on  the  Greaser  maid-servant  to  help  out 
the  misses,  is  a  little  more  than  Sandy  Morton  bargained 
fur. 

Don  Jose  [to  Manuela].  You  can  retire.  Diego  will 
attend  me.     [Looks  at  Diego  attentively.] 

[Exit  Manuela. 

Sandy  [aside].  Diego  will  attend  him  !  Why,  blast 
his  yeller  skin,  does  he  allow  that  Sandy  Morton  hired  out 
as  a  purty  waitef-gal  ?  Because  I  calkilated  to  feed  his 
horses,  it  ain't  no  reason  thet  my  dooty  to  animals  don't 
stop  thar.  Pass  his  hash  !  [Turns  to  follow  Manuela, 
but  stops.]  Hello,  Sandy !  wot  are  ye  doin',  eh  ?  You 
ain't  going  back  on  Miss  Jovita,  and  jest  spile  that  gal's 
chances  to  git  out  to-night,  on'y  to  teach  that  God-forsaken 
old  gov'ment  mule  manners?  No!  I'll  humor  the  old 
man,  and  keep  one  eye  out  for  the  gal.  [Comes  to  table, 
and  leans  familiarly  over  the  back  of  Don  Jose's  chair.] 

Don  Jose  [aside].  He  seems  insulted  and  annoyed. 
His  manner  strengthens  my  worst  suspicions.  He  has  not 
expected  this.     [Aloud.]     Chocolate,  Diego. 
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Sandy  [leaning  over  table  carelessly].  Yes,  I  reckon 
it 's  somewhar  thar. 

Don  Jose  [aside.']  He  is  unused  to  menial  labor.  If 
I  should  be  right  in  my  suspicions  !  if  he  really  were  Dona 
Jovita's  secret  lover  !  This  gallantry  with  the  servants 
only  a  deceit !  Bueno !  I  will  watch  him.  [Aloud.] 
Chocolate,  Diego  ! 

Sandy  [aside]. '  I  wonder  if  the  old  fool  reckons  I  '11  pour 
it  out.  Well,  seein  's  he  's  the  oldest  —  [Pours  choc- 
olate awkwardly,  and  spills  it  on  the  table  and  Don  Jose.  ] 

Don  Jose  [aside].  He  is  embarrassed.  I  am  right. 
[Ahud.]     Diego! 

Sandy  [leaning  confidentially  over  Don  Jose's  chair]. 
Well,  old  man  ! 

Don  Jose.  Three  months  ago  my  daughter  the  Doffa 
Jovita  picked  you  up,  a  wandering  vagabond,  in  the  streets 
of  the  Mission.  [Aside.]  He  does  not  seem  ashamed. 
[Aloud.]     She  —  she  —  ahem!     The  aguardiente,  Diego. 

Sandy  [aside].  That  means  the  whiskey.  It's  won- 
derful how  quick  a  man  learns  Spanish.  [Passes  the  bot- 
tle, fills  Don  Jose's  glass,  and  then  his  own.  Don  Jose 
recoils  in  astonishment.]  I  looks  toward  ye,  ole  man. 
[Tosses  off  liquor.] 

Don  Jose  [aside].  This  familiarity !  He  is  a  gentle- 
man. Bueno  !  [Aloud.]  She  was  thrown  from  her  horse  ; 
her  skirt  caught  in  the  stirrup ;  she  was  dragged ;  you  saved 
her  life.      You  — 

Sandy  [interrupting,  confidentially  drawing  a  chair  to 
the  table,  and  seating  himself'].  Look  yer  !  I  '11  tell  you 
all  about  it.  It  wasn't  that  gal's  fault,  ole  man.  The 
hoss  shied  at  me,  lying  drunk  in  a  ditch,  you  see  ;  the  hoss 
backed,  the  surcle  broke ;  it  warn't  in  human  natur  for  her 
to  keep  her  seat,  and  that  gal  rides  like  an  angel ;  but  the 
mustang  throwed  her.  Well,  I  sorter  got  in  the  way  o' 
thet  hoss,  and  it  stopped.     Hevin'  bin  the  cause  o'  the  hoss 
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shyin',  for  I  reckon  I  did  n't  look  much  like  an  angel  lyin' 
in  that  ditch,  it  was  about  the  only  squar  thing  for  me  to 
waltz  in  and  help  the  gal.  Thar,  thet  's  about  the  way  the 
thing  pints.     Now,  don't  you  go  and  hold  that  agin  her ! 

Don  Jose.  Well,  well !  She  was  grateful.  She  has  a 
strange  fondness  for  you  Americans  ;  and  at  her  solicitation 
I  gave  you  —  you,  an  unknown  vagrant  —  employment  here 
as  groom.  You  comprehend,  Diego.  I,  Don  Jose  Castro, 
proprietor  of  this  rancho,  with  an  hundred  idle  vaqueros  on 
my  hands,  —  I  made  a  place  for  you. 

Sandy  [meditatively'}.      Umph. 

Don  Jose.  You  said  you  would  reform.  How  have  you 
kept  your  word  ?     You  were  drunk  last  Wednesday. 

Sandy.     Thet 's  so. 

Don  Jose.     And  again  last  Saturday. 

Sandy  {slowly}.  Look  yer,  ole  man,  don't  ye  be  too 
hard  on  me  :  that  was  the  same  old  drunk. 

Don  Jose.  I  am  in  no  mood  for  trifling.  Hark  ye, 
friend  Diego.  You  have  seen,  perhaps,  —  who  has  not  ?  — 
that  I  am  a  fond,  an  indulgent  father.  But  even  my  con- 
sideration for  my  daughter's  strange  tastes  and  follies  has 
its  limit.  Your  conduct  is  a  disgrace  to  the  rancho.  You 
must  go. 

Sandy  [meditatively}.  Well,  I  reckon,  perhaps  I  'd 
better. 

Don  Jose  [aside}.  His  coolness  is  suspicious.  Can  it 
be  that  he  expacts  the  girl  will  follow  him  ?  Mother  of 
God  !  perhaps  it  has  been  already  planned  between  them. 
Good  !  Thank  Heaven  I  can  end  it  here.   [Aloud.}  Diego  ! 

Sandy.     Old  man. 

Don  Jose.  For  my  daughter's  sake,  you  understand,  — 
ror  her  sake,  —  I  am  willing  to  try  you  once  more.  Hark 
ye !  My  daughter  is  young,  foolish  and  romantic.  I  have 
reason  to  believe,  from  her  conduct  lately,  that  she  has  con- 
tracted an  intimacy  with  some  Americano,  and  that  in  her 
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ignorance,  her  foolishness,  she  has  allowed  that  man  to  be* 
lieve  that  he  might  aspire  to  her  hand.  Good !  Now  listen 
to  me.     You  shall  stay  in  her  service.     You  shall  find  out, 

—  you  are  in  her  confidence,  —  you  shall  find  out  thia 
American,  this  adventurer,  this  lover  if  you  please,  of  the 
Dona  Jovita  my  daughter  ;  and  you  will  tell  him  this,  — 
you  will  tell  him  that  a  union  with  him  is  impossible,  for- 
bidden ;  that  the  hour  she  attempts  it,  without  my  consent, 
she  is  penniless  ;  that  this  estate,  this  rancho,  passes  into 
the  hands  of  the  Holy  Church,  where  even  your  laws  can- 
not reach  it. 

Sandy  [leaning  familiarly  over  the  table].  But  sup 
pose  that  he  sees  that  little  bluff,  and  calls  ye. 

Don  Jose.     I  do  not  comprehend  you  [coldly], 

Sandy.  Suppose  he  loves  that  gal,  and  will  take  her  as 
she  stands,  without  a  cent,  or  hide  or  hair  of  yer  old  cattle. 

Don  Jose  [scornfully'].  Suppose  —  a  miracle!  Hark 
ye,  Diego  !  It  is  now  five  years  since  I  have  known  your 
countrymen,  these  smart  Americanos.  I  have  yet  to  know 
when  love,  sentiment,  friendship,  was  worth  any  more  than 
a  money  value  in  your  market. 

Sandy  [truculently  and  drunkenly].  You  hev,  hev  ye  ? 
Well,  look  yar,  old  man.  Suppose  I  refuse.  Suppose  I  'd 
rathef  go  than  act  as  a  spy  on  that  young  gal,  your  darter ! 
Suppose  that  —  hie  —  allowin'  she  's  my  friend,  I  'd  rather 
starve  in  the  gutters  of  the  Mission  than  stand  between  her 
and  the  man  she  fancies.  Hey  ?  Suppose  I  would  —  damn 
me  !     Suppose  I  'd  see  you  and  your  derned  old  rancho  in 

—  t'  other  place  —  hie  —  damn  me.  You  hear  me,  ole 
man  !     That 's  the  kind  o'  man  I  am  —  damn  me. 

Don  Jose  [aside,  rising  contemptuously].  It  is  as  I 
suspected.  Traitor  —  Ingrate  !  Satisfied  that  his  scheme 
has  failed,  he  is  ready  to  abandon  her.  And  this  —  this  ia 
the  man  for  whom  she  has  been  ready  to  sacrifice  every 
thing,  —  her  home,  her  father  I  [Aloud,  coldly.]  Be  it 
so,  Diego :  you  shall  go. 
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Sandy  {soberly  and  seriously,  after  a  pause].  Well, 
I  reckon  I  had  better.  {Rising.]  I've  a  few  duds,  old 
man,  to  put  up.  It  won't  take  me  long.  [  Goes  to  l.,  and 
pauses.] 

Don  Jo.te  {aside].  Ah  !  he  hesitates  !  He  is  changing 
his  mind.  [Sandy  returns  slowly  to  table,  pours  out 
glass  of  liquor,  nods  to  Don  Jose,  and  drinks.  ]  I  looks 
towards  ye,  ole  man.     Adios  !  {Exit  Sandy. 

Don  Jose.  His  coolness  is  perfect.  If  these  Americans 
are  cayotes  in  their  advances,  they  are  lions  in  retreat ! 
Bueno  !  I  begin  to  respect  him.  But  it  will  be  just  as 
well  to  set  Concho  to  track  him  to  the  Mission ;  and  I  will 
see  that  he  leaves  the  rancho  alone".  {Exit  Jose. 

Enter  hurriedly  Jovita  Castko  in  riding  habit,  with 
whip. 
So !  Chiquita  not  yet  saddled,  and  that  spy  Concho 
haunting  the  plains  for  the  last  half-hour.  What  an  air 
of  mystery  !  Something  awful,  something  deliciously  dread- 
f  jl  has  happened !  Either  my  amiable  drunkard  has  for- 
gotten to  despatch  Concho  on  his  usual  fool's  errand,  or  he 
is  himself  lying  helpless  in  some  ditch.  Was  there  ever  a 
girl  so  persecuted  ?  With  a  father  wrapped  in  mystery,  a 
lover  nameless  and  shrouded  in  the  obscurity  of  some 
Olympian  height,  and  her  only  confidant  and  messenger  a 
Bacchus  instead  of  a  Mercury  !  Heigh  ho  !  And  in  another 
hour  Don  Juan  —  he  told  me  I  might  call  him  John  — 
will  be  waiting  for  me  outside  the  convent  wall !  What 
if  Diego  fails  me  ?  To  go  there  alone  would  be  madness  ! 
Who  else  would  be  as  charmingly  unconscious  and  inatten- 
tive as  this  American  vagabond  !  {Goes  to  L.J  Ah,  my  sad- 
dle and  blanket  hidden  !  He  has  been  interrupted.  Some 
one  has  been  watching.  This  freak  of  my  father's  means 
eomething.  And  to-night,  of  all  nights,  the  night  that 
Oakhurst  was  to  disclose  himself,  and  tell  me  all !  What 
is  to  be  done  ?  Hark  !  [Diego,  without,  singing.] 
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"  Oh,  here's  your  aguardiente, 
Drink  it  down! " 

Jovita.  It  is  Diego  ;  and  Mother  of  God  !  drunk  again ! 
Enter    Sandy,  carrying  pack,  intoxicated ;    staggers  to 

centre,  and,  observing  Jovita,  takes  off  his  hat  respect' 

fulhj. 

Jovita  [shaking  him  by  the  shoulders  passionately]. 
Diego  !  How  dare  you  !  And  at  such  a  time  ! 

Sandy  [with  drunken  solemnity].  Miss  Jovita,  did 
ye  ever  know  me  to  be  drunk  afore  at  such  a  time  ? 

Jovita.     No. 

Sandy.  Zachy  so.  It 's  abnormal.  And  it  means  — 
the  game  's  up. 

Jovita.  I  do  not  understand.  For  the  love  of  God, 
Diego,  be  plain  ! 

Sandy  [solemnly  and  drunkenly~\.  When  I  say  your 
game 's  up,  I  mean  the  old  man  knows  it  all.  You  're 
bio  wed  upon.  Hearken,  miss  !  [Seriously  end  soberly.] 
Your  father  knows  all  that  I  know  ;  but,  as  it  wasn't  my 
business  to  interfere  with,  I  hev  sorter  helped  along.  He 
knows  that  you  meet  a  stranger,  an  American,  in  these 
rides  with  me. 

Jovita  [passionately].  Ingrate  !  You  have  not  dared  to 
tell  him  !  [Seizing  him  by  the  collar,  and  threatening  him 
with  the  horsewhip.] 

Sandy  [rising  with  half -drunken,  half-sober  solemnity]. 
One  minit,  miss  !  one  minit !  Don't  ye  !  don't  ye  do  that ! 
Ef  ye  forget  (and  I  don't  blame  ye  for  it),  ef  ye  forget  that 
I  'm  a  man,  don't  ye,  don't  ye  forget  that  you  're  a  woman  ! 
Sit  ye  down,  sit  ye  down,  so  !  Now,  ef  ye  '11  kindly  re- 
member, miss,  I  never  saw  this  yer  man,  yer  lover.  Ef 
ye  '11  recollect,  miss,  whenever  you  met  him,  I  allers  hung 
back  and  waited  round  in  the  mission,  or  in  the  fields  be- 
yond for  ye,  and  allowed  ye  to  hev  your  own  way,  it  bein' 
no  business  o'  mine.     Thar  is  n't  a  man  on  the  ranch,  who, 
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ef  he  'd  had  a  mind  to  watch  ye,  would  n't  hev  known  more 
about  yer  lover  than  I  do. 

Jovita  [aside].  He  speaks  truly.  He  always  kept  in 
the  background.  Even  Don  Juan  never  knew  that  I  had 
fin  attendant  until  I  told  him.  [Aloud.]  I  made  a  mis- 
take, Diego.  I  was  hasty.  What  am  I  to  do  ?  He  is 
waiting  for  me  even  now. 

Sandy.  Well  [with  drunken  gravity] ,  ef  ye  can't  go  to 
him,  I  reckon  it 's  the  squar  thing  for  him  to  come  to  ye. 

Jovita.      Recollect  yourself,  Diego.      Be  a  man  ! 

Sandy.  Thash  jus  war  I  say.  Let  him  be  a  man,  and 
come  to  ye  here.  Let  him  ride  up  to  this  ranch  like  a 
man,  and  call  out  to  yer  father  that  he  '11  take  ye  jist  as 
ye  are,  without  the  land.  And  if  the  old  man  allows,  rather 
than  hev  ye  marry  that  stranger,  he  '11  give  this  yer  place 
to  the  church,  why,  let  him  do  it,  and  be  damned. 

Jovita  [recoiling  aside].  So  !  That  is  their  plan.  Don 
•Tose  has  worked  on  _ne  fears  or  the  cupidity  of  this  drunken 
ingrate. 

Sandy  [with  drunken  submission].  Ye  was  speaking 
to  me,  miss.  Ef  ye  '11  take  my  advice,  —  a  drunken  man's 
advice,  miss,  —  ye  '11  say  to  that  lover  of  yours,  ef  he  'a 
afeard  to  come  for  ye  here,  to  take  ye  as  ye  stand,  he  ain't 
no  man  for  ye.  And  ontil  he  does,  ye  '11  do  as  the  ole  man 
says.  Eur  ef  I  do  say  it,  miss,  —  and  thar  ain't  no  love 
lost  between  us,  —  he 's  a  good  father  to  ye.  It  ain't  every 
day  that  a  gal  kin  afford  to  swap  a  father  like  that,  as  she 
Hoes  know,  fur  the  husband  that  she  don't  !  He  's  a  proud 
old  fool,  miss ;  but  to  ye,  to  ye,  he  's  clar  grit  all  through. 

Jovita  [passionately,  aside].  Tricked,  fooled,  like  a 
child  !  and  through  the  means  of  this  treacherous,  drunken 
tool.  [Stamping  her  foot.]  Ah!  we  shall  see!  You  are 
wise,  you  are  wise,  Don  Jose" ;  but  your  daughter  is  not  a 
novice,  nor  a  helpless  creature  of  the  Holy  Church.  [Pas- 
sionately. J     I  '11  —  I  '11  become  a  Protestant  to-morrow  ! 
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Sandy  [unheeding  her  passion,  and  becoming  more 
earnest  and  self-possessed].  Ef  ye  hed  a  father,  miss,  ez 
instead  o'  harkinin'  to  your  slightest  wish,  and  surroundin' 
ye  with  luxury,  hed  made  your  infancy  a  struggle  for  life 
among  strangers,  and  your  childhood  a  disgrace  and  a  tempta- 
tion ;  ef  he  had  left  ye  with  no  company  but  want,  with 
no  companions  but  guilt,  with  no  mother  but  suffering  ;  ef 
he  had  made  your  home,  this  home,  so  unhappy,  so  terrible, 
so  awful,  that  the  crowded  streets  and  gutters  of  a  great 
city  was  something  to  fly  to  for  relief ;  ef  he  had  made 
his  presence,  his  very  name,  —  your  name,  miss,  allowih'  it 
was  your  father,  —  ef  he  had  made  that  presence  so  hateful, 
that  name  so  infamous,  that  exile,  that  flyin'  to  furrin' 
parts,  that  wanderin'  among  strange  folks  ez  did  n't  know 
ye,  was  the  only  way  to  make  life  endurable ;  and  ef  he  'd 
given  ye,  —  I  mean  this  good  old  man  Don  Jose",  miss,  —  ef 
he  'd  given  ye  as  part  of  yer  heritage  a  taint,  a  weakness 
in  yer  very  blood,  a  fondness  for  a  poison,  a  poison  that 
soothed  ye  like  a  vampire  bat  .and  sucked  yer  life-blood 
{seizing  her  arm]  ez  it  soothed  ye ;  ef  this  curse  that  hung 
over  ye  dragged  ye  down  day  by  day,  till  hating  him, 
loathing  him,  ye  saw  yerself  day  by  day  becoming  more  and 
more  like  him,  till  ye  knew  that  his  fate  was  yours,  and 
yours  his,  —  why  then,  Miss  Jovita  [rising  with  an  hys- 
terical drunken  laugh],  why  then,  I  'd  run  away  with  ye 
suyself,  —  I  would,  damn  me  ! 

Jovita  [who  has  been  withdrawing  from  him  scornfully']. 
Well  acted,  Diego.  Don  Jose1  should  have  seen  his  pupil. 
Trust  me,  my  father  will  reward  you.  [Aside.]  And  yet 
there  were  tears  in  his  drunken  eyes.  Bah !  it  is  the  liquor : 
he  is  no  longer  sane.  And,  either  hypocrite  or  imbecile, 
lie  is  to  be  trusted  no  longer.  But  where  and  why  is  he 
going  ?     [Aloud.]     You  are  leaving  us,  Diego. 

Sandy  [quietly].  Well,  the  old  man  and  me  don't  get 
»n  together. 
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Jovita  [scornfully].  Bueno  !  I  see.  Then  you  abandon 
me? 

Sandy  [quickly'].  To  the  old  man,  miss,  —  not  the 
young  one.  [Walks  to  the  table  and  begins  to  pour  out 
liquor.] 

Jovita  [angrily].  You  would  not  dare  to  talk  to  me  thus, 
if  John  Oakhurst  —  ah  !     [ Checking  herself.] 

Sandy  [drops  glass  on  table,  hurries  to  centre,  and  seizes 
DoSfA  Jovita].  Eh  !  Wot !  Wot  name  did  you  say  ? 
[Looks  at  her  amazed  and  bewildered.] 

Jovita  [terrified,  aside].  Mother  of  God  !  What  have 
I  done  ?  Broken  my  sacred  pledge  to  keep  his  name  secret. 
No  !  No  !  Diego  did  not  hear  me  !  Surely  this  wretched 
drunkard  does  not  know  him.  [Aloud.]  Nothing.  I  said 
nothing  :  I  mentioned  no  name. 

Sandy  [still  amazed,  frightened,  and  bewildered,  pass- 
ing his  hand  over  his  forehead  slowly].  Ye  mentioned  no 
name  ?  Surely.  I  am  wild,  crazed.  Tell  me,  miss  —  ye 
didn't, — I  know  ye  didn't,  but  I  thought  it  sounded  like 
it,  —  ye  didn'i  mention  the  name  of  —  of  —  of  —  John 
Oakhurst  ? 

Jovita  [hurriedly].  No,  of  course  not !  You  terrify 
me,  Diego.     You  are  wild. 

Sandy  [dropping  her  hand  with  a  sigh  of  relief].  No, 
no !  In  course  ye  didn't.  I  was  wild,  miss,  wild ;  this 
drink  has  confused  me  yer.  [Pointing  to  his  head.]  There 
are  times  when  I  hear  that  name,  miss,  —  times  when  I  see 
his  face.  [Sadly.]  But  it's  when  I've  took  too  much  — 
too  much.  I'll  drink  no  more  —  no  more!  —  to-night — < 
to-night !     [Drops  his  head  slowly  in  his  hands.] 

Jovita  [looking  at  Diego  —  aside].  Really,  I  'm  feeling 
very  uncomfortable.  I  'd  like  to  ask  a  question  of  this 
maniac.  But  nonsense !  Don  Juan  gave  me  to  understand 
Oakhurst  was  n't  his  real  name ;  that  is,  he  intimated  there 
was  something  dreadful  and  mysterious  about  it  that  mustn't 
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be  told,  —  something  that  would  frighten  people.  Holt, 
Virgin  !  it  has !  Why,  this  reckless  vagabond  here  is  pale 
and  agitated.  Don  Juan  shall  explain  this  mystery  to-night. 
But  then,  how  shall  1  see  him  ?  Ah,  I  have  it.  The  night 
of  the  last  festa,  when  I  could  not  leave  the  rancho,  he  begged 
me  to  show  a  light  from  the  flat  roof  of  the  upper  corridor, 
that  he  might  know  I  was  thinking  of  him,  —  dear  fellow  ! 
He  will  linger  to-night  at  the  Mission  ;  he  will  see  the 
light ;  he  will  know  that  I  have  not  forgotten.  He  will 
approach  the  rancho ;  I  shall  manage  to  slip  away  at  mid- 
night to  the  ruined  Mission.  I  shall  —  ah,  it  is  my  father  ! 
Holy  Virgin,  befriend  me  now  with  self-possession.  [Stands 
quietly  at  l.,  looldng  toward  Sandy,  vtho  still  remains 
buried  in  thought,  as  — 

Enter  Don  Jose  ;  regards  his  daughter  and  Diego  with 
a  sarcastic  smile. 

Don  Jose  [aside].  Bueuo !  It  is  as  I  expected,  — 
an  explanation,  an  explosion,  a  lover's  quarrel,  an  end  to 
romance.  From  his  looks  I  should  say  she  has  been  teach- 
ing the  adventurer  a  lesson.  Good  !  I  could  embrace  her ! 
[Crosses  to  Sandy  —  aloud.]     You  still  here! 

Sandy  [rising  with  a  start].  Yes!  I — a  —  I  was 
only  taking  leave  of  Miss  Jovita  that  hez  bin  kind  to  me. 
She 's  a  good  gal,  ole  man,  and  won't  be  any  the  worse  when 
I'm  gone. — Good-by,  Miss  Jovita  [extending  his  hand]: 
I  wish  ye  luck. 

Jovita  [coldly].  Adios,  friend  Diego.  [Aside,  hurriedly.] 
You  will  not  expose  my  secret  ? 

Sandy  [aside].  It  ain't  in  me,  miss.  [To  Don  Jose, 
going.]     Adios,  ole  man.     [Shouldering  his  pack.] 

Don  Jose.  Adios,  friend  Diego.  [Formally.]  May 
good  luck  attend  you !  [Aside.]  You  understand,  on 
your  woTd  as  —  as  —  as  —  a  gentleman  !  —  you  have  no 
further  communication  with  this  rancho,  or  aught  that  it 
contains. 
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Sandy  [gravely'].  I  hear  ye,  ole  man.  Adios.  [Goes 
to  gateway,  but  pauses  at  table,  and  begins  to  fill  a  glass 
of  aguardiente.] 

Don  Jose  [aside,  looking  at  his  daughter.]  I  could 
embrace  her  now.  She  is  truly  a  Castro.  [Aloud  to 
Jovita.]  Hark  ye,  little  one  !  I  have  news  that  will  please 
you,  and  —  who  knows  ?  —  perhaps  break  up  the  monotony 
of  the  dull  life  of  the  rancho.  To-night  come  to  me  two 
famous  caballeros,  Americanos,  you  understand  :  they  will 
be  here  soon,  even  now.  Retire,  and  make  ready  to  receive 
them.     [Exit  Jovita.] 

Don  Jose  [aside,  looking  at  Sandy].  He  lingers.  I 
shall  not  be  satisfied  until  Concho  has  seen  him  safely 
beyond  the  Missioa  wall. 

Enter  Concho. 

Concho.  Two  caballeros  have  dismounted  in  the  corral 
and  seek  the  honor  of  Don  Jose's  presence. 

Don  Jose.  Bueno !  [Aside.]  Follow  that  fellow 
beyond  the  Mission.  [Aloud.]  Admit  the  strangers. 
Did  they  give  their  names  ? 

Concho.  They  did,  Don  Jos£,  —  Colonsl  Culpepper  Star- 
bottle  and  the  Don  Alexandro  Morton. 

Sandy  [dropping  glass  of  aguardiente,  and  staggering 
stvpidly  to  the  centre,  confronting  Don  Jose  and  Con- 
cho, still  holding  bottle].  Eh!  Wot?  Wot  name  did 
you  say  ?  [Looks  stupidly  and  amazedly  at  Concho  and 
Don  Jose,  and  then  slowly  passes  his  hand  over  his  fore- 
head. Then  slowly  and  apologetically.]  I  axes  youi 
pardon,  Don  Jose,  and  yours,  sir  [to  Concho],  but  I 
thought  ye  called  me.  No  !  —  that  ez  —  I  mean  —  I  mear 
. —  I'm  a  little  off  color  here  [pointing  to  his  head].  ] 
don't  follow  suit  —  I  —  eh  —  eh!  Oh!  —  ye '11  pardon 
me,  sir,  but  thar's  names  —  perhaps  yer  darter  will  remem- 
ber that  I  was  took  a  bit  ago  on  a  name  —  thar  's  names 
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sorter  bangin'  round  me  yer  [  pointing  to  his  head"],  that 
I  thinks  I  hear  —  but  bein'  drunk  —  I  hopes  ye '11  excooa 
me.  Adios.  \_Staggers  to  gateway,  Concho  following.] 
Concho  [aside].  There  is  something  more  in  this  than 
Don  Jose"  would  have  known.  I  '11  watch  Diego,  and  keep 
an  eye  on  Miss  Jovita  too. 

Exit,  following  Sandy,  who,  in  exit,  jostles  against  Col. 
Staebottle  entering,  who  stops  and  teans  exhaustedly 
at  the  ivall  to  get  his  breath ;  following  him,  closely, 
and  oblivious  of  Sandy  Morton^  Alexander  Mor- 
ton, Sr.  Enter  Col.  Starbottle  and  Alexander 
Morton,  Sr. 

Scene  2.  —  The  Same. 

Col.  Starbottle  [entering,  to  Don  Jose].  Overlooking 
the  insult  of  —  er  —  er  —  inebriated  individual,  whose 
menial  position  in  this  —  er  —  er  —  household  precludes  a 
demand  for  personal  satisfaction,  sir,  I  believe  I  have  the 
honor  of  addressing  Don  Jose  Castro.  Very  good,  sir. 
Permit  me,  sir,  to  introduce  myself  as  Colonel  Culpepper 
Starbottle  —  demn  me  !  the  legal  adviser  of  Mr.  Alexander 
Morton,  Sr.,  and  I  may  add,  sir,  the  friend  of  that  gentle- 
man, and  as  such,  sir  —  er  —  er  —  personally  —  personally 
responsible. 

Alexander  Morton  [puritanically  and  lugubriously]. 
As  a  God-fearing  and  forgiving  Christian,  Mr.  Castro,  I 
trust  you  will  overlook  the  habitual  profanity  of  the  erring 
but  well-meaning  man,  who,  by  the  necessities  of  my  situa- 
tion, accompanies  me.  I  am  the  person  —  a  helpless  sinner 
—  mentioned  in  the  letters  which  I  believe  have  preceded 
me.  As  a  professing  member  of  the  Cumberland  Presby* 
terian  Church,  I  have  ventured,  in  the  interest  of  works 
rather  than  faith,  to  overlook  the  plain  doctrines  of  the 
church  in  claiming  sympathy  of  a  superstitious  papist. 

Starbottle  [interrupting,  aside   to   Alexander   Mo» 
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ton].  Ahem  !  ahem  !  [Aloud  to  Don  Jos£.]  My 
friend's  manner,  sir,  reminds  me  of  —  er  —  er  -~  Earn  Boot- 
gum  Sing,  first  secretary  of  Turkish  legation  at  Washington 
in  '45  ;  most  remarkable  man  —  demn  me  —  most  remark 
able  —  and  warm  personal  friend.  Challenged  Tod  Robin- 
son for  putting  him  next  to  Hebrew  banker  at  dinner,  with 
remark  —  demn  me  —  that  they  were  both  believers  in  the 
profit !  he,  he !  Amusing,  perhaps ;  irreverent,  certainly. 
Fought  with  scimitars.  Second  pass,  Earn  divided  Tod  in 
two  pieces  —  fact,  sir — just  here  [pointing]  in  — er  —  er 

—  region  of  moral  emotions.  Upper  half  called  to  me,  — 
said  to  me  warningly  —  last  words  —  never  forget  it,  — 
"Star,"  —  always  called  me  Star, — "respect  man's  reli- 
gious convictions."  Legs  dead  ;  emotion  confined  to  upper 
part  of  body  —  pathetic  picture.  Ged,  sir,  something  to  be 
remembered  ! 

Don  Jose  [with  grave  Spanish  courtesy'].  You  are 
welcome,  gentlemen,  to  the  rancho  of  the  Blessed  Fisher- 
man. Your  letters,  with  their  honorable  report,  are  here. 
Believe  me,  senores,  in  your  modesty  you  have  forgotten  to 
mention  your  strongest  claim  to  the  hospitality  of  my  house, 

—  the  royal  right  of  strangers. 

Morton.  Angels  before  this  have  been  entertained  as 
strangers,  says  the  Good  Book ;  and  that,  I  take  it,  is  your 
authority  for  this  ceremoniousness  which  else  were  but  lip- 
service  and  papist  airs.  But  I  am  here  in  the  performance 
of  a  duty,  Mr.  Castro,  —  the  duty  of  a  Christian  father.  I 
am  seeking  a  prodigal  son.  I  am  seeking  him  in  his  wine- 
husks  and  among  his  harl — 

Starbottle  [interrupting].  A  single  moment.  [Ta 
Don  Jose.]  Permit  me  to  —  er  —  er —  explain.  As  my 
friend  Mr.  Morton  states,  we  are,  in  fact,  at  present  en- 
gaged in  —  er  —  er  —  quest  —  er  —  pilgrimage  that  possibly 
to  some,  unless  deterred  by  considerations  of  responsibility 

—  personal  responsibility,  sir  —  Ged,  sir,  might  be  looked 
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upon  as  visionary,  enthusiastic,  sentimental,  fanatical.  We 
are  seeking  a  son,  or,  as  my  friend  tersely  and  scripturally 
expresses  it  —  er  —  er  —  prodigal  son.  I  say  scripturally, 
sir,  and  tersely,  but  not,  you  understand  it,  literally,  nor 
I  may  add,  sir,  legally.  Ged,  sir,  as  a  precedent,  I  admit 
we  are  wrong.     To  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  sir,  the  —  er 

—  Prodigal  Son  sought  his  own  father.     To  be  frank,  sir, 

—  and  Ged,  sir,  if  Culpepper  Starbottle  has  a  fault,  it  is 
frankness,  sir.  ...  As  Nelse  Buckthorne  said  to  me  in  Nash- 
ville, in  '47,  "  You  would  infer,  Colonel  Starbottle,  that  I 
equivocate."  I  replied,  "  I  do,  sir  ;  and  permit  me  to  add 
that  equivocation  has  all  the  guilt  of  a  lie,  with  cowardice 
superadded."  The  next  morning  at  nine  o'clock,  Ged,  sir, 
he  gasped  to  me  —  he  was  lying  on  the  ground,  hole  through 
his  left  lung  just  here  [illustrating  with  Don  Jose's  coat-], 

—  he  gasped,  "  If  you  have  a  merit,  Star,  above  others,  it  is 
frankness !  "  his  last  words,  sir,  — demn  me.  ...  To  be 
frank,  sir,  years  ago,  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  youth,  the 
son  of  this  gentleman  left  his  —  er  —  er  —  er  —  boyhood's 
home,  owing  to  an  innocent  but  natural  misunderstanding 
with  the  legal  protector  of  his  youth  — 

Morton  [interrupting  gravely  and  demurely!.  Driven 
from  home  by  my  own  sinful  and  then  unregenerate  hand  — 

Starbottle  [quiekly~\.  One  moment,  a  simple  moment. 
We  will  not  weary  you  with —  er —  er — history,  or  the 
vagaries  of  youth.  He  —  er  —  came  to  California  in  '49. 
A  year  ago,  touched  by  —  er  —  er  —  parental  emotion  and 
solicitude,  my  friend  resolved  to  seek  him  here.  Believ- 
ing that  the  —  er  —  er  —  lawlessness  of  —  er  —  er  —  un- 
trammeled  youth  and  boyish  inexperience  might  have  led 
him  into  some  trifling  indiscretion,  we  have  sought  him  suc- 
cessively in  hospitals,  almshouses,  reformatories,  State's 
prisons,  lunatic  and  inebriate  asylums,  and  —  er  —  er  — 
even  on  the  monumental  inscriptions  of  the — er  —  er  — 
country  churchyards.     We  have  thus  far,  I  grieve  to  say 
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although  acquiring  much  and  valuable  information  of  a  varied 
character  and  interest,  as  far  as  the  direct  matter  of  our 
search,  —  we  have  been,  I  think  I  may  say,  unsuccessful. 
Our  search  has  been  attended  with  the  —  er  —  disburse- 
ment of  some  capital  under  my  —  er  —  er  —  direction, 
which,  though  large,  represents  quite  inadequately  the  — 
er  —  er  —  earnestness  of  our  endeavors. 

Enter  Manuel  A. 

Manuela  [to  Don  Jose].  The  Dona  Jovita  is  waiting 
to  receive  you. 

Don  Josi  [to  Mokton].  You  shall  tell  me  further 
of  your  interesting  pilgrimage  hereafter.  At  present  my 
daughter  awaits  us  to  place  this  humble  roof  at  your  dis- 
posal. I  am  a  widower,  Don  Alexandro,  like  yourself. 
When  I  say  that,  like  you,  I  have  an  only  child,  and  that  I 
love  her,  you  will  understand  how  earnest  is  my  sympathy. 
This  way,  gentlemen.  [Leading  to  door  in  corridor,  and 
awaiting  them. ] 

Starhottle  [aside'].  Umph  !  an  interview  with  lovely 
woman  means  —  er  —  intoxication,  but  —  er  —  er  —  no 
liquor.  It's  evident  that  the  Don  doesn't  drink.  Eh! 
[Catches  sight  of  table  in  corridor,  and  bottle.]  Oh,  he 
does,  but  some  absurd  Spanish  formality  prevents  his  doing 
the  polite  thing  before  dinner.  [Aloud,  to  Don  Jose.] 
One  moment,  sir,  one  moment.  If  you  will  —  er  —  er  — 
pardon  the  —  er  —  seeming  discourtesy,  for  which  I  am,  I 
admit  —  er  —  personally  responsible,  I  will  for  a  few  mo- 
ments enjoy  the  —  er  —  er  —  delicious  air  of  the  courtyard, 
and  the  beauties  of  Nature  as  displayed  in  the  —  er  —  sun- 
set. I  will  —  er  —  rejoin  you  and  the  —  er  —  er  —  ladies 
a  moment  later. 

Don  Jose.  The  house  is  your  own,  seflor  :  do  as  you 
will.      This  way,  Don  Alexandro. 

[Exit,  in  door  l.,  Don  Jose  and  Morton,  Sr.J 
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Starbottle.  "  Do  as  you  will."  Well,  I  don't  under- 
stand Spanish  ceremony,  but  that 's  certainly  good  English. 
[Going  to  table.]  Eh!  [Smelling  decanter.']  Robinson 
County  whiskey  !  ITmph  !  I  have  observed  that  the 
spirit  of  American  institutions,  sir,  are  already  penetrating 
the  —  er  —  er  —  superstitions  of  —  er  —  foreign  and  effete 
civilizations.  [Pours  out  glass  of  whiskey  and  drinks  ; 
fours  again,  and  observes  Manuela  watching  him  respect- 
fully.] What  the  devil  is  that  girl  looking  at  ?  Eh!  [Puts 
down  glass.] 

Manuela  [aside].  He  is  fierce  and  warlike.  Mother  of 
God  !  But  he  is  not  so  awful  as  that  gray-haired  caballero, 
who  looks  like  a  fasting  St.  Anthony.  And  he  loves 
aguardiente  :  he  will  pity  poor  Diego  the  more.  [Aloud.] 
Ahem  !     SeKor.       [Courtesies  coquettishly.] 

Col.  Starbottle  [aside].  Oh,  I  see.  Ged !  not  a  bad- 
looking  girl,  —  a  trifle  dark,  but  Southern,  and  —  er  — ■ 
tropical.  Ged,  Star,  Star,  this  won't  do,  sir  ;  no,  sir.  The 
filial  affections  of  ^Eneas  are  not  to  be  sacrificed  through 
the  blandishments  of  —  er  —  Dodo  —  I  mean  a  Dido. 

Manuela.  0  sefior,  you  are  kind,  you  are  good  !  You 
are  an  Americano,  one  of  a  great  nation.  You  will  feel 
sympathy  for  a  poor  young  man,  —  a  mere  muchacho,  —  one 
of  your  own  race,  who  was  a  vaquero  here,  sefior.  He  has 
been  sent  away  from  us  here  disgraced,  alone,  hungry,  per- 
haps penniless.      [  Wipes  her  eyes.] 

Col.  Starbottle.  The  devil  !  Another  prodigal. 
[Aloud.]  My  dear,  the  case  you  have  just  stated  would 
appear  to  be  the  —  er  —  er  —  normal  condition  of  the  — 
er  —  youth  of  America.  But  why  was  he  discharged  ? 
[Pouring  out  liquor.] 

Manuela  [demurely  glancing  at  the  colonel].  He  wa« 
drunk,  sefior. 

Starbottle  [potently].  Drunkenness,  my  child,  which  is 
—  er  —  weakness  in  the  —  er  —  er  —  gentleman,  in   the 
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subordinate  is  a  crime.  What  —  er  —  excites  the  social 
impulse  and  exhilarates  the  fancy  of  the  —  er  —  master  of 
the  house,  in  the  performance  of  his  duty,  renders  the  ser- 
vant unfit  for  his.  Legally  it  is  a  breach  of  contract.  I 
should  give  it  as  my  opinion,  —  for  which  I  am  personally 
responsible,  —  that  your  friend  Diego  could  not  recover. 
Ged  !  [Aside.]  I  wonder  if  this  scapegoat  could  be  our 
black  sheep. 

Manuela.  But  that  was  not  all,  sefior.  It  was  an  ex- 
cuse only.  He  was  sent  away  for  helping  our  young  lady 
to  a  cavalier.  He  was  discharged  because  he  would  not  be 
a  traitor  to  her.  He  was  sent  away  because  he  was  too 
good,  too  honorable,  —  too —     [Bursts  out  crying.] 

Starbottle  [aside].  Oh,  the  devil !  this  is  no  Sandy 
Morton.  [Coming  forward  gravely.]  I  have  never  yet 
analyzed  the  —  er  —  er  —  character  of  the  young  gentleman 
I  have  the  honor  to  assist  in  restoring  to  his  family  and 
society  ;  but  judging  —  er  —  calmly  —  er  —  dispassionately, 
toy  knowledge  of  his  own  father  —  from  what  the  old  gen- 
tleman must  have  been  in  his  unregenerate  state,  and  know- 
ing what  he  is  now  in  his  present  reformed  Christian  condi- 
tion, I  should  say  calmly  and  deliberately  that  the  son  must 
be  the  most  infernal  and  accomplished  villain  unhung.  Ged, 
I  have  a  thought,  an  inspiration.  [To  Manuela,  tapping 
her  under  the  chin.]  I  see,  my  dear  ;  a  lover,  ha,  ha  ! 
Ah,  you  rogue !  Well,  well,  we  will  talk  of  this  again.  I 
will  —  er  —  er  —  interest  myself  in  this  Diego.  [Exit 
Manuela.  J 

Starbottle  [solus].  How  would  it  do  to  get  up  a  prodi- 
gal ?  Umph.  Something  must  be  done  soon  :  the  old  man 
grows  languid  in  his  search.  My  position  as  a  sinecure  is 
—  er  —  in  peril.  A  prodigal  ready-made  !  But  could  I 
get  a  scoundrel  bad  enough  to  satisfy  the  old  man  ?  Ged, 
that 's  serious.  Let  me  see  :  he  admits  that  he  is  unable  to 
recognize  his  own  son  in  face,  features,  manner,  or  speech. 
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Good !  If  I  could  pick  up  some  rascal  whose  —  er — irregtu 
larities  didn't  quite  fill  the  bill,  and  could  say  —  Ged!  — 
that  he  was  reforming.  Reforming  !  Ged,  Star  !  That 
very  defect  would  show  the  hereditary  taint,  demn  me ! 
I  must  think  of  this  seriously.  Ged,  Star  !  the  idea  is  — 
an  inspiration  of  humanity  and  virtue.  Who  knows  ?  it 
might  be  the  saving  of  the  vagabond,  —  a  crown  of  glory  to 
the  old  man's  age.  Inspiration,  did  I  say  ?  Ged,  Star,  it 's 
a  duty,  —  a  sacred,  solemn  duty,  for  which  you  are  respon- 
sible, —  personally  responsible. 

Lights  down  half.     Enter  from  corridor  l.,  Morton, 
Don  Josi,  the  Dona  Jovita,  and  Manuela. 

Dona  Jovita  {stepping  forward  with  exaggerated  Span- 
ish courtesy'].  A  thousand  graces  await  your  Excellency, 
Commander  Don  —  Don  — 

Starbottle  [bowing  to  the  ground  with  equal  delight  and 
exaggerated  courtesy].     Er  —  Coolpepero  ! 

Dona  Jovita.  Don  Culpepero  !  If  we  throw  ourselves 
unasked  at  your  excellency's  feet  [courtesy],  if  we  appear 
unsought  before  the  light  of  your  excellency's  eyes  [cour- 
tesy], if  we  err  in  maidenly  decorum  in  thus  seeking  unbid- 
den your  excellency's  presence  [courtesy],  believe  us,  it  is 
the  fear  of  some  greater,  some  graver  indecorum  in  our 
conduct  that  has  withdrawn  your  excellency's  person  from 
us  since  you  have  graced  our  roof  with  your  company.  We 
know,  Sefior  Commander,  how  superior  are  the  charms  of  the 
American  ladies.  It  is  in  no  spirit  of  rivalry  with  them, 
but  to  show  —  Mother  of  God !  —  that  we  are  not  abso- 
lutely ugly,  that  we  intrude  upon  your  excellency's  sol- 
itude. [Aside.]  I  shall  need  the  old  fool,  and  shall  use 
him. 

Col.  Starbottle  [who  has  been  bowing  and  saluting  with 
equal  extravagance,  during  this  speech  —  aside].  Ged  ! 
she  is  beautiful!  [Aloud.]  Permit  me  er  —  er — Doila 
Jovita,  to  correct  —  Ged,  I  must  say  it,  correct  erroneous 
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statements.  The  man  who  should  —  er  —  utter  in  my 
presence  remarks,  disparaging  those  —  er  —  charms  it  is  my 
privilege  to  hehold,  I  should  hold  responsible,  —  Ged  [per- 
sonally responsible.  You  —  er  —  remind  me  of  er  —  inci- 
dent, trifling  perhaps,  but  pleasing,  Charleston  in  '52,  —  a 
reception  at  John  C.  Calhoun's.  A  lady,  one  of  the  demned- 
est  beautiful  women  you  ever  saw,  said  to  me,  "  Star  !  " 
—  she  always  called  me  Star,  —  "you've  avoided  me, 
you  have,  Star!  I  fear  you  are  no  longer  my  friend."  — 
"  Your  friend,  madam,"  I  said.  "  No,  I  've  avoided  you 
because  I  am  your  lover."  Ged,  Miss  Jovita,  a  fact — demn 
me.  Sensation.  Husband  heard  garbled  report.  He  was 
old  friend,  but  jealous,  rash,  indiscreet.  Fell  at  first  fire  — 
umph  —  January  5th.  Lady  —  beautiful  woman  —  never 
forgave  :  went  into  convent.  Sad  affair.  And  all  a  mis- 
take, —  demn  me,  —  all  a  mistake,  though  perhaps  extra- 
vagant gallantry  and  compliment.  I  lingered  here,  oblivious 
perhaps  of  — er  —  beauty,  ia  the  enjoyment  of  Nature. 

Dona,  Jovita.  Is  there  enough  for  your  excellency  to 
share  with  me,  since  it  must  be  my  rival  ?  See,  the  fog  is 
clearing  away  :  we  shall  have  moonlight.  [Don  Jose  and 
Morton  seat  themselves  at  table.']  Shall  we  not  let  these 
venerable  caballeros  enjoy  their  confidences  and  experiences 
together  ?  \_Aside.~\  Don  Jose'  watches  me  like  a  fox, 
does  not  intend  to  lose  sight  of  me.  How  shall  I  show  the 
light  three  times  from  the  courtyard  roof  ?  I  have  it ! 
[Takes  Starbottle's  am.]  It  is  too  pleasant  to  with- 
draw. There  is  a  view  from  the  courtyard  wall  your  excel- 
lency should  see.  Will  you  accompany  me  ?  The  ascent 
is  easy. 

Starbottle  \_howing~\.  I  will  ascend,  although,  permit  me 
to  say,  Dona  Jovita,  it  would  be  —  er  —  impossible  for  me 
to  be  nearer  —  er  —  heaven,  than  —  er  —  at  present. 

Dona  Jovita.  Flatterer!  Come,  you  shall  tell  me 
about  this  sad  lady  who  died.     Ah,  Don  Culpepero,  let  me 
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hope  all  your  experiences  will  not  be  so  fatal  to  us  !  \_J$vs 
eunt  Dona  Jovita  and  Stakbottle.J 

Morton  [aside].  A  froward  daughter  of  Baal,  and,  if  I 
mistake  not,  even  now  concocting  mischief  for  this  foolish, 
indulgent,  stiff-necked  father.  [Aloud.]  Your  only  daugh- 
ter, I  presume. 

Don  Jose.  My  darling,  Don  Alexandra.  Motherless 
from  her  infancy.  A  little  wild,  and  inclined  to  gayety, 
but  I  hope  not  seeking  for  more  than  these  walls  afford.  I 
have  checked  her  but  seldom,  Don  Alexandra,  and  then  I 
did  not  let  her  see  my  hand  on  the  rein  that  held  her  back. 
T  do  not  ask  her  confidence  always  :  I  only  want  to  know 
that  when  the  time  comes  it  can  be  given  to  me  without 
fear. 

Morton.     Umph ! 

Don  Jose  [leaning  forward  confidentially].  To  show 
that  you  have  not  intrusted  your  confidence  regarding  your 
wayward  son  ^—  whom  may  the  saints  return  to  you  !  —  to 
unsympathetic  or  inexperienced  ears,  I  will  impart  a  secret. 
A  few  weeks  ago  I  detected  an  innocent  intimacy  between 
this  foolish  girl  and  a  vagabond  vaquero  in  my  employ. 
You  understand,  it  was  on  her  part  romantic,  visionary ;  on 
his,  calculating,  shrewd,  self-interested,  for  he  expected  to 
become  my  heir.  I  did  not  lock  her  up.  I  did  not  tax  her 
with  it.  I  humored  it.  To-day  I  satisfied  the  lover  that 
his  investment  was  not  profitable,  that  a  marriage  without 
my  consent  entailed  the  loss  of  the  property  and  then  left 
them  together.  They  parted  in  tears,  think  you,  Don  Alex- 
andra ?  No,  but  mutually  hating  each  other.  The  ro- 
mance was  over.  An  American  would  have  opposed  the 
girl,  have  driven  her  to  secrecy,  to  an  elopement  perhaps. 
Eh? 

Morton  [scornfully].  And  you  believe  that  they  have 
abandoned  their  plans  ? 

Don  Jose.     I  am  sure  —  hush !  she  is  here ! 
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Enter  on  roof  of  corridor,  Stakbottle  and  Jovtta. 

Col.  Starbottle.  Really,  a  superb  landscape  !  An  admir- 
able view  of  the  —  er  —  fog  —  rolling  over  the  Mission 
Hills,  the  plains  below,  and  the  —  er  —  er  —  single  figure 
of  —  er  —  motionless  horseman  — 

Dofia  Jovita  [quickly].  Some  belated  vaquero.  Do 
you  smoke,  Senor  Commander  ? 

Starbottle.     At  times. 

Dofia  Jovita.  With  me.  I  will  light  a  cigarette  for 
you  :  it  is  the  custom. 

Col.  Starbottle  draws  match  from  his  pocket,  and  is 
about  to  light,  but  is  stopped  by  Dona  Jovita. 

Dona  Jovita.  Pardon,  your  excellency,  but  we  cannot 
endure  your  American  matches.  There  is  a  taper  in  the 
passage. 

Col.   Starbottle   brings   taper  :    Dona  Jovita    turns 
to  light  cigarette  but  manages  to  blow  out  candle. 

Dona  Jovita.     I  must  try  your  gallantry  again.     That  is 
once  I  have  failed.      [Significantly.] 
Col.  Starbottle  relights  candle,  business,  same  results. 

Dofia  Jovita.     I  am  stupid    and  nervous  to-night.      I 
have  failed  twice.     [With  emphasis.] 
Col.    Starbottle  repeats  business  with  candle.     Dona 
Jovita  lights  cigarette,  hands  it  to  the  colonel. 

Dona  Jovita.  Thrice,  and  I  have  succeeded.  [Bloivs  out 
candle.] 

Col.  Starbottle.  A  thousand  thanks  !  There  is  a  —  er 
—  er  —  light  on  the  plain. 

Dofia  Jovita  [hastily].  It  is  the  vaqueros  returning. 
My  father  gives  a  festa  to  peons  in  honor  of  your  arrival. 
There  will  be  a  dance.  You  have  been  patient,  Senor  Com- 
mander :  you  shall  have  my  hand  for  a  waltz. 

Enter   vaqueros,  their  wives    and   daughters.     A  dance, 
during  which  the  "  sembi  canca  "  is  danced  by  Col. 
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Starbottle  and  Dona  Jovita.  Business, 
which  the  bell  of  Mission  Church,  faintly  illuminated 
beyond  the  wall,  strikes  twelve.  Dancers  withdraw  hur- 
riedly, leaving  alone  Manuela,  Dona  Jovita,  Col. 
Starbottle,  Don  Jose,  and  Concho.  Concho  for- 
mally hands  keys  to  Don  Jose. 

Don  Jose  {delivering  keys  to  Morton  with  stately  im~ 
pressiveness].  Take  them,  Don  Alexandra  Morton,  and 
with  them  all  that  they  unlock  for  bliss  or  bale.  Take 
them,  noble  guest,  and  with  them  the  homage  of  this  family, 
—  to-night,  Don  Alexandra,  your  humble  servants.  Good- 
night, gentlemen.  May  a  thousand  angels  attend  you,  0 
Don  Alexandro,  and  Don  Culpepero ! 

Dona  Jovita.  Good-night,  Don  Alexandra.  May  your 
dreams  to-night  see  all  your  wishes  fulfilled  !     Good-night, 

0  Sefior  Commander.      May  she  you  dream  of  be  as  happy 
as  you ! 

Manuela  and  Concho  [together].  Good-night,  0  seiiores 
and  illustrious  gentlemen  !  May  the  Blessed  Fisherman 
watch  over  you  !  \_Both  parties  retreat  into  opposite  cor- 
ridors, bowing.] 

Manuela.  Concho.  Morton. 

Don  Jose.  Jovita.  Starbottle. 

Scene  3.  —  The  same.  Stage  darkened.  Fog  passing 
beyond  wall  outside,  and  occasionally  obscuring  moonlit 
landscape  beyond.  Enter  Jovita  softly,  from  corridor 
l.     Her  face  is  partly  hidden  by  Spanish  mantilla. 

Jovita.  All  quiet  at  last ;  and,  thanks  to  much  aguar- 
diente, my  warlike  admirer  snores  peacefully  above.      Yet 

1  could  swear  I  heard  the  old  Puritan's  door  creak  as  I 
descended!     Pshaw!    What  matters!    [Goes  to  gateway 
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and  tries  gate."]  Locked !  Carramba !  I  see  it  now. 
Under  the  pretext  of  reviving  the  old  ceremony,  Don  Jose" 
has  locked  the  gates,  and  placed  me  in  the  custody  of  his 
guest.  Stay  !  There  is  a  door  leading  to  the  corral  from  ' 
the  passage  by  Concho's  room.  Bueno  !  Don  Jose'  shall 
see !      [Exit  r.] 

Enter  cautiously  r.  Old  Morton. 
Old  Morton.  I  was  not  mistaken  !  It  was  the  skirt  of 
that  Jezebel  daughter  that  whisked  past  my  door  a  moment 
ago,  and  her  figure  that  flitted  down  that  corridor.  So  ! 
The  lover  driven  out  of  the  house  at  four  p.  m.,  and  at 
twelve  o'clock  at  night  the  young  lady  trying  the  gate 
secretly.  This  may  be  Spanish  resignation  and  filial  sub- 
mission, but  it  looks  very  like  Yankee  disobedience  and  for- 
wardness. Perhaps  it  7s  well  that  the  keys  are  in  my  pocket. 
This  fond  confiding  papist  may  find  the  heretic  American 
father  of  some  service.  [Conceals  himself  behind  pillar 
of  corridor. ^ 

After  a  pause  the  head  of  John  Oakhurst  appears  over 
the  wall  of  corridor  :  he  climbs  up  to  roof  of  corri- 
dor, and  descends  very  quietly  and  deliberately  to 
stage. 

Oakhurst  {dusting  his  clothing  with  his  handkerchief  ~\. 
1  never  knew  before  why  these  Spaniards  covered  their 
adobe  walls  with  whitewash.  [Leans  against  pillar  in 
shadow.  J 

Re-enter  Jovita,  hastily. 

Jovita.  All  is  lost ;  the  corral  door  is  locked  ;  the  key 
is  outside,  and  Concho  is  gone,  —  gone  where  ?  Madre  di 
Dios  !  to  discover,  perhaps  to  kill  him. 

Oakhurst  [approaching  her].     No. 

Jovita.  Juan !  [Embracing  him.]  But  how  did  you 
get  here  ?     This  is  madness  ! 
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Oakhurst.  As  you  did  not  come  to  the  Mission,  I  came 
to  the  rancho.  I  found  the  gate  locked  —  by  the  way,  is 
not  that  a  novelty  here  ?  —  I  climbed  the  wall.  But  you, 
Miss  Castro,  you  are  trembling!  Your  little  hands  are 
cold ! 

Jbvita  [glancing  around~\.  Nothing,  nothing  !  But  you 
are  running  a  terrible  risk.  At  any  moment  we  may  be 
discovered. 

Oakhurst.  I  understand  you :  it  would  be  bad  for  the 
discoverer.     Never  fear,  I  will  be  patient. 

Jbvita.     But  I  feared  that  you  might  meet  Concho. 

Oakhurst.  Concho  —  Concho  —  [meditatively].  Let 
me  see,  —  tall,  dark,  long  in  the  arm,  weighs  about  one 
hundred  and  eighty,  and  active. 

Jbvita.     Yes  ;  tell  me  !     You  have  met  him  ? 

Oakhurst.  Possibly,  possibly.  Was  he  a  friend  of 
yours  ? 

Jovita.     No ! 

Oakhurst.  That 's  better.  Are  his  pursuits  here  seden- 
tary, or  active  ? 

Jovita.     He  is  my  father's  major-domo. 

Oakhurst.  I  see  :  a  sinecure.  [Aside."]  Well,  if  he 
has  to  lay  up  for  a  week  or  two,  the  rancho  won't  suffer. 

Jovita.     Well  ? 

Oakhurst.     Well ! 

Jbvita  [passionately'}.  There,  having  scaled  the  wall, 
at  the  risk  of  being  discovered  —  this  is  all  you  have  to  say  I 
[Turning  away.] 

Oakhurst  [quietly].  Perhaps,  Jovita  [taking  her  hand 
with  grave  earnestness],  to  a  clandestine  intimacy  like  ours 
there  is  but  one  end.  It  is  not  merely  elopement,  not 
merely  marriage,  it  is  exposure  !  Sooner  or  later  you  and 
I  must  face  the  eyes  we  now  shun.  What  matters  if  to- 
ujght  or  later  ? 

Jovita  [quickly].     I  am  ready.     It  was  you  who  — 
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Oakhurst.  It  was  I  who  first  demanded  secrecy,  but  it 
was  I  who  told  you  when  we  last  met  that  I  would  tell  you 
why  to-night. 

Jovita.  I  am  ready  ;  but  hear  me,  Juan,  nothing  can 
change  my  faith  in  you  ! 

Oakhurst  \sadly~\.  You  know  not  what  you  say.  Lis- 
ten, my  child.  I  am  a  gambler.  Not  the  man  who  lav- 
ishes his  fortune  at  the  gaming-table  for  excitement's  sake  ; 
not  the  fanatic  who  stakes  his  own  earnings  —  perhaps  the 
the  confided  earnings  of  others  —  on  a  single  coup.  No, 
he  is  the  man  who  loses,  —  whom  the  world  deplores,  pities, 
and  forgives.  I  am  the  man  who  wins  —  whom  the  world 
hates  and  despises. 

Jovita.     I  do  not  understand  you,  Juan. 

Oakhurst.  So  much  the  better,  perhaps.  But  you 
must  hear  me.  I  make  a  profession  —  an  occupation  more 
exacting,  more  wearying,  more  laborious,  than  that  of  your 
meanest  herdsmen  —  of  that  which  others  make  a  dissipa- 
tion of  the  senses.  And  yet,  Jovita,  there  is  not  the  mean- 
est vaquero  in  this  ranch,  who,  playing  against  me,  winning 
or  losing,  is  not  held  to  be  my  superior.  I  have  no  friends 
—  only  confederates.  Even  the  woman  who  dares  to  pity 
me  must  do  it  in  secret. 

Jovita.  But  you  will  abandon  this  dreadful  trade.  As 
the  son  of  the  rich  Don  Jose',  no  one  dare  scorn  you.  My 
father  will  relent.     I  am  his  heiress. 

Oakhurst.  ~Sa  more,  Jovita,  no  more.  If  I  were  the 
man  who  could  purchase  the  world's  respect  through  a 
woman's  weakness  for  him,  I  should  not  be  here  to-night. 
I  am  not  here  to  sue  your  father's  daughter  with  hopes  of 
forgiveness,  promises  of  reformation.  Reformation,  in  a 
man  like  me,  means  cowardice  or  self-interest.  [Old  Mob- 
ton,  becoming  excited,  leans  slowly  out  from  the  shadow 
of  the  pillar,  listening  intently.]  I  am  here  to  take,  by 
force  if  necessary,  a  gambler's  wife,  —  the  woman  who  will 
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share  my  fortunes,  my  disgrace,  my  losses ;  who  is  willing 
to  leave  her  old  life  of  indulgence,  of  luxury,  of  respecta- 
bility, for  mine.  You  are  frightened,  little  dove  :  com- 
pose yourself  [soothing  her  tenderly  and  sadly]  ;  you  are 
frightened  at  the  cruel  hawk  who  has  chosen  you  for  a 
mate. 

Old  Morton  [aside'].  God  in  heaven !  This  is  like 
him  !  like  me !  —  before  the  blessed  Lord  lifted  me  into 
regeneration.  If  it  should  be  !  [Leans  forward  anxiously 
from  pillar.] 

Oakhurst  [aside].  Still  silent !  Poor  dove,  I  can  hear 
her  foolish  heart  flutter  against  mine.  Another  moment  de- 
cides our  fate.  Another  moment :  John  Oakhurst  and  free- 
dom, or  Eed  Gulch  and  —  She  is  moving.  [To  Jovita.] 
I  am  harsh,  little  one,  and  cold.  Perhaps  I  have  had  much 
to  make  me  so.  But  when  [with  feeling]  I  first  met  you  ; 
when,  lifting  my  eyes  to  the  church  porch,  I  saw  your 
beautiful  face ;  when,  in  sheer  recklessness  and  bravado,  I 
raised  my  hat  to  you  ;  when  you  —  you,  Jovita  —  lifted 
your  brave  eyes  to  mine,  and  there,  there  in  the  sanctuary, 
returned  my  salute,  —  the  salutation  of  the  gambler,  the  out- 
cast, the  reprobate,  —  then,  then  I  swore  that  you  should  be 
mine,  if  I  tore  you  from  the  sanctuary.  Speak  now,  Jovita : 
if  it  was  coquetry,  speak  now ;  I  forgive  you  :  if  it  was 
sheer  wantonness,  speak  now ;  I  shall  spare  you  :  but  if  — 

Jovita  [throwing  herself  in  his  arms].  Love,  Juan ! 
I  am  yours,  now  and  forever.  [Pause.]  But  you  have 
not  told  me  all.  I  will  go  with  you  to-night  —  now.  I 
leave  behind  me  all,  —  my  home,  my  father,  my  —  [pause] 
my  name.  You  have  forgotten,  Juan,  you  have  not  told 
me  what  I  change  that  for :  you  have  not  told  me  yours. 
Old  Morton,  in  eager  excitement,  leans  beyond  shadow 
of  pillar. 

Oakhurst  [embracing  her  tenderly,  with  a  smile].  It 
I  have  not  told  you  who  I  am,  it  was  because,  darling,  it 
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was  more  important  that  you  should  know  what  I  am. 
Now  that  you  know  that  —  why  —  [embarrassedly]  I  have 
nothing  more  to  tell.  I  did  not  wish  you  to  repeat  the 
name  of  Oakhurst  —  because  —  [aside  ]  how  the  devil  shall 
I  tell  her  that  Oakhurst  was  my  real  name,  after  all,  and 
that  I  only  feared  she  might  divulge  it  ?  —  [aloud]  be- 
cause —  because  —  [determinedly]  I  doubted  your  ability 
to  keep  a  secret.  My  real  name  is  —  [looks  up  and  sees 
Morton  leaning  beyond  pillar]  is  a  secret.  [Pause,  in 
which  Oakhurst  slowly  recovers  his  coolness.]  It  will 
he  given  to  the  good  priest  who  to-night  joins  our  fate  for- 
ever, Jovita,  —  forever,  in  spite  of  calumny,  opposition,  or 
spies !  the  padre  whom  we  shall  reach,  if  enough  life  re- 
mains in  your  pulse  and  mine  to  clasp  these  hands  together. 
[After  a  pause.]     Are  you  content  ? 

Jovita.     I  am. 

Oakhurst.  Then  there  is  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Re- 
tire, and  prepare  yourself  for  a  journey.     I  will  wait  here. 

Jovita.     I  am  ready  now. 

Oakhurst  [looking  toward  pillar].  Pardon,  my  dar- 
ling :  there  was  a  bracelet  —  a  mere  trifle  —  I  once  gave 
you.  It  is  not  on  your  wrist.  I  am  a  trifle  superstitious, 
perhaps  :  it  was  my  first  gift.  Bring  it  with  you.  I  will 
wait.     Go  !  [  Exit  Jovita. 

Oakhurst  watches  her  exit,  lounges  indifferently  toward 
gate  ;  when  opposite  pillar  suddenly  seizes  Morton  by 
the  throat,  and  drags  him  noiselessly  to  centre. 

Oakhurst  [hurriedly].  One  outcry,  —  one  single  word, 
—  and  it  is  your  last.  I  care  not  who  you  may  be  !  —  who 
I  am,  —  you  have  heard  enough  to  know,  at  least,  that  you 
are  in  the  grip  of  a  desperate  man.  [Keys  fall  from  Mor- 
ton's hand.  Oakhurst  seizes  them.]  Silence !  on 
your  life. 
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Morton  [struggling].  You  would  not  dare !  I  com- 
mand you  — 

Oakhurst  [dragging   him  to  gateway'}.     Out  you  must 

g°- 

Morton.  Stop,  I  command  you  !  I  never  turned  my 
father  out  of  doors  ! 

Oakhurst  [gazing  at  Morton].  It  is  an  old  man !  I 
release  you.  Do  as  you  will,  only  remember  that  that  girl 
is  mine  forever,  that  there  is  no  power  on  earth  will  keep 
me  from  her. 

Morton.     On  conditions. 

Oakhurst.  Who  are  you  that  make  conditions  ?  You 
are  not  —  her  father  ? 

Morton.  No,  but  I  am  yours!  Alexander  Morton,  I 
charge  you  to  hear  me. 

Oakhurst  [starting  in  astonishment ;  aside],  Sandy 
Morton,  my  lost  partner's  father !     This  is  fate. 

Morton.  You  are  astonished  :  but  I  thought  so.  Ay, 
you  will  hear  me  now  !  I  am  your  father,  Alexander  Mor- 
ton, who  drove  you,  a  helpless  boy,  into  disgrace  and  mis- 
ery. I  know  your  shameless  life  :  for  twenty  years  it  was 
mine,  and  worse,  until,  by  the  grace  of  God,  I  reformed,  as 
you  shall.  I  have  stopped  you  in  a  disgraceful  act.  Your 
mother  —  God  forgive  me  !  —  left  her  house,  for  my  arms, 
as  wickedly,  as  wantonly,  as  shamelessly  — 

Oakhurst.  Stop,  old  man !  Stop !  Another  word 
[seizing  him],  and  I  may  forget  your  years. 

Morton.  But  not  your  blood.  No,  Alexander  Morton, 
I  have  come  thousands  of  miles  for  one  sacred  purpose,  — 
to  save  you ;  and  I  shall,  with  God's  will,  do  it  now.  Be 
it  so,  on  one  condition.  You  shall  have  this  girl  ;  but 
lawfully,  openly,  with  the  sanction  of  Heaven  and  your 
parents. 

Oakhurst  [aside].  I  see  a  ray  of  hope.  This  is 
Sandy's  father ;  the  cold,  insensate  brute,  who  drove  him 
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into  exile,  the  one  bitter  memory  of  his  life.  Sandy  disap- 
peared, irreclaimable,  or  living  alone,  hating  irrevocably 
the  author  of  his  misery  :  why  should  not  I  — 

Morton  [continuing].  On  one  condition.  Hear  me, 
Alexander  Morton.  If  within  a  year,  you,  abandoning 
your  evil  practices,  your  wayward  life,  seek  to  reform  be 
neath  my  roof,  I  will  make  this  proud  Spanish  Don  glad  to 
accept  you  as  the  more  than  equal  of  his  daughter. 

Oakhurst  [aside].  It  would  be  an  easy  deception. 
Sandy  has  given  me  the  details  of  his  early  life.  At  least, 
before  the  imposition  was  discovered  I  shall  be  — • 
[Aloud."]  I  —  I —  [Aside.]  Perdition!  she  is  coming! 
There  is  a  light  moving  in  the  upper  chamber.  Don  Jose' 
is  awakened.      [Aloud.]  I  —  I — accept. 

Morton.  It  is  well.  Take  these  keys,  open  yonder 
gate,  and  fly  !  [As  Oakhurst  hesitates  — ]  Obey  me. 
I  will  meet  your  sweetheart,  and  explain  all.  You  will 
come  here  at  daylight  in  the  morning,  and  claim  admit- 
tance, not  as  a  vagabond,  a  housebreaker,  but  as  my  son. 
You  hesitate.  Alexander  Morton,  I,  your  father,  com- 
mand you.  Go ! 
Oakhurst  goes  to  the  gate,  opens  it,  as  the  sound  of 

Diego's  voice,  singing  in  the  fog,  comes  faintly  in. 

Oh,  jrer  's  your  Sandy  Morton, 

Drink  him  down  ! 
Oh,  yer  's  your  Sandy  Morton, 

Drink  him  down  ! 
Oh,  yer's  your  Sandy  Morton, 
For  he  's  drunk,  and  goin'  a-courtin'. 
Oh,  yer 's  your  Sandy  Morton, 

Drink  him  down  I 

Oakhurst  recoils  against  gate,  Morton  hesitates  as  win- 
dow in  corridor  opens,  and  Don  Josi  calls  from  upper 
corridor. 

Don  Jose.  Concho!  [Pause.]  ST  is  that  vagabond 
Diego,  lost  his  way  in  the  fog.  Strange  that  Concho 
should  have  overlooked  him.     I  will  descend. 
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Morton  [to  Oakhurst].     Do  you  hear  ? 
Exit  Oakhurst  through  gateway.    Morton  closes  gate, 
and  returns  to  centre.     Enter  Jo  vita  hurriedly. 

Jovita.  I  have  it  here.  Quick  !  there  is  a  light  in  Don 
Jose's  chamber ;  my  father  is  coming  down.  [Sees  Mor- 
ton, and  screams.] 

Morton  [seizing  her"].  Hush  !  for  your  own  sake  ;  for 
his  ;  control  yourself.  He  is  gone,  but  he  will  return.  [To 
Jovita,  still  struggling.]  Hush,  I  beg,  Miss  Jovita.  I 
beg,  I  command  you,  my  daughter.     Hush ! 

Jovita  [whispering].  His  voice  has  changed.  What 
does  this  mean  ?  [Aloud.]  Where  has  he  gone  ?  and  why 
are  you  here  ? 

Morton  [slowly  and  seriously].  He  has  left  me  here  to 
answer  the  unanswered  question  you  asked  him.  [Enter 
Don  Josi:  and  Col.  Starbottle,  r.  and  l.J  I  am  here 
to  tell  you  that  I  am  his  father,  and  that  he  is  Alexander 
Morton. 

TABLEAUX 

Curtain 

END    07   ACT  I. 


ACT  II 

Scene  I.  —  Bed  Gulch.  Canon  of  river,  and  distant 
view  of  Sierras,  snow-ravined.  Schoolhouse  of  logs 
in  right  middle  distance.  Ledge  of  rocks  in  centre. 
On  steps  of  schoolhouse  two  large  bunches  of  flowers. 
Enter  Stakbottle,  slowly  climbing  rocks  l.,  panting 
and  exhausted.  Seats  himself  on  rock,  foreground, 
and,  wipes  his  face  with  his  pocket-handkerchief. 

Starbottle.  This  is  evidently  the  er  —  locality.  Here 
are  the  —  er  —  groves  of  Academus  —  the  heights  of  er  — 
Ida  !  I  should  say  that  the  unwillingness  which  the  —  er 
—  divine  Shakespeare  points  out  in  the  —  er  —  "  whining 
schoolboy  "  is  intensified  in  —  er  —  climbing  this  height, 
and  ■  the  —  er  —  alacrity  of  his  departure  must  be  in  exact 
ratio  to  his  gravitation.  Good  idea.  Ged  !  say  it  to  school- 
ma'am.  Wonder  what  she 's  like  ?  Humph  !  the  usual 
thin,  weazened,  hatchet-faced  Yankee  spinster,  with  an  in- 
decent familiarity  with  Webster's  Dictionary  !  And  this 
is  the  woman,  Star,  you  're  expected  to  discover,  and  bring 
back  to  affluence  and  plenty.  This  is  the  new  fanaticism 
of  Mr.  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.  Ged  !  not  satisfied  with 
dragging  his  prodigal  son  out  of  merited  obscurity,  this  mis- 
erable old  lunatic  commissions  me  to  hunt  tip  another  of 
his  abused  relatives  ;  some  forty-fifth  cousin,  whose  mother 
he  had  frozen,  beaten,  or  starved  to  death !  And  all  this 
to  please  his  prodigal !  Ged  !  if  that  prodigal  had  n't  pre- 
sented himself  that  morning,  I  'd  have  picked  up  —  er  — 
some  —  er  —  reduced  gentleman  —  Ged,  that  knew  how  to 
spend  the  old  man's  money  to  better  advantage.    [Musing.J 
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If  this  schoolmistress  were  barely  good-looking,  Star,  — 
and  she  's  sure  to  have  fifty  thousand  from  the  old  man  — 
Ged,  you  might  get  even  with  Alexander,  Sr.,  for  betroth- 
ing his  prodigal  to  Dofla  Jo  vita,  in  spite  of  the  — er —  evi- 
dent preference  that  the  girl  showed  for  you.  Capital  idea  ! 
If  she 's  not  positively  hideous  I  '11  do  it !  Ged  !  I  '11  re- 
connoitre first !  [Musing.]  I  could  stand  one  eye ;  yes  — 
er  —  single  eye  would  not  be  positively  objectionable  in  the 

—  er  —  present  experiments  of  science  toward  the  —  er  — • 
the  substitution  of  glass.  Red  hair,  Star,  is  —  er  —  Vene- 
tian, —  the  beauty  of  Giorgione.  [  Goes  up  to  schoolhouse 
window,  and  looks  in.]  Too  early  !  Seven  empty  benches ; 
seven  desks  splashed  with  ink.  The  —  er  —  rostrum  of  the 
awful  Minerva  empty,  but  —  er  —  adorned  with  flowers, 
nosegays  —  demn  me  !  And  here,  here  on  the  —  er  — ■ 
very  threshold  [looking  down],  floral  tributes.     The  —  er 

—  conceit  of  these  New  England  schoolma'ams,  and  their 

—  er  —  evident  Jesuitical  influence  over  the  young,  is 
fraught,  sir,  fraught  with  —  er — darkly  political  signifi- 
cance. Eh,  Ged  !  there 's  a  caricature  on  the  blackboard. 
[Laughing.]  Ha,  ha !  Absurd  chalk  outline  of  ridiculous 
fat  person.  Evidently  the  schoolma'am's  admirer.  Ged  ! 
immensely  funny  !  Ah  !  boys  will  be  boys.  Like  you,  Star, 
just  like  you,  —  always  up  to  tricks  like  that.  A  sentence 
scrawled  below  the  figure  seems  to  be  —  er  —  explanation. 
Hem!  [Takes  out  eyeglass.]  Let 's  see  [reading],  "This 
is  old  "  —  old  —  er  —  old  —  demme,  sir,  —  "  Starbottle  !  " 
This  is  infamous.  I  have  n!t  been  forty-eight  hours  in  the 
place,  and  to  my  certain  knowledge  have  n't  spoken  to  a 
child.  Ged,  sir,  it 's  the  —  er  —  posting  of  a  libel !  The 
woman,  the  —  er  —  female,  who  permits  this  kind  of  thing, 
should  be  made  responsible  —  er  —  personally  responsible. 
Eh,  hush  !  What  have  we  here  ?  [Retires  to  ledge  of 
rocks.'} 
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Enter  Miss  Mart  l.,  reading  letter. 
Miss  Mary.  Strange!  Is  it  all  a  dream  ?  No  !  here 
are  the  familiar  rocks,  the  distant  snow-peaks,  the  school- 
house,  the  spring  below.  An  hour  ago  I  was  the  poor 
schoolmistress  of  Red  Gulch,  with  no  ambition  nor  hope  be- 
yond this  mountain  wall ;  and  now  —  oh,  it  must  be  a 
dream !  But  here  is  the  letter.  Certainly  this  is  no  delu- 
sion :  it  is  too  plain,  formal,  business-like.      [Reads.] 

My  dear  Cousin,  —  I  address  the  only  surviving  child 
of  my  cousin  Mary  and  her  husband  John  Morris,  both  de- 
ceased. It  is  my  duty  as  a  Christian  relative  to  provide  yon 
with  a  home,  —  to  share  with  you  that  wealth  and  those 
blessings  that  a  kind  Providence  has  vouchsafed  me.  I  am 
aware  that  my  conduct  to  your  father  and  mother,  while  in 
my  sinful  and  unregenerate  state,  is  no  warrantee  for  my 
present  promise ;  but  my  legal  adviser,  Colonel  Starbottle, 
who  is  empowered  to  treat  with  you,  will  assure  you  of  the 
sincerity  of  my  intention,  and  my  legal  ability  to  perform 
it.  He  will  conduct  you  to  my  house ;  you  will  share  its 
roof  with  me  and  my  prodigal  son  Alexander,  now  by  the 
grace  of  God  restored,  and  mindful  of  the  error  of  his  ways. 
I  enclose  a  draft  for  one  thousand  dollars :  if  you  require 
more,  draw  upon  me  for  the  same. 
Your  cousin, 

Alexander  Morton,  Sr. 

My  mother's  cousin  —  so  !  Cousin  Alexander  !  a  rich 
man,  and  reunited  to  the  son  he  drove  into  shameful  exile. 
Well !  we  will  see  this  confidential  lawyer ;  and  until  then 
—  until  then —  why,  we  are  the  schoolmistress  of  Red 
Gulch,  and  responsible  for  its  youthful  prodigals.  [Going 
to  schoolhouse  door.] 

Miss  Mary  [stopping  to  examine  flowers].     Poor,  poor 
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Sandy  !  Another  offering,  and,  as  he  fondly  believes,  un> 
known  and  anonymous  !  As  if  he  were  not  visible  in  every 
petal  and  leaf !  The  mariposa  blossom  of  the  plain.  The 
snow-flower  I  longed  for,  from  those  cool  snow-drifts  be- 
yond the  ridge.  And  I  really  believe  he  was  sober  when  he 
arranged  them.  Poor  fellow  !  I  begin  to  think  that  the 
dissipated  portion  of  this  community  are  the  most  interest 
ing.  Ah  !  some  one  behind  the  rock  —  Sandy,  I  '11  wager. 
No  !  a  stranger  ! 

Col.  Starbottle  [aside,  and  advancing].  If  I  could 
make  her  think  I  left  those  flowers  !  [Aloud.]  When  I 
state  that  —  er  —  I  am  perhaps  —  er  —  stranger  — 

Miss  Mary  [interrupting  him  coldly].  You  explain 
sir,  your  appearance  on  a  spot  which  the  rude  courtesy  of 
even  this  rude  miner's  camp  has  preserved  from  intrusion. 

Starbottle  [slightly  abashed,  but  recovering  himself]. 
Yes  —  Ged  !  —  that  is,  I  —  er  —  saw  you    admiring  —  er 

—  tribute  —  er  —  humble  tribute  of  flowers.  I  am  myself 
passionately  devoted  to  flowers.     Ged  !  I  've  spent  hours 

—  in  —  er  —  bending  over  the  —  er  —  graceful  sunflower, 
in  —  er  —  plucking  the  timid  violet  from  the  overhanging 
but  reluctant  bough,  in  collecting  the  —  er  — fauna  —  I 
mean  the  —  er  — flora  —  of  this  —  er  —  district. 

Miss  Mary  [who  has  been  regarding  him  intently]. 
Permit  me  to  leave  you  in  uninterrupted  admiration  of 
them.  [Handing  him  flowers.]  You  will  have  ample 
time  in  your  journey  down  the  gulch  to  indulge  your 
curiosity  ! 

Hands  Stakbottle  flowers,  enters  schoolhouse,  and  qui- 
etly closes  door  on  Starbottle  as  Sandy  Morton 
enters  cautiously  and  sheepishly  from  left.  Sandy 
stops  in  astonishment  on  observing  Starbottle,  and 
remains  by  wing  left. 

Starbottle  [smelling  flowers,  and  not  noticing  Miss 
Mary'8    absence].     Beautiful  —  er  —  exquisite.     [Look- 
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ing  up  at  closed  door.  ]  Ged  !  Most  extraordinary  disap- 
pearance !  [Looks  around  and  discovers  Sandy  ;  examines 
him  for  a  moment  through  his  eyeglass,  and  then,  after  a 
pause,  inflates  his  chest,  turns  his  back  on  Sandy,  and 
advances  to  schoolhouse  door.  Sandy  comes  quickly,  and, 
as  Starbottle  raises  his  cane  to  rap  on  door,  seizes  his 
arm.  Both  men,  regarding  each  other  fixedly,  holding 
each  other,  retreat  slowly  and  cautiously  to  centre. 
Then  Starbottle  disengages  his  arm.] 

Sandy  \_embarrassedly  but  determinedly"].  Look  yer, 
stranger.  By  the  rules  of  this  camp,  this  place  is  sacred  to 
the  schoolma'am  and  her  children. 

Starbottle  [with  lofty  severity].  It  is  !  Then  —  er  — 
permit  to  me  to  ask,  sir,  what  you  are  doing  here. 

Sandy  [embarrassed,  and  dropping  his  head  in  confu- 
sion].     I  was  —  passing.     There  is  no  school  to-day. 

Starbottle.  Then,  sir,  Ged  !  permit  me  to  —  er  — 
demand  —  demand,  sir  —  an  apology.  You  have  laid,  sir, 
your  hand  upon  my  person  — ;  demn  me  !  Not  the  first 
time,  sir,  either  ;  for,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  you  are  the  — 
er  —  inebriated  menial,  sir,  who  two  months  ago  jostled  me, 
sir,  —  demn  me,  —  as  I  entered  the  rancho  of  my  friend 
Don  Jose'  Castro. 

Sandy  [starting,  aside].  Don  Jose' !  [Aloud.  ]  Hush, 
hush  !  She  will  hear  you.  No  —  that  is  —  [stops,  con- 
fused and  embarrassed.  Aside.]  She  will  hear  of  my 
disgrace.     He  will  tell  her  the  whole  story. 

Starbottle.      I  shall  await  your  apology  one  hour.     At 

•  the  end  of  that  time,  if  it  is  not  forthcoming,  I  shall  — 

er  —  er  —  waive  your  menial  antecedents,  and  expect  the 

—  er  —  satisfaction  of    a    gentleman.      Good-morning   sir. 

[Turns  to  schoolhouse.] 

Sandy.     No,  no  :  you  shall  not  go  ! 

Starbottle.      Who  will  prevent  me  ? 

Sandy   [grappling   him.]      I  will.      [Appealingly  J 
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Look  yer,  stranger,  don't  provoke  me,  I,  a  desperate  man, 
desperate  and  crazed  with  drink,  —  don't  ye,  don't  ye  do 
it !  For  God's  sake,  take  your  hands  off  me !  Ye  don't 
know  what  ye  do.  Ah  !  [  Wildly,  holding  Starbottle 
firmly,  and  forcing  him  backward  to  precipice  beyond 
ledge  of  rocks.  ]  Hear  me.  Three  years  ago,  in  a  moment 
like  this,  I  dragged  a  man  —  my  friend  —  to  this  preci- 
pice. I  —  I  —  no!  no! — don't  anger  me  now!  [San- 
dy's grip  on  Starbottle  relaxes  slightly,  and  his  head 
droops.  ] 

Starbottle  [coolly"].  Permit  me  to  remark,  sir,  that  any 
reminiscence  of  your  —  er  —  friend  —  or  any  other  man 
is  —  er  —  at  this  moment,  irrelevant  and  impertinent. 
Permit  me  to  point  out  the  —  er  —  fact,  sir,  that  your 
hand  is  pressing  heavily,  demned  heavily,  on  my  shoul- 
der. 

Sandy  [fiercely"].     You  shall  not  go ! 

Starbottle  [fiercely].     Shall  not  ? 

Struggle.  Stakbottle  draws  derringer  from  his  breast- 
pocket, and  Sandy  seises  his  arm.  In  this  position 
both  parties  struggle  to  ledge  of  rocks,  and  Col.  Star- 
bottle is  forced  partly  over. 

Miss  Mary  [opening  schoolhouse  door].  I  thought  I 
heard  voices.  [Looking  toward  ledge  of  rocks,  where 
Col.  Starbottle  and  Sandy  are  partly  hidden  by  trees. 
Both  men  relax  grasp  of  each  jother  at  Miss  Mary's 
voice.  ] 

Col.  Starbottle  [aloud  and  with  voice  slightly  raised, 
to  Sandy].  By  —  er  —  leaning  over  this  way  a  moment, 
a  single  moment,  you  will  —  er —  perceive  the  trail  I  speak 
of.  It  follows  the  cation  to  the  right.  It  will  bring  you 
to  —  er  —  the  settlement  in  an  hour.  [To  Miss  Mary,  as 
if  observing  her  for  the  first  time.]     I  believe  I  am  —  er 
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—  right ;  but,  being  —  er  —  more  familiar  with,  the  locality, 
you  can  direct  the  gentleman  better. 

Sandy  slowly  sinks  on  his  knees  beside  rock,  with  his 
face  averted  from  schoolhouse,  as  Col.  Stakbottle 
disengages  himself  and  advances  jauntily  and  gal- 
lantly to  schoolhouse. 

Col.  Starbottle.  In  —  er  —  er  —  showing  the  stranger 
the  —  er  —  way,  I  perhaps  interrupted  our  interview.     The 

—  er  —  observances  of  —  er  —  civility  and  humanity  must 
not  be  foregone,  even  for — er  —  the  ladies.  I — er  — 
believe  I  address  Miss  Mary  Morris.  When  I  —  er  — state 
that  my  name  is  Colonel  Starbottle,  charged  on  mission 
of  —  er  —  delicate  nature,  I  believe  I  —  er  —  explain  my 
intrusion. 

Miss  Mart  bows,  and  motions  to  schoolhouse  door  ;  Col. 
Starbottle,  bowing  deeply,  enters  ;  but  Miss  Mary 
remains  standing  by  door,  looking  toward  trees  that 
hide  Sandy. 

Miss  Mary  {aside'].  I  am  sure  it  was  Sandy's  voice  ! 
But  why  does  he  conceal  himself  ? 

Sandy  [aside,  rising  slowly  to  his  feet,  with  his  back 
to  schoolhouse  door].  Even  this  conceited  bully  overcomes 
me,  and  shames  me  with  his  readiness  and  tact.  He  was 
quick  to  spare  her  —  a  stranger  —  the  spectacle  of  two  an- 
gry men.  I  —  I  —  must  needs  wrangle  before  her  very 
door !  Well,  well  !  better  out  of  her  sight  forever,  than 
an  object  of  pity  or  terror.  {Exit  slowly  and  with  down- 
cast eyes,  right.] 

Miss  Mary  {watching  the  trail].  It  was  Sandy  !  and 
this  concealment  means  something  more  than  bashfulness. 
Perhaps  the  stranger  can  explain.  [Enters  schoolhouset 
and  closes  door.~\ 
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Scene  2  —  The  same.  Enter  Concho,  lame,  cautiously^ 
from  k.  Pauses  at  •&.,  and  then  beckons  to  Hop  Sing, 
who  follows  R. 

Concho  [impatiently'].      Well !  you  saw  him  ? 

Hop  Sing.     Me  see  him. 

Concho.     And  you  recognized  him  ? 

Hop  Sing.     No  shabe  likoquize. 

Concho  [furiously'].  You  knew  him,  eh  ?  Carramba ! 
You  knew  him. 

Hop  Sing  [slowly  and  sententiously].  Me  shabe  man 
you  callee  Diego.  Me  shabbee  Led  Gulchee  call  Sandy. 
Me  shabbee  man  Poker  Flat  callee  Alexandlee  Molton. 
Allee  same,  John  !     Allee  same  ! 

Concho  [rubbing  his  hands].  Bueno  !  Good  John  ! 
good  John  !  And  you  knew  he  was  called  Alexander  Mor- 
ton ?     And  go  on  —  good  John  —  go  on  ! 

Hop  Sing.  Me  plentee  washee  shirtee  —  Melican  man 
Poker  Flat.  Me  plentee  washee  shirt  Alexandlee  Molton. 
Always  litee,  litee  on  shirt  allee  time.  [Pointing  to  tail 
of  his  blouse,  and  imitating  writing  with  finger.]  Alex- 
andlee Molton.  Melican  man  tellee  me  —  shirt  say  Alexan- 
dlee Molton  — shabbee  ? 

Concho.  Bueno !  Excellent  John.  Good  John.  His 
linen  marked  Alexander  Morton.  The  proofs  are  gather- 
ing! [crosses  to  c] — the  letter  I  found  in  his  pack,  ad- 
dressed to  Alexander  Morton,  Poker  Flat,  which  first  put 
me  on  his  track ;  the  story  of  his  wife's  infidelity,  and  her 
flight  with  his  partner  to  Bed  Gulch,  the  quarrel  and  fight 
that  separated  them,  his  flight  to  San  Jose",  his  wanderings 
to  the  mission  of  San  Carmel,  to  the  rancho  of  the  Holy 
Fisherman.     The  record  is  complete  ! 

Hop  Sing.     Alexandlee  Molton  — 

Concho  [hurriedly  returning  to  Hop  Sing].  Yes! 
good  John ;  yes,  good  John  —  go  on.  Alexander  Mor- 
ton— 
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Hop  Sing.  Alexandlee  Molton.  Me  washee  shirt, 
Alexandlee  Molton  ;  he  no  pay  washee.  Me  washee  flowty 
dozen  hep  —  four  hittie  dozen  —  twenty  dollar  hep.  Alex- 
andlee Molton  no  payee.  He  say,  "  Go  to  hellee  !  "  You 
pay  me  [extending  his  hand]. 

Concho.  Car — !  [checking  himself. ,]  Poco  tiempo, 
John  !  In  good  time,  John.  Forty  dollar  —  yes.  Fifty 
dollar  !     To-morrow,  John. 

Hop  Sing.  Me  no  likee  "  to-mollow  !  "  Me  no  likee 
"  nex  time,  John  !  "  Allee  time  Melican  man  say,  "  Chalkee 
up,  John,"  "No  smallee  change,  John,"  — umph.  Plenty 
foolee  me ! 

Concho.  You  shall  have  your  money,  John ;  but  go 
now  —  you  comprehend.  Carramba  !  go!  [Pushes  Hop 
Sing  to  wing.] 

Hop  Sing  [expostulating].  Flowty  dozen,  hep,  John  ! 
twenty  dollar,  John.  Sabe.  Flowty  —  twenty  —  [gesticu- 
lating with  fingers.  ] 

[Exit  Hop  Sing,  pushed  off  by  Concho. 

Concho.  The  pagan  dolt !  But  he  is  important.  Ah, 
if  he  were  wiser,  I  should  not  rid  myself  of  him  so  quickly  ! 
And  now  for  the  schoolmistress,  —  the  sweetheart  of  Sandy. 
If  these  men  have  not  lied,  he  is  in  love  with  her  ;  and, 
if  he  is,  he  has  told  her  his  secret  before  now ;  and  she  will 
be  swift  to  urge  him  to  his  rights.  If  he  has  not  told  her 
—  umph!  (laughing)  it  will  not  be  a  day  —  an  hour  — 
before  she  will  find  out  if  her  lover  is  Alexander  Morton, 
the  rich  man's  son,  or  "  Sandy,"  the  unknown  vagabond. 
Eh,  friend  Sandy  !  It  was  a  woman  that  locked  up  your 
secret :  it  shall  be  a  woman,  Madre  di  Dios  !  who  shall 
unlock  it.  Ha!  [Goes  to  door  of  schoolhouse  as  door 
opens,  and  appears  Col.  Starbottle.] 

Concho  [aside].  A  thousand  devils  !  the  lawyer  of  the 
old  man  Morton.  [Aloud.]  Pardon,  pardon  !  I  am  a 
stranger.  I  have  lost  my  way  on  the  mountain.  I  am 
seeking  a  trail.      Senor,  pardon  ! 
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Starbottle  [aside].  Another  man  seeking  the  road !  Ged, 
I  believe  he  's  lying  too.  [Aloud.]  It  is  before  you,  sir, 
down,  —  down  the  mountain. 

Concho.  A  thousand  thanks,  sefior.  [Aside.]  Perdi- 
tion catch  him!     [Aloud.]     Thanks,  sefior.  [Exit  R. 

Starbottle.  Ged,  I  've  seen  that  face  before.  Ged,  it 's 
Castro's  major-domo.  Demn  me,  but  I  believe  all  his 
domestics  have  fallen  in  love  with  the  pretty  school- 
ma'am. 

Enter  Miss  Mary  from  schoolhouse. 

Miss  Mary  (slowly  refolding  letter).  You  are  aware 
then,  of  the  contents  of  this  note ;  and  you  are  the  friend 
of  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.  ? 

Col.  Starbottle.  Permit  me  a  moment,  a  single  mo- 
ment,  to  —  er  —  er  —  explain.  I  am  Mr.  Morton's  legal 
adviser.      There  is  —  er — sense  of  —  er  —  responsibility, 

—  er  —  personal  responsibility,  about  the  term  "  friend," 
that  at  the  —  er  —  er  —  present  moment  I  am  not  —  er  — 
prepared  to  assume.  The  substance  of  the  letter  is  before 
you.  I  am  here  to  —  er  —  express  its  spirit.  I  am  here 
[with  great  gallantry]  to  express  the  —  er  —  yearnings  of 
cousinly  affection.     I  am  aware  —  er  —  that  our  conduct, 

—  if  I  may  use  the  —  er  —  the  plural  of  advocacy,  —  lam 
aware  that  —  er  —  our  conduct  has  not  in  the  past  years 
been  of  —  er  —  er  —  exemplary  character.  I  am  aware 
that  the  —  er  —  death  of  our  lamented  cousin,  your  sainted 
mother,  was  —  er  —  hastened  —  I  may  —  er  —  say  —  pre- 

—  cip  —  itated  —  by  our  —  er  —  indiscretion.  But  we  are 
here  to  —  er  —  confess  judgment  —  with  —  er  —  er — 
costs. 

Miss  Mary  [interrupting].  In  other  words,  your  client 
my  cousin,  having  ruined  my  father,  having  turned  his  own 
widowed  relation  out  of  doors,  and  sent  me,  her  daughter, 
among  strangers  to  earn  her  bread  ;  having  seen  my  mother 
sink  and  die  in  her  struggle  to  keep  her  family  from  want, 
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■ —  this  man  now  seeks  to  condone  his  offenses  —  pardon 
me,  sir,  if  I  use  your  own  legal  phraseology  —  by  offering 
me  a  home ;  by  giving  me  part  of  his  ill-gotten  wealth,  the 
association  of  his  own  hypocritical  self,  and  the  company  of 
his  shameless,  profligate  son  — 

Starbottle  [interrupting]-  A  moment,  Miss  Morris,  — 
a  single  moment !     The  epithets  you  have  used,  the  —  er 

—  vigorous  characterization  of  our  —  er  —  conduct,  is  —  er 

—  within  the  —  er  —  strict  rules  of  legal  advocacy,  correct. 
We  are  —  er  —  rascals !   we  are  —  er  —  scoundrels  !  we  are 

—  er  —  well,  I  am  not  —  er  —  prepared  to  say  that  we  are 
not  —  er  —  demn  me  —  hypocrites  !  But  the  young  man 
you  speak  of  —  our  son,  whose  past  life  (speaking  as  Colo- 
nel Starbottle)  no  one  more  sincerely  deprecates  than  myself, 

—  that  young  man  has  reformed  ;  has  been  for  the  past  few 
months  a  miracle  of  sobriety,  decorum,  and  industry ;  has 
taken,  thanks  to  the  example  of  —  er  —  friends,  a  position 
of  integrity  in  his  father's  business,  of  filial  obedience  in  his 
father's  household  ;  is,  in  short,  a  paragon ;  and,  demn  me, 
I  doubt  if  he's  his  father's  son. 

Miss  Mary.  Enough,  sir !  You  are  waiting  for  my 
answer.  There  is  no  reason  why  it  should  not  be  as  pre- 
cise, as  brief,  and  as  formal  as  your  message.  Go  to  my 
cousin  ;  say  that  you  saw  the  person  he  claims  as  his  rela-* 
tion ;  say  that  you  found  her,  a  poor  schoolmistress,  in  a 
rude  mining-camp,  dependent  for  her  bread  on  the  scant 
earnings  of  already  impoverished  men,  dependent  for  her 
honor  on  the  rude  chivalry  of  outcasts  and  vagabonds ;  and 
say  that  then  and  there  she  repudiated  your  kinship,  and 
respectfully  declined  your  invitation. 

Starbottle  [aside].  Ged  !  Star  !  this  is  the  —  er  —  fe- 
male of  your  species  !  This  is  the  woman  —  the  —  er  — 
one  woman  —  for  whom  you  are  responsible,  sir  !  —  person- 
ally responsible ! 

Miss  Mary  [coldly~\l     You  have  my  answer,  sir. 
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Col.  Starbottle.  Permit  me  —  er  —  single  moment,  — 
a  single  moment !  Between  the  —  er  —  present  moment, 
and  that  of  my  departure  —  there  is  an  —  er  —  interval  of 
twelve  hours.  May  I,  at  the  close  of  that  interval  —  again 
present  myself  —  without  prejudice,  for  your  final  answer  ? 

Miss  Mary  [indifferently].  As  you  will,  sir.  I  shall 
be  here. 

Col.  Starbottle.  Permit  me.  [Takes  her  hand  gal- 
lantly.] Your  conduct  and  manner,  Miss  Morris,  remind 
me  —  er  —  singularly  —  of  —  er  —  beautiful  creature  — 
one  of  the  —  er  —  first  families.  [Observing  Miss  Mary 
regarding  him  amusedly,  becomes  embarrassed.  ]  That  is 
—  er  —  I  mean  —  er  —  er  —  good  morning,  Miss  Morris  ! 
[Passes  by  the  schoolhouse  door,  retreating  and  bowing, 
and  picks  up  flowers  from  doorstep.  J     Good  morning  ! 

Miss  Mary.  Excuse  me,  Colonel  Starbottle  [with  win- 
ning politeness'],  but  I  fear  I  must  rob  you  of  those  flowers. 
I  recognize  them  now  as  the  offering  of  one  of  my  pupils. 
I  fear  I  must  revoke  my  gift  [taking  flowers  from  aston- 
ished colonel's  hand],  all  except  a  single  one  for  your  but- 
tonhole. Have  you  any  choice,  or  shall  I  [archly]  choose 
for  you  ?  Then  it  shall  be  this.  [Begins  to  place  flowers 
in  buttonhole,  Col.  Starbottle  exhibiting  extravagant 
gratitude  in  dumb  show.  Business  prolonged  through 
Miss  Mart's  speech.]  If  I  am  not  wrong,  colonel,  the 
gentleman  to  whom  you  so  kindly  pointed  out  the  road 
this  morning  was  not  a  stranger  to  you.  Ah  !  I  am  right. 
There,  —  one  moment,  —  a  sprig  of  green,  a  single  leaf, 
would  set  off  the  pink  nicely.  Here  he  is  known  only  as 
"  Sandy  :  "  you  know  the  absurd  habits  of  this  camp.  Of 
course  he  has  another  name.  There  !  [releasing  the  colo- 
.  nel]  it  is  much  prettier  now. 

Col.  Starbottle.  Ged,  madam  !  The  rarest  exotic  —  the 
Victoria  Kegina  —  is  not  as  —  er  —  graceful  —  er  —  tri- 
bute ! 
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Miss  Mary.  And  yet  you  refuse  to  satisfy  my  curi- 
osity ? 

Col.  Starbottle  [with  great  embarrassment,  which  at 
last  resolves  itself  into  increased  dignity  of  manner]. 
What  you  ask  is  —  er  —  er —  impossible  !  You  are  right : 
the  —  er  —  gentleman  you  allude  to  is  known  to  me  under 

—  er  —  er  —  another  name.  But  honor  —  Miss  Morris, 
honor  !  —  seals  the  lips  of  Colonel  Starbottle.  [Aside.  ] 
If  she  should  know  he  was  a  menial  !  No.  The  position 
of  the  man  you  have  challenged,  Star,  must  be  equal  to 
your  own.       [Alotcd.]      Anything,  Miss  Morris,  but  —  er 

—  that ! 

Miss  Mary  [smiling].  Be  it  so.  Adios,  Colonel  Star- 
bottle. 

Col.   Starbottle  [gallantly].     Au  revoir,  Miss  Morris. 

[Exit,  impressively,  l. 

Miss  Mary.  So  !  Sandy  conceals  another  name,  which 
he  withholds  from  Red  Gulch.  Well !  Pshaw  !  What 
is  that  to  me  ?  The  camp  is  made  up  of  refugees,  —  men 
who  perhaps  have  good  reason  to  hide  a  name  that  may  be 
infamous,  the  name  that  would  publish  a  crime.  Non- 
sense !  Crime  and  Sandy  !  No,  shame  and  guilt  do  not 
hide  themselves  in  those  honest  but  occasionally  somewhat 
bloodshot  eyes.  Besides,  goodness  knows  !  the  poor  fel- 
low's weakness  is  palpable  enough.  No,  that  is  not  the 
reason.  It  is  no  guilt  that  keeps  his  name  hidden,  —  at 
least,  not  his.  [Seating  herself,  and  arranging  flowers  in 
her  lap.]  Poor  Sandy  !  he  must  have  climbed  the  eastern 
summit  to  get  this.  See,  the  rosy  sunrise  still  lingers 
in  its  very  petals ;  the  dew  is  fresh  upon  it.  Dear  little 
mountain  baby  !  I  really  believe  that  fellow  got  up  before 
daylight,  to  climb  that  giddy  height  and  secure  its  virgin 
freshness.  And  to  think,  in  a  moment  of  spite,  I  'd  have 
given  it  to  that  bombastic  warrior  !  [Pause.]  That  was 
a  fine  offer  you   refused  just   now,  Miss  Mary.     Think  of 
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it :  a  home  of  luxury,  a  position  of  assured  respect  and 
homage ;  the  life  I  once  led,  with  all  its  difficulties 
smoothed  away,  its  uncertainty  dispelled,  —  think  of  it ! 
My  poor  mother's  dream  fulfilled,  —  I,  her  daughter,  the 
mistress  of  affluence,  the  queen  of  social  power !  What  a 
temptation  !  Ah,  Miss  Mary,  was  it  a  temptation  ?  Was 
there  nothing  in  your  free  life  here  that  stiffened  your  cour- 
age, that  steeled  the  adamant  of  your  refusal  ?  or  was  it 
only  the  memory  of  your  mother's  wrongs  ?  Luxury  and 
wealth !  Could  you  command  a  dwelling  more  charming 
than  this  ?  Position  and  respect !  Is  not  the  awful  ad- 
miration of  these  lawless  men  more  fascinating  than  the 
perilous  flattery  of  gentlemen  like  Colonel  Starbottle  ?  is 
not  the  devotion  of  these  outcasts  more  complimentary  than 
the  lip-service  of  perfumed  gallantry  ?  [Pause.]  It 's 
very  odd  he  does  n't  come.  I  wonder  if  that  conceited  old 
fool  said  anything  to  him.  [Rises,  and  then  seats  herself 
smiling.]  He  has  come.  He  is  dodging  in  and  out  of  the 
manzanita  bushes  below  the  spring.  I  suppose  he  imagines 
my  visitor  still  here.  The  bashful  fool !  If  anybody 
should  see  him,  it  would  be  enough  to  make  a  petty  scan- 
dal !  I  '11  give  him  a  talking-to.  [Pause.]  I  wonder 
if  the  ridiculous  fool  has  gone  to  sleep  in  those  bushes. 
[Rises.]  Well,  let  him  :  it  will  help  him  to  recover  his 
senses  from  last  night's  dissipation ;  and  you,  Miss  Mary, 
it  is  high  time  you  were  preparing  the  lessons  for  to- 
morrow. [Goes  to  schoolhouse,  enters  door,  and  slams 
it  behind  her ;  after  a  moment  reappears  with  empty 
bucket.]  Of  course  there  7s  no  water,  and  I  am  dying  of 
thirst.  [Goes  slowly  to  left,  and  pauses  embarrassedly 
and  bashfully,  presently  laughs,  —  then  suddenly  frowns, 
and  assumes  an  appearance  of  indignation.]  Miss  Mary 
Morris,  have  you  become  such  an  egregious  fool  that  you 
dare  not  satisfy  the  ordinary  cravings  of  human  nature,  just 
because  an  idle,  dissipated,  bashful  blockhead  —  nonsense  ! 

[Exit,  brandishing  pail. 
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Scene  3.  —  The  Same. 

[A  pause.  Sandy's  voice,  without.']  This  way,  miss: 
the  trail  is  easier. 

[Miss  Mary's  voice,  without.]  Never  mind  me,  look 
after  the  bucket. 

Enter  Sandy,  carrying  bucket  with  water,  followed,  by 
Miss  Mary.     Sandy  sets  bucket  down. 

Miss  Mary.  There,  you  've  spilt  half  of  it.  If  it  had 
been  whiskey,  you  'd  have  been  more  careful. 

Sandy  [submissively].     Yes,  miss. 

Miss  Mary  [aside].  "  Yes,  miss  !  "  The  man  will 
drive  me  crazy  with  his  saccharine  imbecility.  [Aloud.] 
I  believe  you  would  assent  to  anything,  even  if  I  said  you 
were  —  an  impostor  ! 

Sandy  [amazedly].     An  impostor,  Miss  Mary  ? 

Miss  Mary.  Well,  I  don't  know  what  other  term  you 
use  in  Red  Gulch  to  express  a  man  who  conceals  his  real 
name  under  another. 

Sandy  [embarrassed,  but  facing  Miss  Mary].  Has 
anybody  been  tellin'  ye  I  was  an  impostor,  miss  ?  Has 
that  derned  old  fool  that  I  saw  ye  with  — 

Miss  Mary.  "  That  old  fool,"  as  you  call  him,  was  too 
honorable  a  gentleman  to  disclose  your  secret,  and  too  loyal 
a  friend  to  traduce  you  by  an  epithet.  Fear  nothing,  Mr. 
"  Sandy  : "  if  you  have  limited  your  confidence  to  one 
friend,  it  has  not  been  misplaced.  But,  dear  me,  don't  think 
I  wish  to  penetrate  your  secret.  No,  The  little  I  learned 
was  accidental.  Besides,  his  business  was  with  me :  perhaps, 
as  his  friend,  you  already  know  it. 

Sandy  [meekly].  Perhaps,  miss,  he  was  too  honorable 
a  gentleman  to  disclose  your  secret.  His  business  was  with 
me. 

Miss  Mary  [aside].     He  has  taken  a  leaf  out  of  my 
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book!  He  is  not  so  stupid,  after  all.  '[Aloud.']  I  have 
no  secret.  Colonel  Starbottle  came  here  to  make  me  an 
offer. 

Sandy  {recoiling].     An  offer  ! 

Miss  Mary.  Of  a  home  and  independence.  [Aside.] 
Poor  fellow!  how  pale  he  looks!  [Aloud.]  Well,  you 
see,  I  am  more  trustful  than  you.  I  will  tell  you  my 
secret;  and  you  shall  aid  me  with  your  counsel.  [They 
sit  on  ledge  of  rocks.]  Listen  !  My  mother  had  a  cousin 
once,  —  a  cousin  cruel,  cowardly,  selfish,  and  dissolute. 
She  loved  .him,  as  women  are  apt  to  love  such  men,  — 
loved  him  so  that  she  beguiled  her  own  husband  to  trust 
his  fortunes  in  the  hands  of  this  wretched  profligate.  The 
husband  was  ruined,  disgraced.  The  wife  sought  her 
cousin  for  help  for  her  necessities.  He  met  her  with  insult, 
and  proposed  that  she  should  fly  with  him. 

Sandy.  One  moment,  miss  :  it  was  n't  his  pardner,  — 
his  pardner's  wife  —  eh  ? 

Miss  Mary  [impatiently].  It  was  the  helpless  wife 
of  his  own  blood,  I  tell  you.  The  husband  died  broken- 
hearted. The  wife,  my  mother,  struggled  in  poverty,  under 
the  shadow  of  a  proud  name,  to  give  me  an  education,  and 
died  while  I  was  still  a  girl.  To-day  this  cousin,  —  this 
more  than  murderer  of  my  parents,  —  old,  rich,  self-satisfied, 
reformed,  invites  me,  by  virtue  of  that  kinship  he  violated 
and  despised,  to  his  home,  his  wealth,  his  —  his  fanjily  roof- 
tree  !     The  man  you  saw  was  his  agent. 

Sandy.     And  you  — 

Miss  Mary.     Refused. 

Sandy  [passing  his  hand  over  his  forehead].  You 
did  wrong,  Miss  Mary. 

Miss  Mary.     Wrong,  sir  ?     [Rising.] 

Sandy  [humbly  but  firmly].  Sit  ye  down,  Miss  Mary. 
It  ain't  for  ye  to  throw  your  bright  young  life  away  yer  in 
this  place.     It  ain't  for  such  as  ye  to  soil  your  fair  young 
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hands  by  raking  in  the  ashes  to  stir  up  the  dead  embers  of 
a  family  wrong.  It  ain't  for  ye  —  ye  '11  pardon  me,  Miss 
Mary,  for  sayin'  it  —  it  ain't  for  ye  to  allow  when  it's  too 
late  fur  a  man  to  reform,  or  to  go  back  of  his  reformation. 
Don't  ye  do  it,  miss,  fur  God's  sake,  —  don't  ye  do  it ! 
Harkin,  Miss  Mary.  If  ye '11  take  my  advice  —  a  fool's 
advice,  maybe  —  ye  '11  go.  And  when  I  tell  ye  that  that 
advice,  if  ye  take  it,  will  take  the  sunshine  out  of  these 
hills,  the  color  off  them  trees,  the  freshness  outer  them 
flowers,  the  heart's  blood  outer  me,  —  ye  '11  know  that  i 
ain't  thinkin'  o'  myself,  but  of  ye.  And  I  would  n't  say 
this  much  to  ye,  Miss  Mary,  cut  you  're  goin'  away.  There 's 
a  flower,  miss,  you  're  wearnV  in  your  bosom,  —  a  flower  I 
picked  at  daybreak  this  morning,  five  miles  away  in  the 
snow.  The  wind  was  blowing  chill  around  it,  so  that  my 
hands  that  dug  for  it  were  stiff  and  cold  ;  but  the  roots  were 
warm,  Miss  Mary,  as  they  are  now  in  your  bosom.  Ye  '11 
keep  that  flower,  Miss  Mary,  in  remembrance  of  my  love 
for  ye,  that  kept  warm  and  blossomed  through  the  snow. 
And,  don't  start,  Miss  Mary,  —  for  ye  '11  leave  behind  ye, 
as  I  did,  the  snow  and  rocks  through  which  it  bloomed.  I 
axes  your  parding,  miss  :  I  'm  hurtin'  yer  f eelin's,  sure. 

Miss  Mary  [rising  with  agitation].  Nothing,  —  no- 
thing ;  but  climbing  these  stupid  rocks  has  made  me  giddy  : 
that 's  all.  Your  arm.  \_To  Sandy  impatiently.]  Can't  you 
give  me  your  arm  ?  [Sandy  supports  Miss  Mary  awk- 
wardly toward  schoolhouse.  At  door  Miss  Maey  pauses.] 
But  if  this  reformation  is  so  easy,  so  acceptable,  why  have 
you  not  profited  by  it  ?  Why  have  you  not  reformed  ?  Why 
have  I  found  you  here,  a  disgraced,  dissipated,  anonymous 
outcast,  whom  an  honest  girl  dare  not  know  ?  Why  do  you 
presume  to  preach  to  me  ?     Have  you  a  father  ? 

Sandy.  Hush,  Miss  Mary,  hush  !  I  had  a  father.  Har- 
kin. All  that  you  have  suffered  from  a  kinship  even  so 
far  removed,  I  have  known  from  the  hands  of  one  who 
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should  have  protected  pe.  My  father  was  —  but  no  mat* 
ter.  You,  Miss  Mary,  came  out  of  your  trials  like  gold 
from  the  washing.  I  was  only  the  dirt  and  gravel  to  be 
thrown  away.  It  is  too  late,  Miss  Mary,  too  late.  My 
father  has  never  sought  me,  would  turn  me  from  his  doors 
had  I  sought  him.     Perhaps  he  is  only  right. 

Miss  Mary.  But  why  should  he  be  so  different  from 
others  ?  Listen.  This  very  cousin  whose  offer  I  refused 
had  a  son,  —  wild,  wayward,  by  all  report  the  most  de- 
graded of  men.  It  was  part  of  my  cousin's  reformation  to 
save  this  son,  and,  if  it  were  possible,  snatch  him  from  that 
terrible  fate  which  seemed  to  be  his  only  inheritance  — 

Sandy  [eagerly].     Yes,  miss. 

Miss  Mary.  To  restore  him  to  a  regenerated  home. 
With  this  idea  he  followed  his  prodigal  to  California.  I, 
you  understand,  was  only  an  afterthought  consequent  upon 
his  success.  He  came  to  California  upon  this  pilgrimage 
two  years  ago.  He  had  no  recollection,  so  they  tell  me, 
by  which  he  could  recognize  this  erring  son  ;  and  at  first 
his  search  was  wild,  profitless,  and  almost  hopeless.  But 
by  degrees,  and  with  a  persistency  that  seemed  to  increase 
with  his  hopelessness,  he  was  rewarded  by  finding  some 
clew  to  him  at  —  at  —  at  — 

Sandy  [excitedly'].     At  Poker  Flat  ? 

Miss  Mary.  Ah,  perhaps  you  know  the  story,  —  at 
Poker  Flat.     He  traced  him  to  the  Mission  of  San  Carmel. 

Sandy.     Yes,  miss  :   go  on. 

Miss  Mary.  He  was  more  successful  than  he  deserved, 
perhaps.     He  found  him.     I  see  you  know  the  story, 

Sandy.  Found  him  !  Found  him  !  Miss,  did  you  say 
found  him  ? 

Miss  Mary.  Yes,  found  him.  And  to-day  Alexander 
Morton,  the  reclaimed  prodigal,  is  part  of  the  household  I 
am  invited  to  join.  So  you  see,  Mr.  Sandy,  there  is  still 
hope.     What  has  happened  to  him  is  only  a  promise  to 
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you.  Eh !  Mr.  Sandy  —  what  is  the  matter  ?  Are  you 
ill  ?  Your  exertion  this  morning,  perhaps.  Speak  to  me  ! 
Gracious  heavens,  he  is  going  mad  !  No  I  No  !  Yes  — 
it  cannot  be  —  it  is  —  he  has  broken  his  promise  :  he  is 
drunk  again. 

Sandy  [rising,  excited  and  confused'].  Excuse  me, 
miss,  I  am  a  little  onsartain  here  [pointing  to  his  head].  I 
can't  —  I  disremember  —  what  you  said  jus'  now  :  ye  men- 
tioned the  name  o'  that  prodigal  that  was  found. 

Miss  Mary.  Certainly  :  compose  yourself,  —  my  cousin's 
son,  Alexander  Morton.  Listen,  Sandy  ;  you  promised  me, 
you  know,  you  said  for  my  sake  you  would  not  touch  a 
drop.  [Enter  cautiously  toward  schoolhouse  the  Duchess, 
stops  on  observing  Sandy,  and  hides  behind  rock.] 

Sandy  [still  bewildered  and  incoherent].  I  reckon. 
Harkin,  miss,  is  that  thar  thing  [pointing  towards  rock 
where  Duchess  is  concealed]  —  is  that  a  tree,  or  —  or  — 
—  a  woman  ?     Is  it  sorter  movin'  this  way  ? 

Miss  Mary  [laying  her  hand  on  Sandy's].  Recover 
your  senses,  for  Heaven's  sake,  Sandy,  —  for  my  sake  !  It 
is  only  a  tree. 

Sandy  [rising].  Then,  miss,  I  've  broke  my  word  with 
ye  :  I  'm  drunk.  P'r'aps  I  'd  better  be  a-goin'  [looking 
round  confusedly]  till  I'm  sober.     [Going  toward  l.] 

Miss  Mary  [seizing  his  hand].  But  you  '11  see  me 
again,  Sandy ;  you  '11  come  here  —  before  —  before  I  go  ? 

Sandy.  Yes,  miss,  —  before  ye  go.  [Staggers  stupidly 
toward  L.  Aside.]  Eound  him  !  found  Alexander  Mor- 
ton !  It's  a  third  time,  Sandy,  the  third  time  :  it  means  — 
it  means  —  you  're  mad  !      [Laughs  wildly,  and  exit  L.J 

Miss  Mary  [springing  to  her  feet].  There  is  a  mystery 
behind  all  this,  Mary  Morris,  that  you  —  you  —  must  dis- 
cover. That  man  was  not  drunk  :  he  had  not  broken  his 
promise  to  me.  What  does  it  all  mean  ?  I  have  it.  I 
will  accept  the  offer  of  this  Alexander  Morton.     I  will  tell 
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him  the  story  of  this  helpless  man,  this  poor,  poor,  reckless 
Sandy.  With  the  story  of  his  own  son  before  his  eyes,  he 
cannot  but  interest  himself  in  his  fate.  He  is  rich  :  he 
will  aid  me  in  my  search  for  Sandy's  father,  for  Sandy's 
secret.  At  the  worst,  I  can  only  follow  the  advice  of  this 
wretched  man,  —  an  advice  so  generous,  so  kind,  so  self- 
sacrificing.     Ah  — 

Scene  4.  —  The  same.  Enter  the  Duchess,  showily 
and  extravagantly  dressed.  Her  manner  at  first  is  a, 
mixture  of  alternate  shyness  and  bravado. 

The  Duchess.  I  heerd  tell  that  you  was  goin'  down  to 
'Frisco  to-morrow,  for  your  vacation  ;  and  I  could  n't  let 
ye  go  till  I  came  to  thank  ye  for  your  kindness  to  my 
hoy,  —  little  Tommy. 

Miss  Mary  [aside,  rising  abstractedly,  and  recalling 
herself  with  an  effort].  I  see,  —  a  poor  outcast,  the 
mother  of  my  anonymous  pupil.  [Aloud.]  Tommy  !  a 
good  boy,  —  a  dear,  good  little  boy. 

Duchess.  Thankee,  miss,  thankee.  If  I  am  his  mother, 
thar  ain't  a  sweeter,  dearer,  better  boy  lives  than  him. 
And  if  I  ain't  much  as  says  it,  thar  ain't  a  sweeter,  dearer, 
angeler  teacher  than  he  's  got.  It  ain't  for  you  to  be  com- 
plimented by  me,  miss ;  it  ain't  for  such  as  me  to  be  comin' 
here  in  broad  day  to  do  it,  neither  ;  but  I  come  to  ask 
a  favor,  —  not  for  me,  miss,  but  for  the  darling  boy. 

Miss  Mary  [aside  —  abstractedly'].  This  poor,  de- 
graded creature  will  kill  me  with  her  wearying  gratitude. 
Sandy  will  not  return,  of  course,  while  she  is  here.  [Aloud.] 
Go  on.     If  I  can  help  you  or  yours,  be  assured  I  will. 

The  Duchess.  Thankee,  miss.  You  see,  thar 's  no  one 
the  boy  has  any  claim  on  but  me,  and  I  ain't  the  proper 
person  to  bring  him  up.  I  did  allow  to  send  him  to  'Frisco, 
last  year  ;  but  when  I  heerd  talk  that  a  schoolma'am  was 
comin'  up,  and  you  did,  and  he  sorter  tuk  to  ye  natril  from 
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the  first,  I  guess  I  did  well  to  keep  him  yer.  For,  oh, 
miss,  he  loves  ye  so  much  ;  and  if  you  could  hear  him  talk 
in  his  purty  way,  ye  would  n't  refuse  him  anything. 

Miss  Mary  [with  fatigued  politeness  and  increasing 
impatience"].     I  see,  I  see  :   pray  go  on. 

The  Duchess  [with  quiet  persistency"].  It 's  natril  he 
should  take  to  ye,  miss  ;  for  his  father,  when  I  first  knowed 
him,  miss,  was  a  gentleman  like  yourself  ;  and  the  hoy 
must  forget  me  sooner  or  later  —  and  I  ain't  goin'  to  cry 
ahout  that. 

Miss  Mary  {impatiently"].  Pray  tell  me  how  I  can 
serve  you. 

The  Duchess.  Yes,  miss  ;  you  see,  I  came  to  ask  you  to 
take  my  Tommy,  —  God  bless  him  for  the  sweetest,  bestest 
boy  that  lives !  —  to  take  him  with  you.  1  've  money 
plenty  ;  and  it 's  all  yours  and  his.  Put  him  in  some  good 
school,  whar  ye  kin  go  and  see,  and  sorter  help  him  to  — 
forget  —  his  mother.  Do  with  him  what  you  like.  The 
worst  you  can  do  will  he  kindness  to  what  he  would  learn 
with  me.  You  will  t  I  know  you  will ;  won't  you  ?  You 
will  make  him  as  pure  and  as  good  as  yourself ;  and  when 
he  has  grown  up,  and  is  a  gentleman,  you  will  tell  him  his 
father's  name,  —  the  name  that  hasn't  passed  my  lips  for 
years,  —  the  name  of  Alexander  Morton. 

Miss  Mary  [aside"].  Alexander  Morton  !  The  prodigal ! 
Ah,  I  see,  —  the  ungathered  husks  of  his  idle  harvest. 

The  Duchess.  You  hesitate,  Miss  Mary.  [Seizing 
her.]  Do  not  take  your  hand  away.  You  are  smiling, 
God  bless  you  !  I  know  you- will  take  my  boy.  Speak  to 
me,  Miss  Mary. 

Miss  Mary  [aloud"].  I  will  take  your  child.  More 
than  that,  I  will  take  him  to  his  father. 

The  Duchess.  "No,  no  !  for  God  's  sake,  no,  Miss  Mary  ! 
He  has  never  seen  him  from  his  birth  :  he  does  not  know 
him.  He  will  disown  him.  He  will  curse  him,  —  will 
eurse  me  ! 
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Mary.     Why  should  he  ?     Surely   his    crime  is 
worse  than  yours. 

The  Duchess.  Hear  me,  Miss  Mary.  \_Aside.~]  How 
can  I  tell  her  ?  \_Aloud.~\  One  moment,  miss.  I  was 
once  —  ye  may  not  believe  it,  miss  —  as  good,  as  pure,  as 
you.  I  had  a  husband,  the  father  of  this  child.  He  was 
kind,  good,  easy,  forgiving,  —  too  good  for  me,  miss,  too 
simple  and  unsuspecting.  He  was  what  the  world  calls  a 
fool,  miss  :  he  loved  me  too  well,  —  the  kind  o'  crime,  miss, 

—  beggin'  your  pardon,  and  all  precepts  to  the   contrairy, 

—  the  one  thing  that  women  like  me  never  forgives.  He 
had  a  pardner,  miss,  that  governed  him  as  he  never  gov- 
erned me  ;  that  held  him  with  the  stronger  will,  and  maybe 
me  too.  I  was  young,  miss,  —  no  older  than  yourself' 
then  ;  and  T  ran  away  with  him  :  left  all,  and  ran  away  with 
my  husband's  pardner.  My  husband  —  nat'rally  —  took  to 
drink.  I  axes  your  pardin',  miss ;  but  ye  '11  see  now,  al- 
lcwin'  your  larnin',  that  Alexander  Morton  ain't  the  man 
as  will  take  my  child. 

Miss  Mary.  Nonsense.  You  are  wrong.  He  has  re- 
formed ;  he  hap  been  restored  to  his  home,  —  your  child's 
home,  your  home  if  you  will  but  claim  it.  Do  not  fear : 
I  will  make  that  right. 

Enter  Sandy  slowly  and  sheepishly,  b.  /  stops  on  observ' 
ing  the  Duchess,  and  stands  amazed  and  motionless. 

Miss  Mary  [observing  Sandy  —  aside\.  He  has  re- 
turned. Poor  fellow  !  How  shall  I  get  rid  of  this  woman  ? 
]_Aloud.~\  Enough.  If  you  are  sincere,  I  will  take  your 
child,  and,  God  help  me  !  bring  him  to  his  home  and  yours. 
Are  you  satisfied  ? 

The  Duchess.  Thank  ye  !  Thank  ye,  miss  ;  but  — 
tut  thar  's  a  mistake  somewhar.     In  course  —  it 's  natural 

—  ye  don't  know  the  father  of  that  child,  my  boy  Tommy, 
under  the   name  o'  Alexander  Morton.     Ye  're  thinking, 
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like  as  not,  of  another  man.  The  man  I  mean  lives  yer,  in 
this  camp  :  they  calls  him  Sandy,  miss,  —  Sandy  ! 

Miss  Mary  [after  a  pause,  coming  forward  passion- 
ately']. Hush !  I  have  given  you  my  answer,  he  it  Alex- 
ander Morton  or  Sandy.  Go  now  :  hring  me  the  child  this 
evening  at  my  house.  I  will  meet  you  there.  [Leads  the 
Duchess  to  wing.  The  Duchess  endeavors  to  fall  at 
her  feet.  ] 

Duchess.     God  hless  you,  miss  ! 

Miss  Mary  [hurriedly  embracing  her.]  No  more,  no 
more  —  but  go  !  [Exit  Duchess.  Miss  Mary  returns 
hurriedly  to  centre,  confronting  Sandy.  J 

Miss  Mary  [to  Sandy,  hurriedly  and  excitedly].  You 
have  heard  what  that  woman  said.  I  do  not  ask  you  under 
what  alias  you  are  known  here :  I  only  ask  a  single 
question,  —  Is  she  your  wife  ?  are  you  the  father  of  her 
child  ? 

Sandy  [sinking  upon  his  knees  before  her,  and  covering 
his  face  with  his  hands].     I  am  ! 

Miss  Mary.  Enough  !  [Taking  flower  from  her 
bosom.]  Here,  I  give  you  back  the  flower  you  gave  me 
this  morning.  It  has  faded  and  died  here  upon  my  breast. 
But  I  shall  replace  it  with  your  foundling,  —  the  child  of 
that  woman,  born  like  that  flower  in  the  snow !  And  I  go 
now,  Sandy,  and  leave  behind  me,  as  you  said  this  morning, 
the  snow  and  rocks  in  which  it  bloomed.  Good-by ! 
Farewell,  farewell  —  forever!  [Goes  toward  schoolhouse 
as  — 

Enter  Col.  Starbottxe. 

Miss  Mary  [to  Stakbottle].  You  are  here  in  season, 
sir.  You  must  have  come  for  an  answer  to  your  question. 
You  must  first  give  me  one  to  mine.  Who  is  this  man 
[pointing  to  Sandy],  the  man  you  met  upon  the  rocks  this 
morning  ? 
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Col.  Starbottle.  Ahem  !  I  am  —  er  —  now  fully  pre- 
pared and  responsible,  I  may  say,  miss  —  er  —  personally 
responsible,  to  answer  that  question.  When  you  asked  it 
this  morning,  the  ordinary  courtesy  of  the  —  er  —  code  of 
honor  threw  a  —  er  —  cloak  around  the  —  er  —  antecedents 
of  the  —  er  —  man  whom  I  had  —  er  —  elected  by  a  de- 
mand for  personal  satisfaction,  to  the  equality  of  myself,  an 
—  er  —  gentleman  !  That  —  er  —  cloak  is  now  removed. 
I  have  waited  six  hours  for  an  apology  or  a  —  er —  reply  to 
my  demand.  I  am  now  free  to  confess  that  the  —  er  — 
person  you  allude  to  was  first  known  by  me,  three  months 
ago,  as  an  inebriated  menial,  —  a  groom  in  the  house- 
hold of  my  friend  Don  Jose  Castro,  —  by  the  —  er  — 
simple  name  of  "  Diego." 

Miss  Mary  [slowly].  I  am  satisfied.  I  accept  my 
cousin's  invitation. 

[Exit  slowly,  supported  by  Col.  Starbottle,  b. 

As  Starbottle  and  Miss  Mary  exeunt  r.,  Concho  and 
Hop  Sing  enter  cautiously,  l.  Sandy  slowly  rises  to 
his  feet,  passes  his  hand  across  his  forehead,  loolca 
around  toward  exit  of  Starbottle  and  Miss  Mary. 

Sandy  [slowly,  but  with  more  calmness  of  demeanor]. 
Gone,  gone  —  forever !  No :  I  am  not  mad,  nor  crazed 
with  drink.  My  hands  no  longer  tremble.  There  is  no 
confusion  here.  \_Feeling  his  forehead.']  I  heard  them 
all.  It  was  no  dream.  I  heard  her  every  word.  Alexan- 
der Morton,  yes,  they  spoke  of  Alexander  Morton.  She  is 
going  to  him,  to  my  father.  She  is  going  —  she,  Mary,  my 
cousin  —  she  is  going  to  my  father.  He  has  been  seeking 
me — has  found — ah!  [Groans.]  No,  no,  Sandy!  Be 
patient,  be  calm :  you  are  not  crazy  —  no,  no,  good  Sandy, 
good  old  boy  !  Be  patient,  be  patient :  it  is  coming,  it 
is  coming.     Yes,  I  see  :  some  one  has  leaped  into  my  place ; 
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some  one  has  leaped  into  the  old  man's  arms.  Some  one 
will  creep  into  her  heart !  No !  by  God !  No !  I  am 
Alexander  Morton.  Yes,  yes !  But  how,  how  shall  I 
prove  it  ?  —  how  ?  Who  [Concho  steps  cautiously  for- 
ward towards  Sandy  unobserved]  will  believe  the  vag& 
bond,  the  outcast  —  my  God  !  —  the  crazy  drunkard  ? 

Concho  [advancing  and  laying  his  hand  on  Sandy]. 
I  will!  . 

Sandy  [staggering  back  amazedly].     You ! 

Concho.  Yes,  —  I,  I,  —  Concho  !  You  know  me, 
Diego,  you  know  me,  —  Concho,  the  major-domo  of  the 
Blessed  Innocents.  Ha !  You  know  me  now.  Yes,  I 
have  come  to  save  you.  I  have  come  to  make  you  strong. 
So  —  I  have  come  to  help  you  strip  the  Judas  that  has 
stepped  into  your  place,  —  the  sham  prodigal  that  has  had 
the  fatted  calf  and  the  ring,  —  ah  !  ah  ! 

Sandy.     You  ?     You  do  not  know  me  ! 

Concho.  Ah  !  you  think,  you  think,  eh  ?  Listen : 
Since  you  left  I  have  tracked  him  —  the  impostor  this 
Judas,  this  coyote  —  step  by  step,  until  his  tracks  crossed 
yours  ;  and  then  I  sought  you  out.  I  know  all.  I  found 
a  letter  you  had  dropped ;  that  brought  me  to  Poker  Flat. 
Ah,  you  start !  I  have  seen  those  who  knew  you  as 
Alexander  Morton.     You  see !     Ah,  I  am  wise. 

Sandy  [aside"].  It  is  true.  [Aloud.]  But  [suspi- 
ciously] why  have  you  done  this  ?  You,  Concho  ?  —  you 
were  not  my  friend. 

Concho.  No,  but  he  is  my  enemy.  Ah,  you  start ! 
Look  at  me,  Alexander  Morton,  Sandy,  Diego  !  You  knew 
a  man,  strong,  active,  like  yourself.  Eh !  Look  at  me 
now  !  Look  at  me,  a  cripple  !  Eh  !  lame  and  crushed 
here  pointing  to  his  leg],  broken  and  crushed  here  [point- 
ing to  his  heart],  by  him,  —  the  impostor  !  Listen, 
Diego.  The  night  I  was  sent  to  track  you  from  the  raneho, 
he  —  this  man  —  struck  me  from  the  wall,  dashed  me  to 
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the  earth,  and  made  my  body,  broken  and  bruised,  a  step* 
ping-stone  to  leap  the  wall  into  your  place,  Diego,  —  into 
your  father's  heart,  —  into  my  master's  home.  They  found 
me  dead,  they  thought,  —  no,  not  dead,  Diego  !  It  was  sad, 
they  said,  —  unfortunate.  They  nursed  me ;  they  talked 
of  money  —  eh,  Diego  !  —  money  !  They  would  have  pen- 
sioned me  to  hush  scandal  —  eh  !  I  was  a  dog,  a  foreigner, 
a  Greaser  !  Eh  !  That  is  why  \  am  here.  No  !  I  love 
you  not,  Diego  ;  you  are  of  his  race  ;  but  I  hate  —  Mother 
of  God  !  —  I  hate  him  ! 

Sandy  [rising  to  his  feet,  aside].  Good  !  I  begin  to 
feel  my  courage  return  :  my  nerves  are  stronger.  Courage, 
Sandy  !  [Aloud.]  Be  it  so,  Concho :  there  is  my  hand  ! 
We  will  help  each  other,  —  you  to  my  birthright,  I  to  your 
revenge !  Hark  ye  !  [Sandy's  manner  becomes  more  calm 
and  serious.]  This  impostor  is  no  craven,  no  coyote. 
Whoever  he  is,  he  must  be  strong.  He  has  most  plausible 
evidences.  We  must  have  rigid  proofs.  I  will  go  with  you 
to  Poker  Flat.  There  is  one  man,  if  he  be  living,  knows 
me  better  than  any  man  who  lives.  He  has  done  me 
wrong,  —  a  great  wrong,  Concho,  —  but  I  will  forgive  him. 
,  I  will  do  more,  —  I  will  ask  his  forgiveness.  He  will  be 
a  witness  no  man  dare  gainsay  —  my  partner  —  God  help 
him  and  forgive  him  as  I  do  !  —  John  Oakhurst. 

Concho.     Oakhurst  your  partner  ! 

Sandy  [angrily].  Yes.  Look  ye,  Concho,  he  has 
wronged  me  in  a  private  way :  that  is  my  business,  not 
yours ;  but  he  was  my  partner,  no  one  shall  abuse  him 
before  me. 

Concho.  Be  it  so.  Then  sink  here  !  Rot  here  !  Go 
back  to  your  husks,  0  prodigal !  wallow  in  the  ditches  of 
this  camp,  and  see  your  birthright  sold  for  a  dram  of 
aguardiente !  Lie  here,  dog  and  coyote  that  you  are,  with 
your  mistress  under  the  protection  of  your  destroyer !  Poi 
I  tell  you  —  I,  Concho,  the  cripple  —  that  the  man  wh« 
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struck  me  down,  the  man  who  stepped  into  your  birthright, 
the  man  who  to-morrow  welcomes  your  sweetheart  in  his 
arms,  who  holds  the  custody  of  your  child,  is  your  partner, 
—  John  Oakhurst ! 

Sandy  [who  has  been  sinking  under  Concho's  words, 
rising  convulsively  to  his  feet~\.  God  be  merciful  to  me  a 
sinner !      \_Faints.~\ 

Concho  [standing  over  his  prostrate  body  exultingly]. 
I  am  right.  You  are  wise,  Concho,  you  are  wise !  You 
have  found  Alexander  Morton  ! 

Hop  Sing  [advancing  slowly  to  Sandy's  side,  and 
extending  open  palm].  Me  washee  shirt  flo  you,  flowty 
dozen  hab.  You  no  payee  me.  Me  wantee  twenty  dollar 
hep.     Sabe ! 

[Curtain.] 

END    OF   ACT    II. 


ACT   III 

Scene  1.  —  The  bank  parlor  of  Morton  &  Son,  San 
Francisco.  Room  richly  furnished  ;  two  square  library 
desks,  left  and  right.  At  right,  safe  in  wall ;  at  left, 
same  with  practicable  doors.  Folding-door  in  flat  c, 
leading  to  counting-room,.  Door  in  left  to  private  room 
of  Alexander  Morton,  Sr. ;  door  in  right  to  private  room, 
of  Morton,  Jr.  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.,  discovered 
at  desk  r.,  opening  and  reading  letters. 

Morton,  Sr.  [laying  down  letter].  Well,  well,  the 
usual  story ;  letters  from  all  sorts  of  people,  who  have  dons 
or  intend  to  do  all  sorts  of  things  for  my  reclaimed  prodigal. 
[Heads.  1  "  Dear  Sir  :  Five  years  ago  I  loaned  some  money 
to  a  stranger  who  answers  the  description  of  your  recovered 
son.  He  will  remember  Jim  Parker, — Limping  Jim,  of 
Poker  Flat.  Being  at  present  short  of  funds,  please  send 
twenty  dollars,  amount  loaned,  by  return  mail.  If  not 
convenient,  five  dollars  will  do  as  installment."  Pshaw  ! 
[Throws  letter  aside,  and  takes  up  another.]  "  Dear  Sir : 
I  invite  your  attention  to  inclosed  circular  for  a  proposed 
Home  for  Dissipated  and  Anonymous  Gold-Miners.  Your 
well-known  reputation  for  liberality,  and  your  late  valuable 
experience  in  the  reformation  of  your  son,  will  naturally 
enlist  your  broadest  sympathies.  We  inclose  a  draft  for 
five  thousand  dollars,  for  your  signature."  We  shall  see ! 
Another:  "Dear  Sir:  The  Society  for  the  Formation  of 
Bible  Classes  in  the  Upper  Stanislaus  acknowledge  your 
recent  munificent  gift  of  five  hundred  dollars  to  the  cause. 
Last  Sabbath  Brother  Hawkins,  of  Poker  Flat,  related  with. 
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touching  effect  the  story  of  your  prodigal  to  an  assemblage 
of  over  two  hundred  miners.  Owing  to  unusual  expenses, 
we  regret  to  be  compelled  to  draw  upon  you  for  five  hun- 
dred dollars  more."  So !  [Putting  down  letter.]  If  we 
were  given  to  pride  and  vainglory,  we  might  well  be  puffed 
up  with  the  fame  of  our  works  and  the  contagion  of  our 
example :  yet  I  fear  that  with  the  worldly  minded  this 
praise  of  charity  to  others  is  only  the  prayerful  expectation 
of  some  personal  application  to  the  praiser.  [Rings  hand- 
bell.] 

Enter  Jackson. 

[To  Jackson.]  File  these  letters  [handing  letters'] 
■with  the  others.  There  is  no  answer.  Has  young  Mr. 
Alexander  come  in  yet  ? 

Jackson.  He  only  left  here  an  hour  ago.  It  was 
steamer  day  yesterday  :  he  was  up  all  night,  sir. 

Old  Morton  [aside].  True.  And  the  night  before  he 
traveled  all  night,  riding  two  hours  ahead  of  one  of  our 
rlefaultiiig  agents,  and  saved  the  bank  a  hundred  thousand 
dollars.  Certainly  his  devotion  to  business  is  unremitting. 
[Aloud .  ]      Any  news  from  Colonel  Starbottle  ? 

Jackson.     He  left  this  note,  sir,  early  this  morning. 

Old  Morton  [takes  it,  and  reads].  "  I  think  I  may  say, 
on  my  own  personal  responsibility,  that  the  mission  is 
successful.  Miss  Morris  will  arrive  to-night  with  a  female 
attendant  and  child."  [To  Jackson.]  That  is  all,  sir. 
Stop  !      Has  any  one  been  smoking  here  ? 

Jackson.     Not  to  my  knowledge,  sir. 

Old  Morton.  There  was  a  flavor  of  stale  tobacco  smoke 
in  the  room  this  morning  when  I  entered,  and  ashes  on  the 
carpet.  I  know  that  young  Mr.  Alexander  has  abandoned 
the  pernicious  habit.      See  that  it  does  not  occur  again. 

Jackson.  Yes,  sir.  [Aside.]  I  must  warn  Mr.  Alexan- 
der that  his  friends  must  be  more  careful ;  and  yet  those 
ashes  were  good  for  a  deposit  of  fifty  thousand. 
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Old  Morton.     Is  any  one  waiting  ? 

Jackson.     Yes,  sir,  —  Don  Jose"  Castro  and  Mr.  Capper. 

Old  Morton.  Show  in  the  Don :  the  policeman  can 
Vait. 

Jackson.     Yes,  sir.  [Exit. 

Old  Morton  [taking  up  Stabbottle's  note].  "  Miss 
Morris  will  arrive  to-night."  And  yet  he  saw  her  only 
yesterday.  This  is  not  like  her  mother  :  no.  She  would 
never  have  forgiven  and  forgotten  so  quickly.  Perhaps  she 
knew  not  my  sin  and  her  mother's  wrongs ;  perhaps  she 
has  —  has  — Christian  forgiveness  [sarcastically]  ;  perhaps, 
like  my  prodigal,  she  will  be  immaculately  perfect.  Well, 
well ;  at  least  her  presence  will  make  my  home  less  lonely. 
"  An  attendant  and  child."  A  child  !  Ah,  if  he,  my  boy, 
my  Alexander,  were  still  a  child,  I  might  warm  this  cold, 
cold  heart  in  his  sunshine  !  Strange  that  I  cannot  recon- 
struct from  this  dutiful,  submissive,  obedient,  industrious 
Alexander  —  this  redeemed  outcast,  this  son  who  shares  my 
life,  my  fortunes,  my  heart  —  the  foolish,  willful,  thought- 
less, idle  boy  that  once  defied  me.  I  remember  [musing, 
with  a  smile]  how  the  little  rascal,  ha,  ha !  once  struck  me, 
—  struck  me  !  —  when  I  corrected  him  :  ha,  ha  !  [Rubbing 
his  hands  with  amusement,  and  then  suddenly  becoming 
grave  and  lugubrious.]  No,  no.  These  are  the  whisper- 
ings of  the  flesh.  Why  should  I  find  fault  with  him  for 
being  all  that  a  righteous  conversion  demands,  —  all  that  I 
asked  and  prayed  for  ?  No,  Alexander  Morton  :  it  is  you, 
you,  who  are  not  yet  regenerate.  It  is  you  who  are  ungrate' 
ful  to  Him  who  blessed  you,  to  Him  whose  guiding  hand 
led  you  to  — 

Enter  Jackson. 

Jackson.     Don  Jose1  Castro. 

Enter  Don  Jose. 
Don  Jose.     A  thousand  pardons,  sefior,  for  interrupting 
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you  in  the  hours  of  business ;  but  it  is  —  it  is  of  business 
I  would  speak.      [Looking  around?] 

Old  Morton  [to  Jackson].  You  can  retire.  [Exit 
Jackson.  J     Be  seated,  Mr.  Castro  :  I  am  at  your  service. 

Don  Jose.     It  is  of  your  —  your  son  — 

Old  Morton.  Our  firm  is  Morton  &  Son ;  in  business 
we  are  one,  Mr.  Castro. 

Don  Jose.  Bueno  !  Then  to  you  as  to  him  I  will 
speak.  Here  is  a  letter  I  received  yesterday.  It  has  sig- 
nificance, importance  perhaps.  But  whatever  it  is,  it  is 
something  for  you,  not  me,  to  know.  If  I  am  wronged 
much,  Don  Alexandre,  you,  you  are  wronged  still  more. 
Shall  I  read  it  ?  Good.  [Reads.]  "  The  man  to  whom 
you  have  affianced  your  daughter  is  not  the  son  of  Alexan- 
der Morton.  Have  a  care.  If  I  do  not  prove  him  an  im- 
postor at  the  end  of  six  days,  believe  me  one,  and  not  your 
true  friend  and  servant,  Concho."  In  six  days,  Don  Alex- 
andra, the  year  of  probation  is  over,  and  I  have  promised 
my  daughter's  hand  to  your  son.  [Hands  letter  to  Mor- 
ton.] 

Old  Morton  [ringing  bell].     Is  that  all,  Mr.  Castro  ? 

Don  Jose.  All,  Mr.  Castro  ?  Carraniba !  is  it  not 
enough  ? 

Enter  Jackson. 

Old  Morton  [to  Jackson).  You  have  kept  a  record  of 
this  business  during  the  last  eighteen  months.  Look  at  this 
letter.      [Handing  letter.  J     Is  the  handwriting  familiar  ? 

Jackson  [taking  letter].  Can't  say,  sir.  The  form  is 
the  old  one. 

Old  Morton.  How  many  such  letters  have  you  re- 
ceived ? 

Jackson.  Four  hundred  and  forty-one,  sir.  This  is  the 
four  hundred  and  forty-second  application  for  your  son's 
position,  sir. 
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Don  Jose.  Pardon.  This  is  not  an  application:  it  is 
only  information  or  caution. 

Old  Morton  [to  JacksonJ.  How  many  letters  of  in- 
formation or  caution  have  we  received  ? 

Jackson.  This  makes  seven  hundred  and  eighty-one, 
sir. 

Old  Morton.  How,  sir!  [Quickly.']  There  were  hut 
seven  hundred  and  seventy-nine  last  night. 

Jackson.  Beg  pardon,  sir  !  The  gentleman  who  carried 
Mr.  Alexander's  valise  from  the  boat  was  the  seven  hundred 
and  eightieth. 

Old  Morton.     Explain  yourself,  sir. 

Jackson.  He  imparted  to  me,  while  receiving  his  sti- 
pend, the  fact  that  he  did  not  believe  young  Mr.  Alexander 
was  your  son.  An  hour  later,  sir,  he  also  imparted  to  me 
confidentially  that  he  believed  you  were  his  father,  and 
requested  the  loan  of  five  dollars,  to  be  repaid  by  you,  to 
enable  him  to  purchase  a  clean  shirt  and  appear  before  you 
in  respectable  condition.  He  waited  for  you  an  hour,  and 
expressed  some  indignation  that  he  had  not  an  equal  show 
with  others,  to  throw  himself  into  your  arms. 

Don  Jose  [rising,  aside,  and  uplifting  his  hands"]. 
Carramba  !  These  Americanos  are  of  the  Devil !  [Aloud.] 
Enough,  Don  Alexandro  !  Then  you  think  this  letter  ia 
only  worth  — 

Old  Morton.  One  moment.  I  can  perhaps  tell  you  ex- 
actly its  market  value.     [To  Jackson.]     Go  on,  sir. 

Jackson.  At  half-past  ten,  sir,  then  being  slightly  under 
the  influence  of  liquor,  he  accepted  the  price  of  a  deck  pas- 
sage to  Stockton. 

Old  Morton.     How  much  was  that,  sir  ? 

Jackson.     Fifty  cents. 

Old  Morton.  Exactly  so !  There  you  have,  sir  [to 
Don  Jos£],  the  market  value  of  the  information  you  have 
received.     I  would  advise  you,  as  a  business  matter,  not  to 
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pay  more.  As  a  business  matter,  you  can  at  any  time  draw 
upon  us  for  the  amount.  [To  Jackson.]  Admit  Mr. 
Capper.     [Exit  Jackson.] 

Don  Jose  [rising  with  dignity"].  This  is  an  insult,  Don 
Alexandro. 

Old  Morton.  You  are  wrong,  Mr.  Castro  ;  it  is  busi- 
ness ;  sought,  I  believe,  by  yourself.  Now  that  it  is 
transacted,  I  beg  you  to  dine  with  me  to-morrow  to  meet 
my  niece.  No  offense,  sir,  no  offense.  Come,  come  !  Busi- 
ness, you  know,  business. 

Don  Jose  [relaxing].  Be  it  so!  I  will  come.  [Aside.] 
These  Americanos,  these  Americanos,  are  of  the  Devil ! 
[Aloud.]  Adios.  [Going.]  I  hear,  by  report,  that  you 
have  met  with  the  misfortune  of  a  serious  loss  by  robbery  ? 

Old  Morton  [aside].  So  our  mishap  is  known  every- 
where !  [Aloud.]  ~No  serious  misfortune,  Mr.  Castro, 
even  if  we  do  not  recover  the  money.     Adios. 

[Exit  Don  Jose. 

Old  Morton.  The  stiff-necked  Papist !  That  he  should 
dare,  for  the  sake  of  his  black-browed,  froward  daughter,  to 
question  the  faith  on  which  I  have  pinned  my  future ! 
Well,  with  God's  blessing,  I  gave  him  some  wholesome  dis- 
cipline. If  it  were  not  for  my  covenant  with  Alexander,  — 
and  nobly  he  has  fulfilled  his  part,  —  I  should  forbid  his 
alliance  with  the  blood  of  this  spying  Jesuit. 

Enter  Mb.  Jackson,  leading  in  Cappeb. 
Jackson.     Policeman,  sir.  [Exit. 

Capper  [turning  sharply].     Who  's  that  man  ? 
Old  Morton.      Jackson,  clerk. 
Capper.     Umph  !     Been  here  long  ? 
Old  Morton.     A  year.      He  was  appointed  by  my  son. 
Capper.     Know  anything  of  his  previous  life  ? 
Old  Morton  [stiffly].     I  have  already  told  you  he  is  an 
appointee  of  my  son's. 
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Capper.  Yes!  [Aside.]  "Like  master,  like  man." 
[Aloud."]  Well,  to  business.  We  have  worked  up  the 
robbery.  We  have  reached  two  conclusions,  —  one,  that 
the  work  was  not  done  by  professionals  ;  the  other,  conse- 
quent upon  this,  that  you  can't  recover  the  money. 

Old  Morton.  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  I  do  not  see  the  last 
conclusion. 

Capper.  Then  listen.  The  professional  thief  has  only 
one  or  two  ways  of  disposing  of  his  plunder,  and  these 
ways  are  always  well  known  to  us.  Good  !  Your  stolen 
coin  has  not  been  disposed  of  in  the  regular  way,  through 
the  usual  hands  which  we  could  at  any  time  seize.  Of  this 
we  are  satisfied. 

Old  Morton.     How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Capper.  In  this  way.  The  only  clew  we  have  to  the 
identification  of  the  missing  money  were  two  boxes  of  Mex- 
ican doubloons. 

Old  Morton  [aside],  Mr.  Castro's  special  deposit !  He 
may  have  reason  for  his  interest.      [Aloud.]     Go  on. 

Capper.  It  is  a  coin  rare  in  circulation  in  the  interior. 
The  night  after  the  robbery,  the  dealer  of  a  monte-table  in 
Sacramento  paid  out  five  thousand  dollars  in  doubloons. 
He  declared  it  was  taken  in  at  the  table,  and  could  not 
identify  the  players.  Of  course,  of  course/  So  far,  you 
see,  you  are  helpless.  We  have  only  established  one  fact, 
that  the  robber  is  —  is  —  [significantly]  a  gambler. 

Old  Morton  [quietly].  The  regular  trade  of  the  thief 
seems  to  me  to  be  of  little  importance  if  you  cannot  identify 
him  or  recover  my  money.  But  go  on,  sir,  go  on  :  or  is 
this  all  ? 

Capper  [aside].  The  old  fool  is  blind.  That  is  natu- 
ral. [Aloud.]  It  is  not  all.  The  crime  will  doubtless  be 
repeated.  The  man  who  has  access  to  your  vaults,  who 
has  taken  only  thirty  thousand  dollars  when  he  could  have 
secured  half  a  million,  —  this  man,  who  has  already  gam- 
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bled  that  thirty  thousand  away,  —  will  not  stop  there.  He 
vill  in  a  day  or  two,  perhaps  to-day,  try  to  retrieve  his 
losses  out  of  your  capital.      I  am  here  to  prevent  it. 

Old  Morton  {becoming  interested].     How  ? 

Capper.  Give  me,  for  forty-eight  hours,  free  access  to 
this  building.  Let  me  conceal  myself  somewhere,  anywhere, 
within  these  walls.  Let  it  be  without  the  knowledge  of 
your  clerks,  even  of  your  son  ! 

Old  Morton  [proudly].  Mr.  Alexander  Morton  is  absent 
to-day.  There  is  no  other  reason  why  he  should  not  he 
here  to  consent  to  the  acts  of  his  partner  and  father. 

Capper  \_quickly~\.  Very  good.  It  is  only  to  insure 
absolute  secrecy. 

Old  Morton  [aside"].  Another  robbery  might  excite  a 
suspicion,  worse  for  our  credit  than  our  actual  loss.  There 
is  a  significant  earnestness  about  this  man  that  awakens  my 
fears.  If  Alexander  were  only  here.  [Aloud.]  I  accept. 
[Capper  has  been  trying  doors  k.  and  L.J 

Capper.     What  room  is  this?      [At  k.^ 

Old  Morton.     My  son's  :  I  would  prefer  — 

Capper.     And  this  ?      [At  L.J 

Old  Morton.      Mine,  sir  ;  if  you  choose  —  ' 

Capper  [locking  door  and  putting  key  in  his  pocket]. 
This  will  do.  Oblige  me  by  making  the  necessary  arrange- 
ments in  your  counting-room. 

Old  Morton  [hesitating  and  aside].  He  is  right :  per- 
haps it  is  only  pruderieie,  and  I  am  saving  Alexander  ad- 
ditional care  and  annoyance.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mk.  Shadow  cautiously,  c. 

Shadow  [in  a  lisping  whisper  to  CapperJ.  I  've  got 
the  litht  of  the  clerkth  complete. 

Capjjer  [triumphantly].  Put  it  in  your  pocket,  Shadow. 
We  don't  care  for  the  lackeys  now :  we  are  after  the  mas» 
ter. 


400  TWO   MEN   OF   SAOTY   BAR 

Shadow.     Eh  !  the  mathter  ? 

Capper.  Yes  :  the  master,  —  the  young  master,  the  re- 
claimed son,  the  reformed  prodigal  !  ha,  ha  !  —  the  young 
man  who  compensates  himself  for  all  this  austere  devotion 
to  business  and  principle  by  dipping  into  the  old  man's 
vaults  when  he  wants  a  pasear :  eh,  Shadow  ?  That 's  the 
man  we  're  after.  Look  here !  I  never  took  any  stock  in 
that  young  man's  reformation.  Ye  don't  teach  old  sports 
like  him  new  tricks.  They  're  a  bad  lot  father  and  son, 
—  eh,  Shadow  ?  —  and  he 's  a  chip  of  the  old  block.  I 
spotted  him  before  this  robbery,  before  we  were  ever  called 
'n  here  professionally.  I  've  had  my  eye  on  Alexander 
Morton,  alias  John  Oakhurst ;  and,  when  I  found  the  old 
man's  doubloons  raked  over  a  monte-table  at  Sacramento,  I 
knew  where  to  look  for  the  thief.     Eh,  Shadow  ? 

Shadow  [aside].  He  ith  enormouth,  thith  Mithter 
Capper. 

Enter  Old  Mokton. 

Old  Morton.  I  have  arranged  everything.  You  will  not 
be  disturbed  or  suspected  here  in  my  private  office.  Eh  ! 
[Looking  at  Shadow.]    Who  has  slipped  in  here  ? 

Capper.     Only  my  Shadow,  Mr.  Morton  ;  but  I  can  rid 

myself  even  of  that.     [Crosses  to  Shadow.]     Take  this 

card  to  the   office,  and  wait  for  further  orders.     Vanish, 

Shadow  !  ■  [Exit  Shadow. 

Enter  Jackson. 

Jackson.  Mr.  Alexander  has  come  in,  sir.  [Old  Mor- 
ton and  Cappeb  start.] 

Old  Morton.     Where  is  he  ? 

Jackson.     In  his  private  room,  sir. 

Old  Morton.     Enough  :  you  can  go.       [Exit  Jackson. 

Capper  [crossing  to  Mokton].  Remember,  you  have 
given  your  pledge  of  secrecy.  Beware !  Your  honor,  your 
property,  the  credit  and  reputation  of  your  bank,  are  at 
stake. 
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Old  Morton  [after  a  pause  of  hesitation,  with  dignity']. 
I  gave  you  my  word,  sir,  while  my  son  was  not  present.  I 
shall  save  myself  from  breaking  my  word  with  you,  or  con- 
cealing anything  from  him,  by  withdrawing  myself.  For 
the  next  twenty-four  hours,  this  room  [pointing  to  private 
room  e.J  is  yours. 

Each  regards  the  other.  Exit  Old  Morton  c,  as  Cap- 
pee  exits  in  private  room  e.  After  a  pause,  door  of 
room  l.  opens,  and  Hakes'  York  appears,  slightly  in- 
toxicated, followed  by  John  Oakhuest. 

Harry  York  [looking  around~\.  By  Jove  !  Morton,  but 
you  've  got  things  in  style  here.  And  this  yer  's  the  gov'- 
nor's  desk  ;  and  here  old  Praise  God  Barebones  sits  opposite 
ye.  Look  yer,  old  boy  [throwing  himself  in  chair],  I  kin 
allow  how  it  comes  easy  for  ye  to  run  this  bank,  for  it 's 
about  as  exciting,  these  times,  as  faro  was  to  ye  in  '49, 
when  I  first  knew  ye  as  Jack  Oakhurst;  but  how  the  devil 
you  can  sit  opposite  that  stiff  embodiment  of  all  the  Ten 
Commandments,  day  by  day,  damn  it !  that 's  wot  gets 
me !  Why,  the  first  day  I  came  here  on  business,  the  old 
man  froze  me  so  that  I  could  n't  thaw  a  deposit  out  of  my 
pocket.     It  chills  me  to  think  of  it. 

Oakhurst  [hastily].  I  suppose  I  am  accustomed  to  him. 
But  come,  Harry  :  let  me  warm  you.  [  Opens  door  of  safe 
l.,  and  discovers  cupboard,  decanter,  and  glasses.] 

York  [laughing].  By  Jove  !  under  the  old  man's  very 
nose.  Jack,  this  fs  like  you.  [Takes  a  drink.]  Well, 
old  boy,  this  is  like  old  times.     But  you  don't  drink  ? 

Oakhurst.  No,  nor  smoke.  The  fact  is,  Harry,  I  've 
taken  a  year's  pledge.  I  've  six  days  still  to  run ;  after 
that  [gloomily],  why  [with  a  reckless  laugh],  I  shall  be 
Jack  Oakhurst  again. 

York.  Lord !  to  think  of  your  turning  out  to  be  any- 
body's son,  Jack  !  —  least  of  all,  his!    [Pointing  to  cha,ir.~\ 
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Oakhurst  [laughing  recklessly].  Not  more  strange  than 
that  I  should  find  Harry  York,  the  spendthrift  of  Poker 
Flat,  the  rich  and  respected  Mr.  York,  produce  merchant 
of  San  Francisco. 

York.  Yes  ;  but,  my  boy,  you  see  I  did  n't  strike  it  — 
in  a  rich  father.  I  gave  up  gambling,  married  and  settled 
down,  saved  my  money,  invested  a  little  here  and  there, 
and  —  worked  for  it,  Jack,  damn  me,  —  worked  for  it  like 
a  damned  horse  ! 

Oakhurst  [aside-].     True,  this  is  not  work. 

York.  But  that  ain't  my  business  with  ye  now,  old 
boy :  it 's  this.  You  've  had  some  trials  and  troubles  in 
the  bank  lately, — a  defalcation  of  agents  one  day,  a  robbery 
next.  It 's  luck,  my  boy,  luck !  but  ye  know  people  will 
talk.  You  don't  mind  my  sayin'  that  there 's  rumors 
round.  The  old  man 's  mighty  unpopular  because  he  's  a 
saint ;  and  folks  don't  entirely  fancy  you  because  you  used 
to  be  the  reverse.  Well,  Jack,  it  amounts  to  'bout  this : 
I  've  withdrawn  my  account  from  Parkinson's,  in  Sacramento, 
and  I  've  got  a  pretty  heavy  balance  on  hand  —  nigh  on 
two  hundred  thousand  —  in  bonds  and  certificates  here  ; 
and  if  it  will  help  you  over  the  rough  places,  old  boy,  as  a 
deposit,  yer  it  is  [drawing  pocket-book]. 

Oakhurst  [greatly  affected,  but  endeavoring  to  conceal 
it].     Thank  you,  Harry,  old  fellow  —  but  — 

York  [quickly].  I  know :  I  '11  take  the  risk,  a  business 
risk.  You  '11  stand  by  me  all  you  can,  old  boy  ;  you  '11 
make  it  pay  all  you  can;  and  if  you  lose  it — why — all 
right ! 

Oakhurst  [embarrassed]..  As  a  deposit  with  Morton  & 
Son,  drawing  two  per  cent  monthly  interest  — 

York.  Damn  Morton  &  Son!  I'll  back  it  with  Jack 
Oakhurst,  the  man  I  know. 

Oakhurst  [advancing  slowly].     I  '11  take  it,  Harry. 

York  [extending  his  hand].    It 's  a  square  game,  Jack" 
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Oakhurst  [seising  his  hand  with  repressed  emotion]. 
It's  a  square  game,  Harry  York,  if  I  live. 

York.  Then  I'll  travel.  Good-night,  old  boy.  I'll 
send  my  clerk  around  in  the  morning  to  put  things  right. 
Good-night  \_going~\. 

Oakhurst  [grasping  York's  hand"].  One  moment  — 
no  —  nothing  !     Good-night.  [Exit  Yoek. 

Oakhurst  follows  him  to  door,  and  then  returns  to  desk, 
throwing  himself  in  chair,  and  burying  his  face  in  his 
hands. 

Oakhurst  [with  deep  feeling].  It  needed  but  this  to 
fill  the  measure  of  my  degradation.  I  have  borne  the  sus- 
picions of  the  old  man's  enemies,  the  half-pitying,  half- 
contemptuous  sympathy  of  his  friends,  even  his  own  cold, 
heartless,  fanatical  fulfillment  of  his  sense  of  duty ;  but  this 
—  this  confidence  from  one  who  had  most  reason  to  scorn 
me,  this  trust  from  one  who  knew  me  as  I  was,  —  this  is 
the  hardest  burden.  And  he,  too,  in  time  will  know  me 
to  be  an  impostor.  He  too  —  a  reformed  man ;  but  he  has 
honorably  retraced  his  steps,  and  won  the  position  I  hold 
by  a  trick,  an  imposture.  And  what  is  all  my  labor  beside 
his  honest  sincerity  ?  I  have  fought  against  the  chances 
that  might  discover  my  deception,  against  the  enemies  who 
would  overthrow  me,  against  the  fate  that  put  me  here ; 
and  I  have  been  successful  —  yes,  a  successful  impostor  ! 
I  have  even  fought  against  the  human  instinct  that  told  this 
fierce,  foolish  old  man  that  I  was  an  alien  to  his  house,  to 
his  blood ;  I  have  even  felt  him  scan  my  face  eagerly  for 
some  reflection  of  his  long-lost  boy,  for  some  realization  of 
bis  dream;  and  I  have  seen  him  turn  away,  cold,  heartsick, 
and  despairing.  What  matters  that  I  have  been  to  him 
devoted,  untiring,  submissive,  ay,  a  better  son  to  him  than 
his  own  weak  flesh  and  blood  would  have  been  ?  He  would 
to-morrow  cast  me  forth  to  welcome  the  outcast,  Sandy 
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Morton.  Well,  what  matters  ?  [Recklessly  ]  Nothing. 
In  six  days  it  will  be  over  ;  in  six  days  the  year  of  my 
probation  will  have  passed ;  in  six  days  I  will  disclose  to 
him  the  deceit  I  have  practiced,  and  will  face  the  world 
a'gain  as  John  Oakhurst  the  gambler,  who  staked  and  lost 
all  on  a  single  cast.  And  Jovita  !  Well,  well !  —  the 
game  is  made  :  it  is  too  late  to  draw  out  now.  [Rings,,  bell. 
Enter  Jackson.]     Who  has  been  here  ? 

Jackson.    Only  Don  Jose*,  and  Mr.  Capper  the  detective. 

Oakhurst.     The  detective  ?     What  for  ? 

Jackson.     To  work  up  the  robbery,  sir. 

Oakhurst.  True !  Capper,  Capper,  yes  !  A  man  of 
wild  and  ridiculous  theories,  but  well  meaning,  brave,  and 
honest.  [Aside.]  This  is  the  old  man's  idea.  He  does 
not  know  that  I  was  on  the  trail  of  the  thieves  an  hour  be- 
fore the  police  were  notified.      [Aloud.]      Well,  sir  ? 

Jackson.  He  told  your  father  he  thought  the  recovery 
of  the  money  hopeless,  but  he  came  to  caution  us  against  a 
second  attempt. 

Oakhurst  [aside,  starting].  True  !  I  had  not  thought 
of  that.  [Excitedly.]  The  success  of  their  first  attempt 
will  incite  them  to  another ;  the  money  they  have  stolen  is 
gone  by  this  time.  [Aloud.]  Jackson,  I  will  stay  here 
to-night  and  to-morrow  night,  and  relieve  your  regular 
watchman.  You  will,  of  course,  say  nothing  of  my  in- 
tention. 

Jackson.     Yes,  sir.      [Lingering.] 

Oakhurst  [after  a  pause].     That  is  all,  Mr.  Jackson. 

Jackson.  Beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Morton  ;  but  Colonel 
Starbottle,  with  two  ladies,  was  here  half  an  hour  ago,  and 
said  they  would  come  again  when  you  were  alone. 

Oakhurst.     Very  well:  admit  them. 

Jackson.  Beg  pardon,  sir ;  but  they  seemed  to  avoid 
seeing  your  father  until  they  had  seen  you.  It  looked  my* 
terious,  and  I  thought  I  would  tell  you  first. 
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Oakhurst  [laughing].  Admit  them,  Mr.  Jackson. 
[Exit  Jackson. J  This  poor  fellow's  devotion  is  increas- 
ing. He,  too,  believes  that  his  old  associate  in  dissipation, 
John  Oakhurst,  is  the  son  of  Alexander  Morton.  He,  too, 
■will  have  to  share  in  the  disgrace  of  the  impostor.  Ladies ! 
umph  !  [Looking  down  at  his  clothes.']  I 'm  afraid  the 
reform  of  Alexander  Morton  has  n't  improved  the  usual 
neatness  of  John  Oakhurst.  I  have  n't  slept,  nor  changed 
my  clothes,  for  three  days.  [Goes  to  door  of  Morton, 
Sr.'s,  room.]  Locked,  and  the  key  on  the  inside  !  That 's 
strange.  Nonsense  !  the  old  man  has  locked  his  door,  and 
gone  out  through  the  private  entrance.  Well,  I  '11  find 
means  of  making  my  toilet  here. 

[Exit  into  private  room  l. 

Enter  Jackson,  leading  in  Col.  Staebottle,  Miss  Maky, 
the  Duchess,  and  child  of  three  years. 

Jackson.  Mr.  Alexander  Morton,  Jr.,  is  in  his  private 
room.     He  will  be  here  in  a  moment.  [Exit  Jackson. 

Starbottle.  One  moment,  a  single  moment,  Miss  Mary. 
Permit  me  to  —  er  —  if  I  may  so  express  myself,  to  —  er 
—  group  the  party,  to  —  er  —  place  the  —  er  —  present 
company  into  position  I  have  —  er  —  observed  as  part  of 
my  —  er  —  legal  experience,  that  in  cases  of  moral  illustra- 
tion a  great,  I  may  say  —  er  —  tremendous,  effect  on  the  — 
er — jury,  I  mean  the  —  er  —  guilty  party,  has  been  pro- 
duced by  the  attitude  of  the  —  er  —  victim  and  martyr. 
You,  madam,  as  the  —  er  —  injured  wife  [placing  her  J, 
shall  stand  here,  firm  yet  expectant,  protecting  your  child, 
yet  looking  hopefully  for  assistance  toward  its  natural  pro- 
tector. You,  Miss  Mary,  shall  stand  here  [placing  her], 
as  Moral  Retribution,  leaning  toward  and  slightly  appealing 
to  me,  the  image  of  —  er  —  er  —  Inflexible  Justice!      [In- 
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flates  his  chest ,  puts  his  hand  in  his  bosom,  and  strikes 
an  attitude.] 

Door  of  young  Morton's  room  opens,  and  discloses  Mb. 
Oakhubst  gazing  at  the  group.  He  starts  slightly  on 
observing  the  Duchess,  but  instantly  recovers  himself, 
and  faces  the  company  coldly.  The  Duchess  starts  on 
observing  Oakhurst,  and  struggles  in  confusion  towards 
the  door,  dragging  with  her  the  child  and  Miss  Mart, 
who  endeavors  to  reassure  her.  Col.  Starbottlb  looks 
in  astonishment  from  one  to  the  other,  and  advances  to 
front. 

Col.  Starbottle  [aside].  The —  er  —  tableau,  although 
striking  in  moral  force,  is  apparently  —  er  —  deficient  in 
moral  stamina. 

Miss  Mary  [angrily  to  the  Duchess].  I  'm  ashamed 
of  you  !  [To  Oakhurst,  advancing.  ]  I  don't  ask  pardon 
for  my  intrusion.  If  you  are  Alexander  Morton,  you  are 
my  kinsman,  and  you  will  know  that  I  cannot  introduce 
myself  better  than  as  the  protector  of  an  injured  woman. 
Come  here !  [To  the  Duchess,  dragging  her  towards 
Oakhurst.]  [To  Oakhurst.]  Look  upon  this  woman  : 
she  claims  to  be  — 

Starbottle  [stepping  between  Miss  Mary  and  the 
Duchess].  A  moment,  Miss  Mary,  a  single  moment ! 
Permit  me  to  —  er  —  explain.  The  whole  thing,  the  —  er 
—  situation  reminds  me,  demn  me,  of  most  amusing  incident 
at  Sacramento  in  '52.  Large  party  at  Hank  Suedecois' : 
know  Hank  ?  Confirmed  old  bach  of  sixty.  Dinner  for 
forty.  Everything  in  style,  first  families,  Ged,  —  Judge 
Beeswinger,  Mat  Boompointer,  and  Maje  Blodgett  of  Ahla- 
bam'  :  know  old  Maje  Blodgett  ?  Well,  Maje  was  there. 
Ged,  sir,  delay,  —  everybody  waiting.  I  went  to  Hank. 
"  Hank,"    I    says,    "  what 's    matter  ?    why   delay  ?  "  — • 
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"  Star,"  he  says,  —  always  called  me  Star,  —  "  Star,  —  it 's 
cook  !  "  —  "  Demn  cook,"  I  says  :  "  discharge  cook,  — only 
a  black  mulatto  any  way  !  "  "  Can't,  Star,"  he  says :  "  im- 
possible !  "  —  "  Can't  ?  "  says  I.  "  No,"  says  he.  "  Lis- 
ten, Star,"  he  says,  "  family  secret  !  Honor  !  Can't 
discharge  cook,  because  cook  —  demn  it  —  's  my  wife  !  " 
Fact,  sir,  fact  —  showed  marriage  certificate  —  married  pri- 
vately seven  years  !     Fact,  sir  — 

The  Duchess  [to  Miss  Maky].  Some  other  time,  miss. 
Let  us  go  now.  There  's  a  mistake,  miss,  I  can't  explain. 
Some  other  time,  miss  !  See,  miss,  how  cold  and  stern  he 
looks  !  another  time,  miss  !  [Struggling.  J  For  God's  sake, 
miss,  let  me  go  ! 

Miss  Mary.  No  !  This  mystery  must  be  cleared  up 
now,  before  I  enter  his  house,  —  before  I  accept  the  charge 
of  this  — 

Starbottle  [interrupting  and  crossing  before  Miss 
Mary].  A  moment  —  a  single  moment,  miss.  [To  Oak- 
hurst.]  Mr.  Morton,  you  will  pardon  the  exuberance,  and 
perhaps,  under  the  circumstances,  somewhat  natural  impul- 
siveness, of  the  —  er  —  sex,  for  which  I  am  perhaps  re- 
sponsible ;  I  may  say  —  er  —  personally,  sir,  —  personally 
responsible  — 

Oakhurst  [coldly'].      Go  on,  sir. 

Starbottle.  The  lady  on  my  right  is  —  er  —  the  niece  of 
your  father,  —  your  cousin.  The  lady  on  my  left,  engaged 
in  soothing  the  —  er  —  bashful  timidity  of  infancy,  is  —  er 
—  that  is  —  er  —  claims  to  be,  the  mother  of  the  child  of 
Alexander  Morton. 

Oakhurst  [calmly'].     She  is  right. 

Miss  Mary  [rushing  forward].     Then  you  are  — 

Oakhurst  [gently  restraining  her].  You  have  another 
question  to  ask  ;  you  hesitate  :  let  me  ask  it.  [Crossing  to 
the  Duohess.]  You  have  heard  my  answer.  Madam,  are 
you  the  legal  wife  of  Alexander  Morton  ? 
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The  Duchess  [sinking,  upon  her  knees,  and  dropping  her 
face  in  her  hands'].     No  ! 

Oahhurst.  Enough  :  I  will  take  the  child.  Pardon  me, 
Miss  Morris,  but  you  have  heard  enough  to  know  that  your 
mission  is  accomplished,  but  that  what  else  passes  between 
this  woman  and  myself  becomes  no  stranger  to  hear.  [Mo- 
tions toward  room  L.J 

Miss  Mary  [aside'].  It  is  his  son.  I  am  satisfied 
[going].  Come,  colonel.  [Exeunt  into  room  l.,  Star- 
bottle  and  Miss  Mary.] 

The  Duchess  [crossing  to  Oakhurst,  and  falling  at 
his  feet].  Forgive  me,  Jack,  forgive  me !  It  was  no  fault 
of  mine.  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  here.  I  did  not 
know  that  you  had  taken  his  name  ! 

Oakhurst.     Hush  —  on  your  life  ! 

The  Duchess.  Hear  me,  Jack  !  I  was  anxious  only 
for  a  home  for  my  child.  I  came  to  her  —  the  school- 
mistress of  Red  Gulch  —  for  aid.  I  told  her  the  name  of 
my  boy's  father.  She  —  she  brought  me  here.  Oh,  for- 
give me,  Jack  !     I  have  offended  you  ! 

Oakhurst.  How  can  I  believe  you  ?  You  have  deceived 
him — you  have  deceived  me.  Listen!  When  I  said,  a 
moment  ago,  you  were  not  the  wife  of  Alexander  Morton, 
it  was  because  I  knew  that  your  first  husband  —  the  Aus- 
tralian convict  Pritchard  —  was  still  living  ;  that  you  had 
deceived  Sandy  Morton  as  you  had  deceived  me.  That  was 
why  I  left  you.  Tell  me,  have  you  deceived  me  also  about 
him,  as  you  did  about  the  other  ?  Is  he  living,  and  with 
you  ;  or  dead,  as  you  declared  ? 

The  Duchess  [aside].  He  will  kill  me  if  I  tell  him. 
[Aloud.]    No,  no.     He  is  gone  —  is  dead  these  three  years. 

Oakhurst.     You  swear  ! 

The  Duchess  [hesitates,  gasps,  and  looks  around  for 
her  child  ;  then  seizing  it,  and  drawing  it  toward  her], 
I  —  swear. 
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Oakhurst.  Enough.  Seek  not  to  know  why  /  am 
here,  and  under  his  name.  Enough  for  you  that  it  has 
saved  your  child's  future,  and  secured  him  his  heritage  past 
all  revocation.  Yet  rememher !  a  word  from  you  within 
the  next  few  days  destroys  it  all.  After  that,  I  care  not 
what  you  say. 

The  Duchess.  Jack !  One  word,  Jack,  before  I  go.  I 
never  thought  to  bring  my  shame  to  you  !  —  to  him  ! 

Oakhurst.  It  was  no  trick,  then,  no  contrivance,  that 
brought  her  here.  No  :  it  was  fate.  And  at  least  I  shall 
save  his  child. 

Reenter  Starbottle,  Miss  Mary,  and  Duchess. 

Col.  Starbottle  [impressively-].  Permit  me,  Mr.  Alex- 
ander Morton,  as  the  friend  of  my  —  er  —  principal,  to  de- 
clare that  we  have  received  —  honorable  —  honorable  — 
satisfaction.  Allow  me,  sir,  to  grasp  the  hand,  the  —  er  — 
cherished  hand  of  a  gentleman  who,  demn  me  !  has  fulfilled 
all  his  duties  to  —  er  —  society  and  gentlemen.  And  allow 
me  to  add,  sir,  should  any  invidious  criticism  of  the  present 
—  er  —  settlement  be  uttered  in  my  presence,  I  shall  hold 
that  critic  responsible,  sir — er  —  personally  responsible  ! 

Miss  Mary  [siveeping  truculently  and  aggressively  up 
to  John  Oakhurst.]  And  permit  me  to  add,  sir,  that,  if 
you  can  see  your  way  clearly  out  of  this  wretched  muddle, 
it  'e  more  than  I  can.  This  arrangement  may  be  according 
to  the  Californian  code  of  morality,  but  it  does  n't  accord 
with  my  Eastern  ideas  of  right  and  wrong.  If  this  fool- 
ish, wretched  creature  chooses  to  abandon  all  claim  upon 
you,  chooses  to  run  away  from  you,  —  why,  I  suppose,  as  a 
gentleman,  according  to  your  laws  of  honor,  you  are  ab- 
solved. Good-night,  Mr.  Alexander  Morton.  [Goes  to 
doo£  c,  and  exit, pushing  out  Starbottle,  the  Duchess, 
and  child.  Mr.  Oakhurst  sinks  into  chair  at  desk,  bury- 
ing his  face  in  his  hands.     Reenter  slowly  and  embar' 
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rassedly,    Miss  Maby  :  looks  toward   Oakhubst,  and 
comes  slowly  down  stage.~\ 

Miss  Mary  [aside].  I  was  too  hard  on  him.  I  was 
not  so  hard  on  Sandy,  when  I  thought  that  he — he  —  was 
the  father  of  her  child.  And  he  's  my  own  flesh  and  blood, 
too;  and  —  he 'scrying.     [Aloud.]     Mr.  Morton. 

Oakhurst  [slowly  lifting  his  head].     Yes,  Miss  Mary. 

Miss  Mary.  I  spoke  hastily  just  then.  I  —  I  thought  — 
you  see  —  I  —  [angrily  and  passionately]  I  mean  this. 
I  'm  a  stranger.  I  don't  understand  your  Calif ornian  ways, 
and  I  don't  want  to.  But  I  believe  you  've  done  what  you 
thought  was  right,  according  to  a  man's  idea  of  right ;  and 
-«—  there 's  my  hand.  Take  it,  take  it ;  for  it 's  a  novelty, 
Mr.  Morton  :  it 's  the  hand  of  an  honest  girl ! 

Oakhurst  [hesitates,  then  rises,  sinks  on  one  knee,  and 
raises  Miss  Maby's  fingers  to  his  lips].  God  bless  you, 
miss  !     God  bless  you  ! 

Miss  Mary  [retreating  to  centre  door].  Good-night, 
good-night  [slowly]  —  cousin  —  Alexander. 

[Exit.     Dark  stage. 

Oakhurst  [rising  swiftly],     No,  no  ;  it  is  false  !     Ah  ! 

She  's  gone.     Another  moment,  and  I  would  have  told  her 

all.    Pshaw  !  courage,  man  !    It  is  only  six  days  more,  and 

you  are  free,  and  this  year's  shame  and  agony  forever  ended. 

Enter  Jackson. 

Jackson.  As  you  ordered,  sir,  the  night  watchman  has 
been  relieved,  and  has  just  gone. 

Oakhurst.     Very  good,  sir ;  and  you  ? 

Jackson.  I  relieved  the  porter,  sir ;  and  I  shall  bunk 
on  two  chairs  in  the  counting-room.  You  '11  find  me  handy, 
if  you  want  me,  sir.     Good-night,  sir. 

[Exit  c. 

Oakhurst.  I  fear  these  rascals  will  not  dare  to  make 
their  second  attempt  to-night.  A  quiet  scrimmage  with 
them  —  enough  to  keep  me    awake    or    from  thinking  — 
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would  be  a  good  fortune.  No,  no  !  no  such  luck  for  you 
to-night,  John  Oakhurst !  You  are  playing  a  losing  game. 
.  .  .  Yet  the  robbery  was  a  bold  one.  At  eleven  o'clock, 
while  the  bank  was  yet  lighted,  and  Mr.  Jackson  and 
another  clerk  were  at  work  here,  three  well-dressed  men 
pick  the  lock  of  the  counting-house  door,  enter,  and  turn  the 
key  on  the  clerks  in  this  parlor,  and  carry  away  a  box  of 
doubloons  not  yet  placed  in  the  vaults  by  the  porter  ;  and 
all  this  done  so  cautiously  that  the  clerks  within  knew 
nothing  of  it  until  notified  of  the  open  street-door  by  the 
private  watchman,  and  so  boldly  that  the  watchman,  seeing 
them  here,  believed  them  clerks  of  the  bank,  and  let  them 
go  unmolested.  No :  this  was  the  coincidence  of  good  luck, 
not  of  bold  premeditation.  There  will  be  no  second  at- 
tempt. [Yawns.]  If  they  don't  come  soon  I  shall  fall 
asleep.  Four  nights  without  rest  will  tell  on  a  man,  un- 
less he  has  some  excitement  to  back  him.  [Nods.]  Hallo ! 
What  was  that  ?  Oh  !  Jackson  in  the  counting-room  getting 
to  bed.  I  '11  look  at  that  front-door  myself.  [Takes  revol- 
ver from  desk,  and  goes  to  door  c,  tries  lock,  comes  down 
stage  with  revolver,  examines  it,  and  lays  it  down.} 

Oakhurst  [slowly  and  quietly].  The  door  is  locked  on 
the  outside :  that  may  have  been  an  accident.  The  caps  are 
taken  from  my  pistol :  that  was  not !  Well,  here  is  the 
vault,  and  here  is  John  Oakhurst :  to  reach  the  one,  they 
must  pass  the  other.  [  Takes  off  his  coat,  seizes  poker  from 
grate,  and  approaches  safe.]  Ha !  some  one  is  moving  in 
the  old  man's  room.     [Approaches  door  of  room  r.  as  — 

Enter  noiselessly  and  cautiously  from  room  l.,  Pritch- 
ard,  Silky,  and  Soapy.    Pritchard  and  his  confed- 
erates approach  Oakhurst  from  behind,  carrying  la- 
riat, or  slip-noose. 
Oakhurst  [listening  at  door  r.J.     Good.     At  least  I 

know  from  what  quarter  to  expect  the  attack.     Ah  1 
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Pkitchakd  throws  slip-noose  over  Oakhukst  from  be- 
hind;  Oakhurst  puts  his  hand  in  his  breast  as  the 
slip-noose  is  drawn  across  his  bosom,  pinioning  one  am 
over  his  breast,  and  the  other  at  his  side.  Silky  and 
Soapy,  directed  by  Pkitchakd,  drag  Oakhukst  to 
chair  facing  front,  and  pinion  his  legs.  Pkitchakd 
o.,  regarding  him. 

Oakhurst  [very  coolly-].  You  have  left  me  my  voice, 
I  suppose,  because  it  is  useless. 

Pritchard.  That  '$  so,  pard.    'T  won't  be  no  help  to  ye. 

Oakhurst.     Then  you  have  killed  Jackson. 

Pritchard.     Lord   love   ye,   no!     That  ain't   like  us, 

pard  !     Jackson 's  tendin'  door  for  us,  and  kinder  lookin' 

out  gin'rally  for  the  boys.     Thar 's  nothin'   mean  about 

Jackson. 

Soapy.     No  !     Jackson 's  a  squar  man.     Eh,  Silky  ? 
Silky.     Ez  white  a  man  ez  they  is,  pard ! 
Oakhurst  [aside].     The  traitor !     [Aloud.]     Well ! 
Pritchard.     Well,   you  want  ter   know  our   business. 
Call  upon  a  business  man  in  business  hours.     Our  little 
game  is  this,  Mr.  Jack  Morton  Alexander  Oakhurst.    When 
we  was  here  the  other  night,  we  was  wantin'  a  key  to  that 
theer  lock  [pointing  to  vault],  and  we  sorter  dropped  in  in 
passin'  to  get  it. 

Oakhurst.     And  suppose  I  refuse  to  give  it  up  ? 
Pritchard.     We  were  kalkilatin'  on  yer  bein'  even  that 
impolite ;    was  n't  we,  boys  ? 

Silky  and  Soapy.     We  was  that. 

Pritchard.  And  so  we  got  Mr.  Jackson  to  take  an  im- 
pression of  it  in  wax.  Oh,  he 's  a  squar  man  —  is  Mr.  Jack- 
son ! 

Silky.     Jackson  is  a  white  man,  Soapy ! 
Soapy.     They  don't  make  no  better  men  nor  Jackson, 
Silky. 

Pritchard.     And  we  've  got  a  duplicate  key  here.     But 
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we  don't  want  any  differences,  pard :  we  only  want  a  squar 
game.  It  seemed  to  us  —  some  of  your  old  pards  as  knew 
ye,  Jack  —  that  ye  had  a  rather  soft  thing  here,  reformin' ; 
and  we  thought  ye  was  kinder  throwin'  off  the  boys,  not 
givin'  'em  any  hand  in  the  game.  But  thar  ain't  anythin' 
mean  about  us.     Eh,  boys  ? 

Soapy.  We  is  allers  ready  to  chip  in  ekal  in  the  game. 
Eh,  Silky  ? 

Silky.     That 's  me,  Soapy. 

Pritchard.  Ye  see,  the  boys  is  free  and  open  handed, 
Jack.  And  so  the  proposition  we  wanter  make  to  ye,  Jack, 
is  this.  It 's  reg'lar  on  the  squar.  We  reckon,  takin'  Mr. 
Jackson's  word,  —  and  thar  ain't  no  man's  word  ez  is  better 
nor  Jackson's, — that  there's  nigh  on  to  two  millions  in 
that  vault,  not  to  speak  of  a  little  speshil  de-posit  o'  York's, 
ez  we  learn  from  that  accommodatin'  friend,  Mr.  Jackson. 
We  propose  to  share  it  with  ye,  on  ekil  terms  —  us  five  — ■ 
countin'  Jackson,  a  squar  man.  In  course,  we  takes  the 
risk  o'  packin'  it  away  to-night  comfortable.  Ez  your  friends, 
Jack,  we  allow  this  yer  little  arrangement  to  be  a  deuced 
sight  easier  for  you  than  playin'  Sandy  Morton  on  a  riglar 
salary,  with  the  chance  o'  the  real  Sandy  poppin'  in  upon 
ye  any  night. 

Oakhurst.     It 's  a  lie.      Sandy  is  dead. 

Pritchard.  In  course,  in  course !  that  is  your  little 
game !  But  we  kalkilated,  Jack,  even  on  that,  on  yer  bein' 
rambunktious  and  contrary  ,  and  so  we  went  ter  Bed  Gulch, 
and  found  Sandy.  Ye  know  I  take  a  kind  o'  interest  in 
Sandy :  he  's  the  second  husband  of  my  wife,  the  woman 
you  run  away  with,  pard.  But  thar 's  nothin'  mean  about 
me  !   eh,  boys  ? 

Silky.  No  !  he  's  the  forgivingest  kind  of  a  man,  is 
Pritchard. 

Soapy.     That 's  so,  Silky. 

Pritchard.    And  thinkin'  ye  might  be  dubious,  we  filled 
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Sandy  about  full  o'  rye- whiskey,  and  brought  him  along; 
and  one  of  our  pards  is  preambulatin'  the  streets  with  him, 
ready  to  bring  him  on  call. 

Oakhurst.     It 's  a  lie,  Pritchard,  —  a  cowardly  lie  ! 

Pritchard.     Is  it  ?     Hush ! 

Sandy  [without,  singing']  — 

Oh,  yer  's  yer  Sandy  Morton, 

Drink  him  down  ! 
Oh,  yer  's  yer  Sandy  Morton, 

Drink  him  down  ! 
Oh,  yer 's  yer  Sandy  Morton, 

All  alive  and  just  a-snortin'l 
Oh,  yer's  yer  Sandy  Morton, 

Drink  him  down  I 

Pritchard.  We  don't  propose  to  run  him  in  yer,  'cept 
we  'r6  took,  or  yer  unaccommodatin'  to  the  boys. 

Oakhurst.     And  if  I  refuse  ? 

Pritchard.  Why,  we  '11  take  what  we  can  get ;  and 
we  '11  leave  Sandy  Morton  with  you  yer,  to  sorter  allevi- 
ate the  old  man's  feelin's  over  the  loss  of  his  money. 
There  's  nothin'  mean  about  us ;  no  !  eh,  boys  ?  [  Going 
toward  safe.] 

Oakhurst.  Hear  me  a  moment,  Henry  Pritchard. 
[Pritchard  stops  abreast  of  Oakhurst. J  Four  years 
ago  you  were  assaulted  in  the  Arcade  Saloon  in  Sacra- 
mento. You  would  have  been  killed,  but  your  assailant 
suddenly  fell  dead  by  a  pistol-shot  fired  from  some  unknown 
hand.  I  stood  twenty  feet  from  you  with  folded  arms ; 
but  that  shot  was  fired  by  me,  —  me,  Henry  Pritchard,  — 
through  my  clothes,  from  a  derringer  hidden  in  my  waist- 
coat !  Understand  me,  I  do  not  ask  your  gratitude  now. 
But  that  pistol  is  in  my  right  hand,  and  now  covers  you. 
Make  a  single  motion,  —  of  a  muscle,  —  and  it  is  your 
last. 

Pritchard  [motionless,  but  excitedly].  You  dare  not 
fire  !     No,  dare  not !     A  shot  here  will  bring  my  pal  and 
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Sandy  Morton  to  confront  you.  You  will  have  killed  me 
to  save  exposure,  have  added  murder  to  imposture  !  You 
have  no  witness  to  this  attempt ! 

Capper  [opening  door  of  room  l.,  at  the  same  moment 
that  two  policemen  appear  at  door  a,  and  two  at  room  K.] 
You  are  wrong  :  he  has  five  [crossing  to  Silky  and  Soapy, 
and  laying  his  hands  on  their  shoulders  J  ;  and,  if  I  mis- 
take not,  he  has  two  more  in  these  gentlemen,  whom  I 
know,  and  who  will  he  quite  as  willing  to  furnish  the  ne- 
cessary State's  evidence  of  the  robbery  as  of  the  fact  that 
they  never  knew  any  other  Alexander  Morton  than  the  gen- 
tleman who  sits  in  that  chair. 

Soapy.     That  's  so,  Silky. 

Silky.     That 's  so,  Soapy. 

Capper  [to  policemen"].     Take  them  away. 

[Exit  policemen  with  Pkitchakd,  Soapy,  and  Silky. 

Capper  unbinds  Oakhukst. 

Oakhurst.     Then  I  have  to  thank  you,  Mr.  C. 

Capper.  Yes  !  "  A  man  of  ridiculous  theories,  hut 
well  meaning,  brave,  and  honest."  No,  sir  ;  don't  apolo- 
gize :  you  were  right,  Mr.  Oakhurst.  It  is  I  who  owe  you 
an  apology.  I  came  here,  believing  you  were  the  robber, 
having  no  faith  in  you  or  your  reformation,  expecting,  — 
yes,  sir,  —  hoping,  to  detect  you  in  the  act.  Hear  me  ! 
From  the  hour  you  first  entered  the  bank,  I  have  shadowed 
your  every  movement,  I  have  been  the  silent  witness  of  all 
that  has  passed  in  this  room.  You  have  played  a  desper- 
ate game,  Mr.  Oakhurst ;  but  I  '11  see  you  through  it.  If 
you  are  true  to  your  resolve,  for  the  next  six  days,  I  will 
hold  these  wretches  silent.  I  will  protect  your  imposture 
with  the  strong  arm  of  the  law.  I  don't  like  your  theo- 
ries, sir  ;  but  I  believe  you  to  be  well  meaning,  and  I  know 
you  to  be  brave  and  honest. 

Oakhurst  [grasping  his  hand].  I  shall  not  forget  this. 
But  Sandy  — 
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Capper.  I  will  put  my  men  on  his  track,  and  have  him 
'  brought  quietly  here.  I  can  give  you  no  aid  beyond  that. 
As  an  honorable  man,  I  need  not  tell  you  your  duty.  Set- 
tle it  with  him  as  best  you  can. 

Oakhurst.  You  are  right ;  I  will  see  him  !  [Aside.-] 
Unless  he  has  changed,  he  will  listen  to  me,  he  will  obey 
me. 

Capper.     Hush!     [Blows  out  candle.']     Stand  here ! 

Capper  and  Oakhuest  retreat  to  wing  l.,  as  enter  Mob- 
ton,  Sr.,  from  room  k. 
Morton.  The  private  door  open,  the  room  dark,  and 
Capper  gone.  I  don't  like  this.  The  more  I  think  of  the 
mystery  of  that  man's  manner  this  morning,  the  more  it 
seems  to  hide  some  terrible  secret  I  must  fathom !  There 
are  matches  here.  [Strikes  a  light,  as  Capper  draws 
Oakhurst,  struggling,  back  into  shadow.]  What 's  this  ? 
[Picking  up  key.]  The  key  of  the  vault.  A  chair  over- 
turned. [Touches  bell.]  No  answer!  Jackson  gone! 
My  God  !  A  terrible  suspicion  haunts  me  !  No.  Hush  ! 
[Retreats  to  private  room  r.,  as  door  of  l.  opens  and  — 

Enter  Sandy. 

Sandy  [drunkenly].  Shoo !  Shoo  !  boys,  whar  are  ye, 
boys,  eh  ?     Pritchard,  Silky,  Soapy  !     Whar-  are  ye,  boys  ? 

Morton  [aside].  A  crime  has  been  committed,  and  here 
is  one  of  the  gang.  God  has  delivered  him  into  my  hands. 
[Draws  revolver  and  fires,  as  Oakhurst  breaks  from 
Capper,  and  strikes  up  Morton's  pistol.  Capper  at 
same  moment  seizes  Sandy,  and  drags  him  in  room  i. 
Morton  and  Oakhurst  struggle  to  centre. 

Morton  [relaxing  hold  of  Oakhurst].  Alexander ! 
Good  God !  Why  are  you  here  ?  Why  have  you  stepped 
between  me  and  retribution  ?  You  hesitate.  God  in 
heaven !     Speak,  Alexander,  my  son,  speak  for  God's  sake ! 
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Tell  me  —  tell  me  that  this  detective's  suspicions  are  not 
true.  Tell  me  that  you  are  not  —  not  —  no,  I  cannot  say 
it.  Speak,  Alexander  Morton,  I  command  you !  Who  is 
this  man  you  have  saved  ?  Is  it  —  is  it  —  your  accom- 
plice ? 

Oakhurst  {sinking  at  his  feet  ].  Don't  ask  me  !  You 
know  not  what  you  ask  !     I  implore  you  — 

Capper  {appearing  quietly  from  room  L.,  and  locking 
the  door  behind  him~\.  Your  son  has  acted  under  my  or- 
ders. The  man  he  has  saved,  as  he  has  saved  you,  was  a 
decoy,  —  one  of  my  policemen. 


TABLEAU 

Capper,  Morton,  Oakhurst 

{Curtain.'] 

END    OF    ACT    III. 


ACT  IV 

Scene  1.  —  Mb.  Morton's  villa,  Russian  Hill.    Night. 

Oakhubst's  bedroom.      Sofa  in  alcove  c,  door  in  flat 

left  of  c.     Sandy  Morton  discovered,  unconscious, 

lying  on  sofa ;  Oakhurst  standing  at  his  head,  two 

policemen  at  his  feet.      Candles  on  table  l. 

Oakhurst.  That  will  do.  You  are  sure  he  was  uncon- 
scious as  you  brought  him  in  ? 

1st  Policeman.  Sure,  sir  ?  He  has  n't  known  any- 
thing since  we  picked  him  up  on  the  sidewalk  outside  the 
bank. 

Oakhurst.  Good !  You  have  fulfilled  your  orders 
well,  and  your  chief  shall  know  it.  Go  now.  Be  as 
cautious  in  going  out  as  you  were  on  entering.  Here  is  the 
private  staircase.      [Opens  door  L.J  [Exit  policemen. 

Oakhurst  [listening].  Gone !  and  without  disturbing 
any  one.  So  far,  luck  has  befriended  me.  He  will  sleep 
to-night  beneath  his  father's  roof.  His  father !  umph ! 
would  the  old  man  recognize  him  here  ?  Would  he  take 
to  his  heart  this  drunken  outcast,  picked  from  the  gutters 
of  the  street,  and  brought  here  by  the  strong  arm  of  the 
law  ?  Hush  !  [A  knock  without.]  Ah,  it  is  the  colo- 
nel :  he  is  prompt  to  the  hour.  \_Opens  door  cautiously, 
and  admits  Col.  Stabbottle.] 

Starbottle  [looking  around,  and  overlooking  Sandy]. 
I  presume  the  other  —  er  —  principal  is  not  yet  on  the 
ground  ? 

Oakhurst  [motioning  to  sofa].     He  is  I 

Starbottle  [starting  as  he  looks  towards  sofa].     Ged, 
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you  don't  mean  to  say  it 's  all  over,  without  witnesses,  with- 
out my  —  er  —  presence  ? 

Oakhurst.  Pardon  me,  Colonel  Starbottle ;  but  if  you 
look  again,  you  will  perceive  that  the  gentleman  is  only 
drunk. 

Starbottle.  Eh  ?  Ged,  not  uncommon,  sir,  not  uncom- 
mon !  I  remember  singular  incident  at  —  er  —  Louisville 
in  '47.  Old  Judge  Tollim  —  know  old  Judge  Tolly  ?  — 
Ged  !  he  came  to  ground  drunk,  sir ;  couldn't  stand !  Demn 
me,  sir,  had  to  put  him  into  position  with  kitchen  poker 
down  his  back,  and  two  sections  of  lightning-rod  in  his  — 
er  —  trousers,  demn  me  !  Firm,  sir,  firm,  you  understand, 
here  [striking  his  breast],  but — here  [striking  his  legs~\ 
—  er  —  er  —  wobbly  !  No,  sir  !  Intoxication  of  principal 
not  a  bar,  sir,  to  personal  satisfaction  !  [  Goes  toward  sofa 
with  eyeglass.]  Good  Ged  !  why,  it 's  Diego  !  [Return- 
ing stiffly  to  Oakhurst.]  Excuse  me,  sir,  but  this  is  a 
case  in  which  I  cannot  act.  Cannot,  sir,  —  impossible  !  ab- 
surd !  pre  —  post  —  er  —  ous  !  I  recognize  in  the  —  er  — 
inebriated  menial  on  yonder  sofa,  a  person,  sir,  who,  having 
already  declined  my  personal  challenge,  is  —  er  —  excluded 
from  the  consideration  of  gentlemen.  The  person  who  lies 
there,  sir,  is  Diego  —  a  menial  of  Don  Jose  Castro,  —  alias 
"  Sandy,"  the  vagabond  of  Red  Gulch. 

Oakhurst.  You  have  omitted  one  title,  his  true  one. 
He  is  Alexander  Morton,  the  son  of  the  master  of  this 
house. 

Starbottle  [starting  in  bewilderment].  Alexander  Mor- 
ton !  [Aside.]  Ged !  my  first  suspicions  were  correct. 
Star,  you  have  lost  the  opportunity  of  making  your  fortune 
as  a  scoundrel ;  but  you  have,  at  a  pecuniary  sacrifice,  pre- 
served your  honor. 

Oakhurst.  Yes.  Hear  me,  Colonel  Starbottle.  I  have 
summoned  you  here  to-night,  as  I  have  already  intimated, 
on  an  affair  of  honor.     I  have  sought  you  as  my  father's 
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legal  counsel,  as  a  disinterested  witness,  as  a  gentleman  of 
honor.  The  man  who  lies  before  you  was  once  my  friend 
and  partner.  I  have  wronged  him  doubly.  As  his  partner 
I  ran  away  with  the  woman  he  believed,  and  still  believes, 
to  be  his  wife ;  as  his  friend  I  have  for  a  twelvemonth 
kept  him  from  the  enjoyment  of  his  home,  his  patrimony, 
by  a  shameful  deception.  I  have  summoned  you  to-night 
to  witness  my  confession ;  as  a  lawyer,  to  arrange  those  de- 
tails necessary  to  restore  to  him  his  property  ;  as  a  man  of 
honor,  to  receive  from  me  whatever  retribution  he  demands. 
You  will  be  a  witness  to  our  interview.  Whatever  befalls 
me  here,  you  will  explain  to  Mr.  Morton  — to  Jovita  — 
that  I  accepted  it  as  a  man,  and  did  not  avoid  here  or  else- 
where the  penalty  of  my  crime.      [Folding  his  arms.'] 

Starbottle.  Umph  !  The  case  is,  as  you  say,  a  deli- 
cate one,  but  not  —  not  —  peculiar.  No,  sir,  Ged  !  sir,  I 
remember  Tom  Marshall  —  know  Tom  Marshall  of  Ken- 
tucky  ?  —  said  to  me,  "  Star  !  "  —  always  calls  me  Star,  — 
"how  in  blank,  sir,  can  you  remember  the  real  names  of 
your  clients  ?  "  —  "  Why,"  says  I,  "  Tom,"  —  always  called 
him  Tom,  —  "  yesterday  I  was  called  to  make  a  will  — 
most  distinguished  family  of  Virginia  —  as  lawyer  and  gen- 
tleman, you  understand  :  can't  mention  name.  Waited  for 
signature  —  most  distinguished  name  :  Ged,  sir,  man  signed 
Bloggins,  —  Peter  Bloggins.  Fact,  demme  !  '  Mistake,'  I 
said,  —  '  excitement ;  exaltation  of  fever.  Non  compos. 
Compose  yourself,  Bob.'  —  '  Star,'  he  said,  —  always  called 
me  Star,  — '  for  forty-seven  years  I  have  been  an  impos- 
tor! '  —  his  very  words,  sir.  '  I  am  not '  you  under- 
stand, '  I  am  Peter  Bloggins  ! '  " 

Oakhurst.     But,  my  dear  colonel,  I  — 

Starbottle  [loftily].  Say  no  more,  sir !  I  accept  the 
—  er  —  position.  Let  us  see  !  The  gentleman  will,  on 
recognition,  probably  make  a  personal  attack.  You  are 
armed.     Ah,  no  ?     Umph  !     On  reflection  I  would  not 
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permit  him  to  strike  a  single  blow  :  I  would  anticipate  it. 
It  would  provoke  the  challenge  from  him,  leaving  you,  sir, 
the  —  er  —  choice  of  weapons. 

Oakhurst.  Hush  !  he  is  moving  !  Take  your  stand 
here,  in  this  alcove.  Remember,  as  a  gentleman,  and  a  man 
of  honor,  Colonel  Starbottle,  I  trust  you  not  to  interfere 
between  the  injured  man  and — justice!  [Pushes  Col. 
Staebottle  into  alcove  behind  couch,  and  approaches 
Sandy.  J 

Sandy  [waking  slowly  —  and  incoherently"].  Hush, 
Silky !     Hush  !     Eh  ?     Oh,  hush  yourself  !      [Sings.] 

Oh,  yer's  yer  Sandy  Morton, 
Drink  him  down ! 

Eh !  Oh !  [Half  sits  up  on  couch.]  Eh !  [Looking 
around  him.]     Where  the  devil  am  I  ? 

Oakhurst  [advancing  and  leaning  over  Sandy's  couch]. 
In  the  house  of  your  father,  Alexander  Morton. 

Sandy  [recoiling  in  astonishment].  His  voice,  John 
Oakhurst  !  What  —  ah  !  [Rises,  and  rushes  towards 
Oakhurst  with  uplifted  hand.] 

Starbottle  [gesticulating  in  whisper].  A  blow  !  a  sin- 
gle blow  would  be  sufficient. 

Sandy  [looking  at  Qakhtjbst,  who  regards  him  calmly]. 

I eh  I     I  —  eh  !    Ha,  ha !     I  'm  glad  to  see  —  old  pard  ! 

I  'm  glad  to  see  ye  !  [Col.  Staebottle  lifts  his  hand  in 
amazement.] 

Oakhurst  [declining  his  hand].  Do  you  understand 
me,  Sandy  Morton  ?  Listen.  I  am  John  Oakhurst,  —  the 
man  who  has  deceived  your  father,  who  has  deceived  you. 

Sandy  [without  heeding  his  words,  but  regarding  him 
affectionately].  To  think  of  it  — Jack  Oakhurst!  It's 
like  him,  like  Jack.  He  was  allers  onsartain,  the  darned 
little  cuss !  Jack  !  Look  at  him,  will  ye,  boys  ?  look  at 
him !     Grcwed  too,  and  dressed  to  kill,  and  sittin'  in  this 
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yer  house  as  natril  as  a  jay -bird !  [Looking  around.'] 
Nasty,  ain't  it,  Jack  ?  and  this  yer  's  your  house  —  the  old 
man's  house  —  eh  ?  Why,  this  is  —  this  is  where  she  came. 
Jack,  Jack  !     [Eagerly.']    Tell  me,  pard,  —  where  is  she  ? 

Starbottle  [aside,  rubbing  his  hands].  We  shall  have  it 
now ! 

Oakhurst.  She  has  gone,  —  gone  !  But  hear  me  !  She 
had  deceived  you  as  she  has  me.  She  has  gone,  —  gone 
with  her  first  husband,  Henry  Pritchard. 

Sandy  [stupefied].  Gone  !  Her  first  husband  !  Pritch- 
ard ! 

Oakhurst.     Ay,  your  wife  ! 

Sandy.  Oh,  damn  my  wife  !  I  'm  talking  of  Mary,  — 
Miss  Mary,  —  the  little  schoolma'am,  Jack  ;  the  little  rose 
of  Poker  Flat.  Oh  !  I  see  —  ye  did  n't  know  her,  Jack, 
—  the  pertiest,  sweetest  little  — 

Oakhurst  [turning  away  coldly].  Ay,  ay  !  She  is 
here  ! 

Sandy  [looking  after  him  affectionately].  Look  at  him, 
boys !  Allers  the  same,  —  high  -  toned,  cold,  even  to  his 
pardner  !  That 's  him,  — Jack  Oakhurst !  But  Jack,  Jack, 
you  're  goin'  to  shake  hands,  ain't  ye  ?  [Extends  his 
hand  after  a  pause.     OAKHURst  takes  it  gloomily.] 

Col.  Starbottle  [who  has  been  regarding  interview  with 
visible  scorn  and  disgust,  advancing  to  Oakhurst].  You 
■will  —  er  —  pardon  me  if,  under  the  —  er  —  circumstances, 
I  withdraw  from  this  —  er  —  disgraceful  proceeding.  The 
condonation,  by  that  man,  of  two  of  the  most  tremendous 
offenses  to  society  and  to  the  code,  without  apology  or  sat- 
isfaction, Ged,  sir,  is  —  er  —  er  — -  of  itself  an  insult  to  the 
spectator.     I  go,  sir  — 

Oakhurst.     But,  Colonel  Starbottle  — 

Starbottle.  Permit  me  to  say,  sir,  that  I  hold  myself  for 
this,  sir,  responsible,  sir,  —  personally  responsible.  [Exit 
Starbottle,  glancing  furiously  at  Sandy,  who  sinks  on 
sofa  laughing,  j 
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Oakhurst  {aside].  He  will  change  his  mind  in  half  an 
hour.  But,  in  the  mean  time,  time  is  precious.  {Aloud."] 
Sandy,  come ! 

Sandy  [rising  with  alacrity].     Yes,  Jack,  I  'm  ready. 

Oakhurst.  We  are  going  [slowly  and  solemnly]  —  we 
are  going  to  see  your  father. 

Sandy  [dropping  back  with  bashful  embarrassment  and 
struggling  to  release  his  arm  from  Oakhuest].  No,  Jack  ! 
Not  just  yet,  Jack  :  in  a  little  while,  ol'  boy  !  in  about  six 
months,  or  mebbe  —  a  year,  Jack  !  not  now,  not  now  !  I 
ain't  feelin'  exactly  well,  Jack,  —  I  ain't. 

Oakhurst.  Nonsense,  Sandy  !  Consider  your  duty  and 
my  honor. 

Sandy  [regaining  his  seat].  That 's  all  very  well,  Jack  ; 
but  ye  see,  pard,  you  've  known  the  old  man  for  nigh  on  a 
year,  and  it's  twenty-five  since  I  met  him.  No,  Jack  ;  you 
don't  play  any  ol'  man  on  to  me  to-night,  Jack.  No,  you  and 
me '11  just  drop  out  for  a  pasear  —  Jack,  eh?  [Taking 
Oakhuest's  arm.]     Come! 

Oakhurst.  Impossible !  Hush !  [Listening.]  It  is 
he  passing  through  the  corridor.  [Goes  to  wing  E.,  and 
listens.] 

Sandy  [crowding  hastily  behind  Oakhuest  in  alarm]. 
But,  I  say,  Jack  !  he  won't  come  in  here  ?  He  's  goin'  to 
bed,  you  know.  Eh  ?  It  ain't  right  for  a  man  o'  his  years 
—  and  he  must  be  goin'  on  ninety,  Jack  —  to  be  up  like 
this.      It  ain't  healthy. 

Oakhurst.  You  know  him  not.  He  seems  to  need  no 
rest  [sadly].  Night  after  night,  long  after  the  servants  are 
abed,  and  the  house  is  still,  I  hear  that  step  slowly  pacing 
the  corridor.  It  is  the  last  sound  as  I  close  my  eyes,  the 
first  challenge  of  the  morning. 

Sandy.  The  ol'  scound —  [checking  himself]  —  I 
mean,  Jack,  the  ol'  man  has  suthin'  on  his  mind.  But, 
Jack  [in  great  alarm],  he  don't  waltz  in  upon  ye,  Jack  ? 
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He  don't  p'int  them  feet  in  yer,   Jack  ?     Ye  ain't  got  to 
put  up  with  that,  Jack,  along  o'  yer  other  trials  ? 

Oakhurst.  He  often  seeks  me  here.  Ah  —  yes — he 
is  coming  this  way  now. 

Sandy  [in  ludicrous  terror].  Jack,  pard,  quick !  hide 
me  somewhere,  Jack ! 

Oakhurst  [opening  door  b.J.  In  there,  quick  !  Not  a 
sound,  as  you  value  your  future ! 

[Exit  Sandy  hurriedly  b. 

Scene  2.  —  The  Same.     Enter  door  b.,  Old  Mobton, 
in  dressing-gown  with  candle. 

Old  Morton.  Not  ahed  yet,  Alexander  ?  Well,  well, 
I  don't  blame  you,  my  son :  it  has  been  for  you  a  trying, 
trying  night.  Yes,  I  see  :  like  me,  you  are  a  little  nervous 
and  wakeful.  [Slowly  takes  chair  and  comfortably  com- 
poses himself.] 

Oakhurst  [aside].  He  is  in  for  a  midnight  gossip. 
How  shall  I  dispose  of  Sandy  ? 

Old  Morton.  Yes  [■meditatively],  —  yes,  you  have  over- 
worked lately.  Never  mind.  In  a  day  or  two  more  you 
shall  have  a  vacation,  sir,  —  a  vacation  ! 

Oakhurst  [aside].  He  knows  not  how  truly  he  speaks. 
[Aloud.  ]  Yes,  sir,  I  was  still  up.  I  have  only  just  now 
dismissed  the  policemen. 

Old  Morton.  Ay.  I  heard  voices,  and  saw  a  light  in 
your  window.  I  came  to  tell  you,  Alexander,  Capper  has 
explained  all  about  —  about  the  decoy  !  More  ;  he  has 
told  me  of  your  courage  and  your  invaluable  assistance. 
For  a  moment,  sir,  —  I  don't  mind  telling  you  now  in  con- 
fidence, —  I  doubted  you  — 

Oakhurst  [in  feigned  deprecation].     Oh,  sir  ! 

Old  Morton.  Only  for  a  moment.  You  will  find,  Alex- 
ander, that  even  that  doubt  shall  have  full  apology  when 
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the  year  of  your  probation  has  expired.  Besides,  sir,  I 
know  all. 

Oakhurst  [starting].     All ! 

Old  Morton.  Yes,  the  story  about  the  Duchess  and 
your  child.  You  are  surprised.  Colonel  Starbottle  told 
me  all.    I  forgive  you,  Alexander,  for  the  sake  of  your  boy. 

Oakhurst.     My  boy,  sir  ! 

Old  Morton.  Yes,  your  boy.  And  let  me  tell  you,  sir, 
he 's  a  fine  young  fellow.  Looks  like  you,  —  looks  as  you 
did  when  you  were  a  boy.  He 's  a  Morton,  too,  every  inch 
of  him,  there  's  no  denying  that.  No,  sir.  You  may  have 
changed;  but  he  —  he  —  is  the  living  image  of  my  little 
Alexander.  He  took  to  me,  too,  —  lifted  his  little  arms  — 
and  —  and  —  [Becomes  affected,  and  leans  his  head  in  his 
hands.] 

Oakhurst  [rising].  You  are  not  well,  sir.  Let  me 
lead  you  to  your  room. 

Old  Morton.  No !  It  is  nothing :  a  glass  of  water, 
Alexander"! 

Oakhurst  [aside].  He  is  very  pale.  The  agitation  of 
the  night  has  overcome  him.  [Goes  to  table  R.]  A  little 
spirits  will  revive  him.  [Pours  from  decanter  in  glass,  and 
returns  to  Morton.] 

Old  Morton  [after  drinking].  There  was  spirits  in  that 
water,  Alexander.  Five  years  ago,  I  vowed  at  your  mother's 
grave  to  abandon  the  use  of  intoxicating  liquors. 

Oakhurst.  Believe  me,  sir,  my  mother  will  forgive 
you. 

Old  Morton.  Doubtless.  It  has  revived  me.  I  am 
getting  to  be  an  old  man,  Aleck.  [Holds  out  his  glass 
half  unconsciously,  and  Oakhuest  replenishes  it  from 
decanter.]  Yes,  an  old  man,  Aleck  ;  but  the  boy,  —  ah,  I 
live  again  in  him.  The  little  rascal  !  He  asked  me,  Aleck, 
for  a  "  chaw  tobacker  "  !  and  wanted  to  know  if  I  was  the 
"  ol'  duffer."     Ha,  ha  !     He  did.     Ha,  ha  !    Come,  come, 
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don't  be  despondent.  I  was  like  you  once,  damn  it,  — . 
ahem,  —  it 's  all  for  the  best,  my  boy,  all  for  the  best.  I  '11 
take  the  young  rascal  —  [aside']  damn  it,  he 's  already 
taken  me  —  [aloud]  on  equal  terms.  There,  Aleck,  what 
do  you  say  ? 

Oakhurst.  Really,  sir,  this  forbearance,  —  this  kind- 
ness —  [aside]  I  see  a  ray  of  light. 

Old  Morton.  Nonsense  !  I  '11  take  the  boy,  I  tell  you, 
and  do  well  for  him,  —  the  little  rascal !  —  as  if  he  were 
the  legal  heir.  But,  I  say,  Aleck  [laughing],  ha,  ha !  — 
what  about  —  ha,  ha  !  — what  about  Dofia  Jo  vita,  eh  ?  and 
what  about  Don  Jose  Castro,  eh  ?  How  will  the  lady  like 
a  ready-made  family,  eh  ?  [Poking  Oakhukst  in  the 
ribs.]  What  will  the  Don  say  to  the  family  succession  ? 
Ha,  ha  ! 

Oakhurst  [proudly].     Really,  sir,  I  care  but  little. 

Old  Morton  [aside].  Oh,  ho!  I'll  sound  him.  [Aloud.] 
Look  ye,  Alexander,  I  have  given  my  word  to  you  and  Don 
Jose"  Castro,  and  I  '11  keep  it.  But  if  you  can  do  any  bet- 
ter, eh — if  —  eh  ?  —  the  schoolma'am  's  a  mighty  pretty  girl 
and  a  bright  one,  eh,  Aleck  ?  And  it 's  all  in  the  family  — 
eh  ?  And  she  thinks  well  of  you ;  and  I  will  say,  for  a 
girl  brought  up  as  she 's  been,  and  knowin'  your  relations 
with  the  Duchess  and  the  boy,  to  say  a  kind  word  for  ye, 
Aleck,  is  a  good  sign,  —  you  follow  me,  Aleck  —  if  you 
think  —  why,  old  Don  Jose1  might  whistle  for  a  son-in-law, 
eh? 

Oakhurst  [interrupting  indignantly].  Sir  !  [Aside.] 
Stop  !  [Aloud.]  Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  that  if  I  should 
consent  to  this  —  suggestion  —  that,  if  the  lady  were  will- 
ing, you  would  offer  no  impediment  ? 

Old  Morton.  Impediment,  my  dear  boy  !  you  should 
have  my  blessing. 

Oakhurst.  Pardon  me  a  moment.  You  have  in  the 
last  year,  sir,  taught  me  the  importance  of  business  for- 
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mality  in  all  the  relations  of  life.  Following  that  idea, 
the  conditions  of  my  engagement  with  Jovita  Castro  were 
drawn  up  with  your  hand.  Are  you  willing  to  make  this 
.recantation  as  formal,  this  new  contract  as  business-like  and 
valid  ? 

Old  Morton  [eagerly].     I  am. 

Oakhurst.  Then  sit  here,  and  write  at  my  dictation. 
[Pointing  to  table  l.  Old  Morton  takes  seat  at  table.] 
"  In  view  of  the  evident  preferences  of  my  son  Alexander 
Morton,  and  of  certain  family  interests,  I  hereby  revoke  my 
consent  to  his  marriage  with  the  Dona  Jovita  Castro,  and 
accord  him  full  permission  to  woo  and  win  his  cousin,  Miss 
Mary  Morris,  promising  him  the  same  aid  and  assistance 
previously  offered  in  his  suit  with  Miss  Castro." 

Old  Morton  [sighing].  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.  There, 
Aleck  !  You  have  forgotten  one  legal  formality;  We  have 
no  witness.      Ha,  ha  ! 

Oakhurst  [significantly'].  I  will  be  a  sufficient  wit- 
ness. 

Old  Morton.  Ha,  ha  !  [Fills  glass  from  decanter, 
after  which  Oakhurst  quietly  removes  decanter  beyond 
his  reach.]  Very  good  !  Aleck,  I've  been  thinking  of  a 
plan, — I  've  been  thinking  of  retiring  from  the  bank.  I  'm 
getting  old,  and  my  ways  are  not  the  popular  ways  of  busi- 
ness here.  I  've  been  thinking  of  you,  you  dog,  —  of  leaving 
the  bank  to  you,  —  to  you,  sir,  —  eh  —  the  day  —  the  day 
you  marry  the  schoolma'am  —  eh.  I  '11  stay  home,  and 
take  care  of  the  boy  —  eh  —  hie  !  The  little  rascal  !  — - 
lifted  his  arms  to  me  —  did,  Aleck  !  by  God  !  [Incoher- 
ently.]    Eh  ! 

Oakhurst.  Hush  !  [Aside.]  Sandy  will  overhear  him, 
and  appear. 

Old  Morton  [greatly  affected  by  liquor].  Hush  !  eh  1 
■ — of  course  —  shoo!  shoo!  [The  actor  will  here  en- 
deavor to  reproduce  in  Old  Morton's  drunken  behavior, 
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without  exactly  imitating  him,  the  general  characteristics 
of  his  son's  intoxication.']     Eh  —  I  say,  Aleck,  old  boy  ! 
what  will  the  Don  say  ?  eh  ?     Ha,  ha,  ha  !     And  Jovita, , 
that  firebrand,  how  will  she  —  hie  —  like  it,  eh  ?    [Laughs 
immoderately.  ] 

Oakhurst.  Hush  !  We  will  be  overheard  !  The  ser- 
vants, sir ! 

Old  Morton.  Damn  the  servants  !  Don't  I  —  hie  — 
pay  them  wages  —  eh  ? 

Oakhurst.  Let  me  lead  you  to  your  own  room.  You 
are  nervously  excited.  A  little  rest,  sir,  will  do  you  good. 
[Taking  his  arm.] 

Old  Morton.  No  shir,  no  shir,  'm  nerrer  goin'  to  bed 
any  more.  Bed's  bad  habit!  —  hie — drunken  habit. 
Lesh  stay  up  all  ni',  Aleck  !  You  and  me  !  Lesh  nev'r  — 
go  —  bed  any  more  !  Whar  's  whiskey  —  eh  ?  [Staggers 
to  the  table  for  decanter  as  Oakhubst  seines  him,  strug- 
gles up  stage,  and  then  Old  Morton,  in  struggle,  falls 
helplessly  on  sofa,  in  same  attitude  as  Sandy  was  dis- 
covered."] 

Enter  Sandy  cautiously  from  door  l. 

Sandy  [to  Oakhurst].     Jack !     Eh,  Jack  — 

Oakhurst.  Hush !  Go  !  I  will  follow  you  in  a  mo- 
ment !     [Pushes  him  back  to  door  l.] 

Sandy  [catching  sight  of  Old  Morton].  Hallo  ! 
What 's  up  1 

Oakhurst.  Nothing.  He  was  overtaken  with  a  sudden 
faintness.     He  will  revive  presently  :  go  ! 

Sandy  [hesitating].  I  say,  Jack,  he  was  n't  taken  sick 
along  o'  me,  eh,  Jack  ? 

Oakhurst.  No !  No !  But  go  [pushing  him  toward 
door]. 

Sandy.  Hold  on  :  I  'm  going.  But,  Jack,  I  've  got  a 
kind  of  faintness  yer,  too.     [Goes  to  side-table,  and  takes 
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up  decanter.]     And  thar  's  nothing  reaches  that  faintness 
like  whiskey.      [Fills  glass.] 

Old  Morton  [drunkenly  and  half  consciously  from 
couch].  Whiskey  —  who  shed  — whiskey  —  eh  ?  Eh  — 
0  —  gim'me  some,  Aleck  —  Aleck,  my  son,  —  my  son  !  — 
my  old  prodigal  —  Old  Proddy,  my  boy  —  gim'me  —  whis- 
key —  [sings]  — 

Oh,  yer  's  yer  good  old  whiskey, 
Drink  it  down  I 

Eh  ?     I  com — mand  you  —  pass  the  whiskey  ! 

Sandy,  at  first  panic-stricken,  and  then  remorsefully  con- 
scious, throws  glass  down,  with  gesture  of  fear  and 
loathing.     Oakhuest  advances  to  his  side  hurriedly. 

Oakhurst  [in  hurried  whisper].  Give  him  the  whis- 
key, quick !  It  will  keep  him  quiet.  [Is  about  to  take 
decanter  when  Sandy  seizes  it  ;  struggle  with  Oak- 
huest.J 

Sandy  [with  feeling].  No,  no,  Jack,  no  !  [Suddenly, 
with  great  strength  and  determination,  breaks  from  him, 
and  throws  decanter  from  window.]     No,  never  ! 

Old  Morton  [struggling  drunkenly  to  his  feet].  Eh  — 
who  shed  never  ?  [Oakhuest  shoves  Sandy  in  room  l., 
and  follows  him,  closing  door.]  Eh,  Aleck?  [Groping.] 
Eh,  where  'sh  light  ?  All  gone.  [Lapses  on  sofa  again, 
after  an  ineffectual  struggle  to  get  up,  and  then  resumes 
his  old  attitude.] 

[Change  scene  quickly.] 

Scene  3.  —  Ante-room  in  Me.  Moeton's  villa.  Front 
scene.  Enter  Don  Jose  Casteo  and  Concho,  preceded 
by  Sebvant,  l. 

Servant.      This  way,  gentlemen. 
Don  Jose.     Carry  this  card  to  Alexander  Morton,  Sr. 
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Servant.  Beg  pardon,  sir,  but  there 's  only  one  name 
here,  sir  [looking  at  Concho]. 

Don  Jose  [proudly].     That  is  my  servant,  sir. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Don  Jose  [aside].  I  don't  half  like  this  business.  But 
my  money  locked  up  in  his  bank,  and  my  daughter's  hand 
bound  to  his  son,  demand  it.  [Aloud.']  This  is  no  child's 
play,  Concho,  you  understand. 

Concho.  Ah  !  I  am  wise.  Believe  me,  if  I  have  not 
proofs  which  shall  blanch  the  cheek  of  this  old  man,  I  am 
a  fool,  Don  Jose" ! 

Reenter  Servant. 

Servant.  Mr.  Morton,  Sr.,  passed  a  bad  night,  and  has 
left  word  not  to  be  disturbed  this  morning.  But  Mr.  Mor- 
ton, Jr.,  will  attend  you,  sir. 

Concho  [aside].  So  the  impostor  will  face  it  out. 
Well,  let  him  come. 

Don  Jose  [to  Servant].     I  await  his  pleasure. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Don  Jose.  You  hear,  Concho  ?  You  shall  face  this 
man.  I  shall  repeat  to  him  all  you  have  told  me.  If  you 
fail  to  make  good  your  charge,  on  your  head  rests  the  con- 
sequences. 

Concho.  He  will  of  course  deny.  He  is  a  desperate 
man  :  he  will  perhaps  attack  me.  Eh  !  Ah  !  [Drawing 
revolver.] 

Don  Jose.  Put  up  your  foolish  weapon.  The  sight  of 
the  father  he  has  deceived  will  be  more  terrible  to  him  than 
the  pistol  of  the  spy. 

Enter  Col.  Starbottle,  c. 
Starbottle.     Mr.  Alexander  Morton,  Jr.,  will  be  with 
you    in    a  moment.      [Takes  attitude  by  door,  puts  his 
hand  in  his  breast,  and  inflates  himself.] 
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Concho  [to  Don  Jose,  aside'].  It  is  the  bullying 
lawyer.  They  will  try  to  outface  us,  my  patron  ;  but  we 
shall  triumph.  [Aloud.]  He  comes,  eh  !  —  Mr.  Alexander 
Morton,  gentlemen !  I  will  show  you  a  cheat,  an  impos- 
tor ! 

Enter,  in  correct,  precise  -morning  dress,  Sandy  Mok- 
ton.  There  is  in  his  make-up  and  manner  a  sugges- 
tion of  the  father. 

Concho  [recoiling,  aside].  Diego !  The  real  son  ! 
[Aloud,  furiously].  It  is  a  trick  to  defeat  justice,  —  eh  1 
—  a  miserable  trick  !     But  it  shall  fail,  it  shall  fail ! 

Col.  Starbottle.  Permit  me,  a  moment,  —  a  single  mo- 
ment. [To  Concho.]  You  have  —  er — er  —  character- 
ized my  introduction  of  this  —  er  —  gentleman  as  a  "  cheat " 
and  an  "imposture."  Are  you  prepared  to  deny  that  this 
is  Alexander  Morton  ? 

Don  Jose  [astonished,  aside].  These  Americanos  are 
of  the  Devil !  [Aloud  and  sternly.]  Answer  him,  Concho, 
I  command  you. 

Concho  [in  half-insane  rage].  It  is  Alexander  Morton  ; 
but  it  is  a  trick,  —  a  cowardly  trick  !  Where  is  the  other 
impostor,  this  Mr.  John  Oakhurst  ? 

Sandy  [advancing  with  dignity  and  something  of  his 
father's  cold  manner].  He  will  answer  for  himself  when 
called  for.  [To  Don  Jose. J  You  have  asked  for  me, 
sir :  may  I  inquire  your  business  ? 

Concho.      Eh  !     It  is  a  trick,  —  a  trick  ! 

Don  Jose  [to  Concho].  Silence,  sir  !  [To  Sandy, 
with  dignity.]  I  know  not  the  meaning  of  this  masquer- 
ade. I  only  know  that  you  are  not  the  gentleman  hitherto 
known  to  me  as  the  son  of  Alexander  Morton.  I  am  here, 
sir,  to  demand  my  rights  as  a  man  of  property  and  a  father. 
i  have  received  this  morning  a  check  from  the  house  of 
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Morton  &  Son,  for  the  amount  of  my  deposit  with  them. 
So  far  —  in  view  of  this  complication  —  it  is  well.  Who 
knows  ?  Bueno  !  But  the  signature  of  Morton  &  Son  to 
the  check  is  not  in  the  handwriting  I  have  known.  Look 
at  it,  sir.     [To  Sandy,  handing  check.] 

Sandy  [examining  check'].  It  is  my  handwriting,  sir, 
and  was  signed  this  morning.     Has  it  been  refused  ? 

Don  Jose.  Pardon  me,  sir.  It  has  not  been  presented. 
With  this  doubt  in  my  mind,  I  preferred  to  submit  it  first 
to  you. 

Starbottle.  A  moment,  a  single  moment,  sir.  While 
as  a  —  er  —  gentleman  and  a  man  of  honor,  I  —  er  —  ap- 
preciate your  motives,  permit  me  to  say,  sir,  as  a  lawyer, 
that  your  visit  is  premature.  On  the  testimony  of  your 
own  witness,  the  identification  of  Mr.  Alexander  Morton, 
Jr.,  is  —  er  —  complete;  he  has  admitted  the  signature 
as  his  own  ;  you  have  not  yet  presented  the  check  to  the 
bank. 

Don  Jose.  Pardon  me,  Colonel  StaTbottle.  It  is  not  all. 
[To  Sandy.]  By  a  written  agreement  with  Alexander 
Morton,  Sr.,  the  hand  of  my  daughter  is  promised  to  his 
son,  who  now  stands  before  me,  as  my  former  servant,  dis- 
missed, from  my  service  for  drunkenness. 

Sandy.     That  agreement  is  revoked. 

Don  Jose.     Kevoked ! 

Sandy  [handing  paper].  Cast  your  eyes  over  that 
paper.     At  least  you  will  recognize  that  signature. 

Don  Jose  [reads].  "  In  view  of  the  evident  prefer- 
ences of  my  son  Alexander  Morton,  and  of  certain  family 
interests,  I  hereby  revoke  my  consent  to  his  marriage  with 
the  Dona  Jovita  Castro,  and  accord  him  full  permission  to 
woo  and  win  his  cousin,  Miss  Mary  Morris  ;  promising 
him  the  same  aid  and  assistance  previously  offered  in  his 
suit  with  Miss  Castro. — Alexander  Mokton,  Sr." 

Concho.     Ah !    Carramba  !     Do  you  not  see  the  trick, 
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—  eh,  the  conspiracy  ?  It  was  this  man,  as  Diego,  your 
daughter's  groom,  helped  his  friend  Mr.  Oakhurst  to  the 
heiress.  Ah,  you  comprehend !  It  was  an  old  trick ! 
You  shall  see,  you  shall  see  !    Ah  !    I  am  wise,  I  am  wise ! 

Don  Jose  [aside].  Could  I  have  been  deceived  ? 
But  no  !  This  paper  that  releases  him  gives  the  impostor 
no  claim. 

Sandy  [resuming  his  old  easy  manner,  dropping  his 
formality,  and  placing  his  hand  on  Don  Jose's  shoul- 
der]. Look  yar,  ole  man  :  I  did  n't  allow  to  ever  see  ye 
agin,  and  this  yer  ain't  none  o'  my  seekin'.  But  since  ye  're 
here  I  don't  mind  tellin'  ye  that  but  for  me  that  gal  of  yours 
would  have  run  away  a  year  ago,  and  married  an  unknown 
lover.  And  I  don't  mind  adding,  that  hed  I  known  that 
unknown  lover  was  my  friend  John  Oakhurst,  I  'd  have 
helped  her  do  it.  [Going.]     Good-morning,  Don  Jose*. 

Don  Jose.  Insolent !  I  shall  expect  an  account  for 
this  from  your  —  father,  sir. 

Sandy.     Adios,  Don  Jose.  [Exit  c. 

Concho.  It  is  a  trick  —  I  told  you.  Ah,  I  am  wise. 
[Going  to  Don  Jose. J 

Don  Jose  [throwing  him  off],  Pool !  [Exit  Don 
Josie. 

Concho  [infuriated].  Eh  !  Fool  yourself  —  dotard  ! 
No  matter :  I  will  expose  all  —  ah  !  I  will  see  Jovita  ;  — 
I  will  revenge  myself  on  this  impostor !  [Is  about  to 
follow,  when  Col.  Starbottle  leaves  his  position  by  the 
door,  and  touches  Concho  on  the  shoulder.] 

Starbottle.     Excuse  me. 

Concho.     Eh  ? 

Starbottle.     You  have  forgotten  something. 

Concho.     Something  ? 

Starbottle.  An  apology,  sir.  You  were  good  enough 
to  express  —  er  —  incredulity  —  when  I  presented  Mr. 
Morton  :  you  were  kyind  enough  to  characterize  thp  conduct 
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of  my  —  er  —  principal  by  —  an  epithet.  You  have  alluded 
to  me,  sir,  —  me  — 

Concho  [wrathfully].  Bully !  [Aside.]  I  have  heard 
that  this  pomposo,  this  braggart,  is  a  Yankee  trick  too ; 
that  he  has  the  front  of  a  lion,  the  liver  of  a  chicken. 
[Aloud.]  Yes,  I  have  said,  you  hear  I  have  said,  I, 
Concho  [striking  his  breast"],  have  said  you  are  a  —  bully  f 

Starbottle  [coolly].  Then  you  are  prepared  to  give  me 
satisfaction,  sir,  —  personal  satisfaction. 

Concho  [raging].  Yes,  sir,  now  —  you  understand, 
now  [taking  out  pistol],  anywhere,  here  !  Yes,  here.  Ah  ! 
you  start,  —  yes,  here  and  now  !  Face  to  face,  you  under- 
stand, without  seconds,  —  face  to  face.  So  !  [Presenting 
pistol.] 

Starbottle  [quietly].     Permit  me  to  —  er  —  apologize. 

Concho.     Ah  !     It  is  too  late  ! 

Starbottle  [interrupting].  Excuse  me,  but  I  feared 
you  would  not  honor  me  so  completely  and  satisfactorily. 
Ged,  sir,  I  begin  to  respect  you!  I  accede  to  all  your 
propositions  of  time  and  position.  The  pistol  you  hold  in 
your  hand  is  a  derringer,  I  presume,  loaded.  Ah  —  er  — 
I  am  right.  The  one  I  now  produce  [showing  pistol]  is  — 
er  —  as  you  will  perceive  the  same  size  and  pattern,  and 
—  er  —  unloaded.  We  will  place  them  both,  so,  under  the 
cloth  of  this  table.  You  shall  draw  one  pistol,  I  will  take 
the  other.  I  will  put  that  clock  at  ten  minutes  to  nine, 
when  we  will  take  our  positions  across  this  table  ;  as  you  — 
er  —  happily  express  it,  "  face  to  face."  As  the  clock  strikes 
the  hour,  we  will  fire  on  the  second  stroke. 

Concho  [aside].  It  is  a  trick,  a  Yankee  trick  !  [Aloud.] 
I  am  ready.     Now  —  at  once  ! 

Starbottle  [gravely].  Permit  me,  sir,  to  thank  ycu. 
Your  conduct,  sir,  reminds  me  of  singular  incident  — 

Concho  [angrily  interrupting].  Come,  come  !  It  is 
no  child's  play.  We  have  much  of  this  talk,  eh !  It  ia 
action,  eh,  you  comprehend,  —  action. 
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[Stakbottle  places  pistols  under  the  cloth,  and  sets 
clock.  Concho  draius  pistol  from  cloth  ;  Stakbottle 
takes  remaining  pistol.  Both  men  assume  position,  pre- 
senting their  weapons  ;  Stakbottle  pom,pously  but  seri- 
ously, Concho  angrily  and  nervously.~] 

Starbottle  [after  a  pause].  One  moment,  a  single 
moment  — 

Concho.  Ah,  a  trick!  Coward!  you  cannot  destroy 
my  aim. 

Starbottle.  I  overlook  the  —  er  —  epithet.  I  wished 
only  to  ask,  if  you  should  be  —  er  —  unfortunate,  if  there 
■was  anything  I  could  say  to  your — er  —  friends. 

Concho.     You  cannot  make  the  fool  of  me,  coward.     No ! 

Starbottle.  My  object  was  only  precautionary.  Owing 
to  the  position  in  which  you  —  er  —  persist  in  holding  your 
weapon,  in  a  line  with  my  right  eye,  I  perceive  that  a  ray 
of  light  enters  the  nipple,  and  —  er  —  illuminates  the  barrel. 
I  judge  from  this,  that  you  have  been  unfortunate  enough 
to  draw  the  —  er  —  er  —  unloaded  pistol. 

Concho  {tremulously  lowering  weapon].  Eh  !  Ah  ! 
This  is  murder!  [Drops  pistol.]  Murder!  —  eh  —  help 
[retreating],  help !  [Exit  hurriedly  door  c. ,  as  clock 
strikes.  Col.  Starbottle  lowers  his  pistol,  and  moves 
with  great  pomposity  to  the  other  side  of  the  table,  taking 
"ip  pistol. 

Starbottle  [examining  pistol].  Ah !  [Lifts  it,  and 
discharges  it.]  It  seems  that  I  am  mistaken.  [Going.] 
The  pistol  was  —  er  —  loaded  !  [Exit. 

Scene  4  —  Front  scene.  Boom  in  villa.  Enter  Miss 
Mary  and  Jo  vita. 
Miss  Mary.  I  tell  you,  you  are  wrong.  You  are  not 
only  misunderstanding  your  lover,  which  is  a  woman's 
privilege ;  but  you  are  abusing  my  cousin,  which,  as  his 
relative,  I  won't  put  up  with. 
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Jovita  [ passionately'].  But  hear  me,  Miss  Mary.  It 
is  a  year  since  we  were  betrothed ;  and  such  a  betrothal ! 
Why,  I  was  signed,  sealed,  and  delivered  to  him,  on  condi- 
tions, as  if  I  were  a  part  of  the  rancho ;  and  the  very  night, 
too,  I  had  engaged  to  run  away  with  him !  And  during 
that  year  I  have  seen  the  gentleman  twice,  —  yes,  twice ! 

Miss  Mary.     But  he  has  written  ? 

Jovita.  Mother  of  God!  Yes,  —  letters  delivered  by 
my  father,  sent  to  his  care,  read  by  him  first,  of  course ; 
letters  hoping  that  I  was  well,  and  obeying  my  father's 
commands ;  letters  assuring  me  of  his  unaltered  devotion ; 
letters  that,  compared  with  the  ones  he  used  to  hide  in  the 
confessional  of  the  ruined  mission  church,  were  as  ice  to  fire, 
were  as  that  snow-flower  you  value  so  much,  Mary,  to  this 
mariposa  blossom  I  wear  in  my  hair.  And  then  to  think 
that  this  man  —  this  John  Oakhurst,  as  I  knew  him  ;  this 
man  who  used  to  ride  twenty  miles  for  a  smile  from  me  on 
the  church  porch ;  this  Don  Juan  who  leaped  that  garden 
wall  (fifteen  feet,  Mary,  if  it  is  an  inch),  and  made  old 
Concho  his  stepping-stone ;  this  man,  who  daily  periled 
death  for  my  sake  —  is  changed  into  this  formal,  methodical 
man  of  business  —  is  —  is  —  I  tell  you  there  's  a  woman  at 
the  bottom  of  it !     I  know  it  sure  ! 

Miss  Mary  [aside].  How  can  I  tell  her  about  the 
Duchess  ?  I  won't !  [Aloud.]  But  listen,  my  dear  Jovita. 
You  know  he  is  under  probation  for  you,  Jovita.  All  this 
is  for  you.  His  father  is  cold,  methodical,  unsympathetic. 
He  looks  only  to  his  bond  with  this  son,  —  this  son  that  he 
treats,  even  in  matters  of  the  heart,  as  a  business  partner. 
Bemember,  on  his  complete  reformation,  and  subjection  to 
his  father's  will,  depends  your  hand.  Bemember  the  agree- 
ment! 

Jovita.  The  agreement ;  yes !  It  is  the  agreement, 
always  the  agreement.  May  the  Devil  .fly  away  with  the 
agreement !    Look  you,  Miss  Mary,  I,  Doiia  Jovita,  did  n't 
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fall  in  love  with  an  agreement :  it  was  with  a  man  !  Why, 
I  might  have  married  a  dozen  agreements  —  yes,  of  a  shorter 
limitation  than  this  !      [Crossing.] 

Miss  Mary.  Yes:  But  what  if  your  lover  had  failed  to 
keep  those  promises  by  which  he  was  to  gain  your  hand  ? 
what  if  he  were  a  man  incapable  of  self-control  ?  what  if  he 
were  —  a  —  a  —  drunkard  ! 

Jbvita  [musing].  A  drunkard!  [Aside."]  There  was 
Diego,  he  was  a  drunkard ;  but  he  was  faithless.  [Aloud.] 
You  mean  a  weak,  faithless  drunkard  ? 

Miss  Mary.  No !  [Sadly.]  Faithless  only  to  him- 
self, but  devoted  —  yes,  devoted  to  you. 

Jbvita.  Miss  Mary,  I  have  found  that  one  big  vice  in  a 
man  is  apt  to  keep  out  a  great  many  smaller  ones. 

Miss  Mary.     Yes ;  but  if  he  were  a  slave  to  liquor  ? 

Jbvita.  My  dear,  I  should  try  to  change  his  mistress. 
Oh,  give  me  a  man  that  is  capable  of  a  devotion  to  anything, 
rather  than  a  cold,  calculating  average  of  all  the  virtues ! 

Miss  Mary  [aside],  I,  who  aspire  to  be  her  teacher, 
am  only  her  pupil.  [Aloud.]  But  what  if,  in  this  very 
drunkenness,  this  recklessness,  he  had  once  loved  and  wor- 
shiped another  woman  ?  What  if  you  discovered  all  this 
after  —  after  —  he  had  won  your  heart  ? 

Jovita.  I  should  adore  him  !  Ah,  Miss  Mary  !  Love 
differs  from  all  the  other  contagious  diseases  :  the  last  time 
a  man  is  exposed  to  it,  he  takes  it  most  readily,  and  has  it 
the  worst !  But  you,  you,  you  cannot  sympathize  with  me. 
You  have  some  lover,  the  ideal  of  the  virtues  ;  some  man 
as  correct,  as  well  regulated,  as  calm  as  —  yourself ;  some 
one  who  addresses  you  in  the  fixed  morality  and  severe  pen- 
manship of  the  copy-books.  He  will  never  precipitate  him- 
self over  a  garden  wall  or  through  a  window.  Your  Jacob 
will  wait  for  you  through  seven  years,  and  receive  you  from 
the  hands  of  your  cousin  and  guardian  —  as  a  reward  of 
merit !     No,  you  could  not  love  a  vagabond. 
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Miss  Mary  [very  slowly  and  quietly].     No  ? 

Jovita.  No'!  [Passionately.']  No,  it  is  impossible. 
Forgive  ms,  Miss  Mary  :  you  are  good  ;  a  better  girl  than 
I  am.  But  think  of  me !  A  year  ago  my  lover  leaped  a 
wall  at  midnight  to  fly  with  me  :  to-day,  the  day  that  gives 
me  to  him,  he  writes  a  few  cold  lines,  saying  that  he  has 
business,  business  —  you  understand  —  business,  and  that 
he  shall  not  see  me  until  we  meet  in  the  presence  of  —  of 
—  of  —  our  fathers. 

Miss  Mary.  Yes  ;  but  you  will  see  him  at  least,  per- 
haps alone.  Listen  :  it  is  no  formal  meeting,  but  one  of 
festivity.  My  guardian  has  told  me,  in  his  quaint  scrip- 
tural way,  it  is  the  killing  of  the  fatted  calf,  over  his  long- 
lost  prodigal.  Have  patience,  little  one.  Ah  !  Jovita,  we 
are  of  a  different  race,  but  we  are  of  one  sex  ;  and  as  a 
woman  I  know  how  to  accept  another  woman's  abuse  of  her 
lover.     Come,  come !     [Exeunt  Miss  Mary  and  Jovita. 

Scene  5.  —  The  drawing-room  of  Mb.  Morton's  villa. 
Large  open  arch  in  centre,  leading  to  veranda,  looking 
on  distant  view  of  San  Francisco  ;  richly  furnished, 
—  sofas,  armchairs,  and  tete-a-tetes.  Enter  Col.  Star- 
bottle,  c,  carrying  bouquet,  preceded  by  Servant, 
bowing. 

Starbottle.  Take  my  kyard  to  Miss  Morris.  [Exit 
Servant.  J 

Starbottle.  Star  !  This  is  the  momentous  epoch  of  your 
life  !  It  is  a  moment  for  which  you  —  are  —  I  may  say 
alone  responsible,  —  personally  responsible  !  She  will  be 
naturally  gratified  by  the  —  er  —  flowers.  She  will  at  once 
recognize  this  bouquet  as  a  delicate  souvenir  of  Red  Gulch, 
and  will  appreciate  your  recollection.  And  the  fact,  the 
crushing  fact,  that  you  have  overlooked  the  —  er  —  un- 
gentlemanly  conduct  of  her  own  cousin  Sandy,  the  real 
Alexander  Morton,  that  you  have  —  er  —  assisted  to  restore 
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the  ex-vaquero  to  his  rights,  will  —  er  —  er  —  at  once  open 
the  door  to  —  er  —  mutual  confidence  and  —  er  —  a  continu- 
ance of  that  —  er  —  prepossession  I  have  already  noticed. 
Ahem  !  here  she  is. 

Enter  Miss  Mary  in  full  dress. 

Miss  Mary.  You  are  early,  Colonel  Starhottle.  This 
promptitude  does  honor  to  our  poor  occasion. 

Col.  Starhottle.  Ged,  Miss  Mary,  promptness  with  a 
lady  and  an  adversary  is  the  first  duty  of  —  er — gentle- 
men. I  wished  that  —  er  —  the  morning  dew  might  still 
be — er — fresh  in  these  flowers.  I  gathered  them  my- 
self presenting  bouquet]  at  —  er  —  er  —  flower  stand  in 
the  —  er  —  California  market. 

Miss  Mary  [aside].  Flowers !  I  needed  no  such 
reminder  of  poor  Sandy.      [Aloud.]     I  thank  you,  colonel. 

Starbottle.  Ged,  ma'am,  I  am  repaid  doubly.  Your 
conduct,  Miss  Mary,  reminds  me  of  little  incident  that 
occurred  at  Richmond,  in  '53.  Dinner  party  —  came  early 
. —  but  obliged  to  go  —  as  now  —  on  important  business, 
before  dessert  —  before  dessert.  Lady  sat  next  to  me  — 
beautiful  woman — excuse  me  if  I  don't  mention  names  — 
said  to  me,  "  Star/'  —  always  called  me  Star,  —  "  Star,  you 
remind  me  of  the  month  of  May."  —  "  Ged,  madam,"  —  I 
said,  "  delighted,  proud  ;  but  why  ?  "  —  "  Because,"  she 
said,  "  you  come  in  with  the  —  er  —  oysters  "  —  No  !  Ged, 
pardon  me  —  ridiculous  mistake  !  I  mean  —  er  —  "  you 
come  in  with  the  —  er  —  flowers,  and  go  before  the  —  er 
—  fruits." 

Miss  Mary.  Ah,  colonel !  I  appreciate  her  disappoint- 
ment. Let  us  hope,  however,  that  some  day  you  may  find 
that  happy  woman  who  will  be  able  to  keep  you  through 
the  whole  dinner  and  the  whole  season,  until  December  and 
the  ices  ! 

Stavbottle.     Ged !    excellent !     Capital !      [Seriously.] 
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Miss  Mary  !  [Suddenly  inflating  his  chest,  striking  at- 
titude, and  gazing  on  Miss  Maky  with  languishing  eyes.] 
There  is  —  er  —  such  a  woman  ! 

Miss  Mary  [aside']-     What  can  he  mean  ? 

Starbottle  [taking  seat  beside  her].  Allow  me,  Miss 
Mary,  a  few  moments  of  confidential  —  er  —  confidential 
disclosure.  To-day  is,  as  you  are  aware  —  the  day  on  which, 
according  to  —  er  —  agreement  between  parties,  my  friend 
and  client  Mr.  Morton,  St.,  formally  accepts  his  prodigal 
son.  It  is  my  —  er  —  duty  to  state  that  —  er  the  gentle- 
man who  has  for  the  past  year  occupied  that  position  has 
behaved  with  great  discretion,  and  —  er  —  fulfilled  his  part 
of  the  —  er  —  agreement.  But  it  would  —  er  —  appear 
that  there  has  been  a  —  er  —  slight  delusion  regarding  the 
identity  of  that  prodigal,  —  a  delusion  shared  by  all  the 
parties  except,  perhaps,  myself.  I  have  to  prepare  you  for 
a  shock.  The  gentleman  whom  you  have  recently  known 
as  Alexander  Morton,  Jr.,  is  not  the  prodigal  son ;  is  not 
your  —  er  —  cousin  ;  is,  in  fact,  no  relation  to  you.  Pre- 
pare yourself,  Miss  Mary,  for  a  little  disappointment,  — 
for  —  er  —  degradation.     The  genuine  son  has  been  —  er 

—  discovered  in  the  person  of  — er  —  low  menial  —  er  — 
vagabond,  —  "  Sandy,"  the  —  er  —  outcast  of  Ked  Gulch  ! 

Miss  Mary  [rising  in  astonishment].     Sandy  !    Then  he 

was  right.     [Aside.  ]    The  child  is  his,  and  that  woman  — 

Starbottle.     Compose  yourself,  Miss  Mary.     I  know  the 

—  er  —  effect  of  —  er  —  revelation  like  this  upon  —  er  — 
proud  and  aristocratic  nature.  Ged !  My  own,  I  assure 
you,  beats  in  —  er  —  responsive  indignation.  You  can  never 
consent  to  remain  beneath  this  roof,  and  —  er  —  receive  a  — 
er  —  vagabond  and  —  er  —  menial  on  equal  terms.  The 
. —  er  —  necessities  of  my  —  er  —  profession  may  —  er  — 
compel  me  ;  but  you  —  er  —  never  !  Holding  myself  —  er 
— er — responsible  for  having  introduced  you  here,  it  is  my 

—  er  —  duty  to  provide  you  with — another  home!  It  is 
my  —  er  — duty  to  protect  — 
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Miss  Mary  [aside].  Sandy  here,  and  beneath  this  roof! 
Why  has  he  not  sought  me  ?  Ah,  I  know  too  well :  he 
flare  not  face  me  with  his  child ! 

Starbottle  [aside].  She  turns  away  !  it  is  maiden  coy- 
ness. [Aloud.]  If,  Miss  Mary,  the  —  er  —  devotion  of  a 
lifetime  ;  if  the  —  er  —  chivalrous  and  respectful  adoration 
of  a  man  —  er  —  whose  record  is  —  er  —  not  unknown  in 
the  Court  of  Honor  [dropping  on  one  knee  with  excessive 
gallantry]  ;   if  the  —  er  —  measure  — 

Miss  Mary  [oblivious  of  Col.  Starbottle].  I  will  — 
I  must  see  him  !     Ah  !  [looking  L.J  he  is  coming  ! 

Enter  Sandy. 

Starbottle  [rising  with  great  readiness  and  tact].  I 
have  found  it  [presenting  flower].  It  had  fallen  beneath 
the  sofa. 

Sandy  [to  Miss  Mary,  stopping  short  in  embarrass- 
ment]. I  did  not  know  you —  I  —  I  thought  there  was  no 
one  here. 

Miss  Mary  [to  Staebottlb].  May  I  ask  you  to  excuse 
me  for  a  moment  ?  I  have  a  few  words  to  say  to  —  to  my 
cousin  ! 

Starbottle  bows  gallantly  to  Miss  Mary,  and  stiffly  to 
Sandy,  and  exit  r.  A  long  pause ;  Miss  Mary  re- 
mains seated  pulling  flowers,  Sandy  remains  standing 
by  wing,  foolish  and  embarrassed.     Business. 

Miss  Mary  [impatiently].     Well  ? 

Sandy  [slowly].  I  axes  your  pardon,  miss ;  but  you 
told  that  gentleman  you  had  a  few  words  —  to  say  to  me. 

Miss  Mary  [passionately,  aside]  Fool  !  [Aloud.] 
I  had  ;  but  I  am  waiting  to  first  answer  your  inquiries 
about  your  —  your — child.     I  have  fulfilled  my  trust,  sir. 

Sandy.     You  have,  Miss  Mary,  and  I  thank  you. 

Miss  Mary.     I  might  perhaps  have  expected  that  this 
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revelation  of  our  kinship  would  have  eome  from  other  lips 
than  a  stranger's  ;  but  —  no  matter !  I  wish  you  joy,  sir,  of 
your  heritage.  {Going.]  You  have  found  a  home,  sir,  at 
last,  for  yourself  and  —  and  —  your  child.     Good-day,  sir. 

Sandy.     Miss  Mary  ! 

Miss  Mary.  I  must  make  ready  to  receive  your  father's 
guests.  It  is  his  orders :  I  am  only  his  poor  relation. 
Good-by,  sir.  {Exit  L. 

Sandy  {watching  her].  She  is  gone  !  —  gone !  No ! 
She  has  dropped  on  the  sofa  in  the  ante-room,  and  is  cry- 
ing. Crying !  I  promised  Jack  I  would  n't  speak  until  the 
time  came.  •  I  '11  go  back.  {Hesitating,  and  looking  toward 
L.J  Poor  girl!  How  she  must  hate  me  !  I  might  just 
say  a  word,  one  word  to  thank  her  for  her  kindness  to 
Johnny,  —  only  one  word,  and  then  go  away.  I  —  I  — 
can  keep  from  liquor.  I  swore  I  would  to  Jack,  that  night 
I  saw  the  old  man  —  drunk,  —  and  I  have.  But  —  I  can't 
keep  —  from  —  her  !  No  —  damn  it !  [  Going  toward  l.] 
No  !  —  I  '11  go  !  {Exit  l. 

Enter  hurriedly  and  excitedly  Jovita,  e.,  followed   by 
Manuela. 

Jovita.     Where  is  she  ?     Where  is  he  ?  —  the  traitor  ! 

Manuela  {entreatingly].  Compose  yourself,  Dona  Jovita, 
for  the  love  of  God  I  This  is  madness  :  believe  me,  there 
is  some  mistake.  It  is  some  trick  of  an  enemy,  —  of  that 
ingrate,  that  coyote,  Concho,  who  hates  the  Don  Alexandre. 

Jovita.  A  trick  !  Call  you  this  a  trick  ?  Look  at  this 
paper,  put  into  my  hands  by  my  father  a  moment  ago. 
Eead  it.  Ah  !  listen.  {Beads.]  "  In  view  of  the  evident 
preferences  of  my  son  Alexander  Morton,  I  hereby  revoke 
my  consent  to  his  marriage  with  the  Dona  Jovita  Castro, 
and  accord  him  full  permission  to  woo  and  win  his  cousin, 
Miss  Mary  Morris  !  "  Call  you  this  a  trick,  eh  ?  No,  it  is 
their  perfidy  !    This  is  why  she  was  brought  here  on  the  eve 
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of  my  betrothal.  This  accounts  for  his  silence,  his  absence. 
Oh,  I  shall  go  mad  ! 

Manuela.  Compose  yourself,  miss.  If  I  am  not  deceived, 
there  is  one  here  who  will  aid  us,  —  who  will  expose  this 
deceit.  Listen  :  an  hour  ago,  as  I  passed  through  the  hall, 
I  saw  Diego,  our  old  Diego,  —  your  friend  and  confidant, 
Diego. 

Jovita.     The  drunkard  —  the  faithless  Diego  ! 

Manuela.  Never,  Miss  Jovita  ;  not  drunken  !  For  as 
he  passed  before  me,  he  was  as  straight,  as  upright,  as  fine 
as  your  lover.     Come,  miss,  we  will  seek  him. 

Jovita.     Never !      He,  too,  is  a  traitor. 

Manuela.  Believe  me,  no  !  Come,  Miss  Jovita.  [Look- 
ing toward  l.]     See,  he  is  there.     Some  one  is  with  him. 

Jovita  [looking].  You  are  right ;  and  it  is  she  —  she, 
Miss  Mary  !  What  ?  he  is  kissing  her  hand  !  and  she  — 
she,  the  double  traitress  —  drops  her  head  upon  his  shoul- 
der !     Oh,  this  is  infamy  ! 

Manuela.  Hush  !  Some  one  is  coming.  The  guests  are 
arriving.  They  must  not  see  you  thus.  This  way,  Miss 
Jovita,  —  this  way.  After  a  little,  a  little,  the  mystery 
will  be  explained.  [Taking  Jovita's  hand,  and  leading 
her  R.J 

Jovita  \_going~\.  And  this  was  the  correct  schoolmistress, 
the  preceptress  and  example  of  all  the  virtues  !  ha  !  [laugh- 
ing hysterically]  ha !        [Exeunt  Jovita  and  Manuela. 

Scene  6.  —  The  same.  Enter  Servant  ;  opens  folding- 
doors  c,  revealing  veranda,  and  view  of  distant  city 
beyond.  Stage,  fog  effect  from  without.  Enter  Star- 
bottle  and  Oakhurst,  r.,  in  full  evening  dress. 

Starbottle  [walking  towards  veranda].  A  foggy  even- 
ing for  our  anniversary. 

Oakhurst.  Yes.  [Aside.]  It  was  such  a  night  as  this 
I  first  stepped  into  Sandy's  place,  I  first  met  the  old  man. 
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Well,  it  will  be  soon  over.    [Aloud.]    You  have  the  papers 
and  transfers  all  ready  ? 

Starbottle.  In  my — er — pocket.  Mr.  Morton,  St., 
should  be  here  to  receive  his  guests. 

Oakhurst.  He  will  be  here  -  presently  :  until  then  the 
duty  devolves  on  me.  He  has  secluded  himself  even  from 
me !  [Aside.]  Perhaps  it  is  in  very  shame  for  his  recent 
weakness. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Don  Jose1  Castro,  Miss  Castro,  and  Miss 
Morris. 

Enter  Don  Jose  with  Jovita  and  Miss  Mart  on  either 
arm.  All  formally  salute  Me.  Oakhurst,  except  Miss 
Jovita,  who  turns  coldly  away,  taking  seat  remotely 
on  sofa.  Col.  Starbottle  gallantly  approaches  Miss 
Mary,  and  takes  seat  beside  her. 

Oakhurst  [aside].  They  are  here  to  see  my  punish- 
ment.    There  is  no  sympathy  even  in  her  eyes. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.     Mr.  Concepcion  Garcia  and  Mr.  Capper. 

Concho  [approaching  Oakhurst,  rubbing  his  hands']. 
I  wish  you  joy,  Mr.  Alexander  Morton  ! 

Oakhurst  {excitedly,  aside].  Shall  I  throw  him  from 
the  window  !     The  dog  !  —  even  he ! 

Capper  [approaching  Mr.  Oakhurst].  You  have 
done  well.  Be  bold.  I  will  see  you  through.  As  for  that 
man  [pointing  to  Concho],  leave  him  to  me  1  [Lays  his 
hand  on  Concho's  shoulder,  and  leads  him  to  sofa  r. 
Oakhurst  takes  seat  in  chair  l.  as  Sandy  enters  quietly 
from  door  l.,  and  stands  leaning  upon  his  chair.] 

Starbottle  [rising].  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  are  wait- 
ing only  for  the  presence  of  Mr.  Alexander  Morton,  Sr.  I 
regret  to  say  that  for  the  last  twenty-four  hours  —  he  has 
been  —  er  —  exceedingly  preoccupied  with  the  momentous 
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cares  of  the  —  er  —  occasion.     You  who  know  the  austere 
habits  of  my  friend  and  —  er  —  client  will  probably  under- 
stand that  he  may  be  at  this  very  moment  engaged  in  prayer- 
ful and  Christian  meditation,  invoking  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
previous  to  the  solemn  duties  of  —  er  —  er  —  to-night. 
Enter  Servant. 
Servant.     Mr.  Alexander  Morton,  Sr. 
Enter  Old  Morton,  drunk,  in  evening  costume,  cravat 
awry,  coat  half  buttoned  up,  and  half  surly,  half  idi- 
otic manner.     All  rise  in  astonishment.     Sandy  starts 
forward.     Oakhurst  pulls  him  back. 

Morton  {thickly"].  Don't  rishe  !  Don't  rishe  !  We  '11 
all  sit  down  !  How  do  you  do,  sir  ?  I  wish  ye  well,  miss. 
[Goes  around  and  laboriously  shakes  hands  with  every- 
body.] Now  lesh  all  take  a  drink !  lesh  you  take  a  drink, 
and  you  take  a  drink,  and  you  take  a  drink  ! 

Starbottle.     Permit  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  to  —  er 

—  explain  .-    our  friend  is  —  er  —  evidently  laboring  under 

—  er  —  er  —  accident  of  hospitality  !  In  a  moment  he  will 
be  himself. 

Old  Morton.  Hush  up  !  Dry  up  —  yourself  —  old 
turkey-cock  !     Eh ! 

Sandy  [despairingly].  He  will  not  understand  us  !  [To 
Starbottle.]  He  will  not  know  me !  "What  is  to  be 
done  ? 

Old  Morton.  Give  me  some  whishkey.  Lesh  all  take  a 
drink  !      [Enter  Servant  with  decanter  and  glasses.] 

Old  Morton  [starting  forward].    Lesh  all  take  a  drink  ! 

Sandy.     Stop ! 

Old  Morton  [recovering  himself  slightly].  Who  says 
stop  ?     Who  dares  countermand  my  ordersh  ? 

Concho  [coming  forward].  Who?  I  will  tell  you:  eh! 
eh  !  Di°go  —  dismissed  from  the  rancho  of  Don  Jose  for 
drunkenness  !     Sandy  —  the  vagabond  of  Red  Gulch  ! 
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Sandy  [ passionately  seizing  Old  Morton's  arm]. 
Yes,  Diego  —  Sandy  —  the  outcast  —  but,  God  help  me  1 
no  longer  the  drunkard.     I  forbid  you  to  touch  that  glass ! 

—  I,  your  son,  Alexander  Morton !  Yes,  look  at  me, 
father :  I,  with  drunkenness  in  iny  blood,  planted  by  you, 
fostered  by  you  —  I  whom  you  sought  to  save  —  I  —  I, 
stand  here  to  save  you!  Go!  [To  Servant.]  Go! 
While  he  is  thus,  I  —  I,  am  master  here  ! 

Old  Morton  [cowed  and  frightened].  That  voice! 
[Passing  his  hand  over  his  forehead."]  Am  I  dreaming  ? 
Aleck,  where  are  you  ?  Alexander,  speak,  I  command  you : 
is  this  the  truth  ? 

Oakhurst  [slowly].     It  is  ! 

Starbottle.  One  moment  —  a  single  moment :  permit 
me  to  —  er  —  er  —  explain.     The  gentleman  who  has  just 

—  er  —  dismissed  the  refreshment  is,  to  the  best  of  my 
legal  knowledge,  your  son.  The  gentleman  who  for  the 
past  year  has  so  admirably  filled  the  functions  of  that  office 
is  —  er  —  prepared  to  admit  this.  The  proofs  are  —  er  — 
conclusive.  It  is  with  the  —  er  —  intention  of  offering 
them,  and  —  er  —  returning  your  lawful  heir,  that  we  — 
er  —  are  here  to-night. 

Old  Morton  [rising  to  his  feet].  And  I  renounce  you 
both !  Out  of  my  house,  out  of  my  sight,  out  of  my  heart, 
forever  !     Go  !  liars,  swindlers,  confederates  !     Drunk  — 

Oakhurst  [retiring  slowly  with  Sandy],  We  are  going, 
sir! 

Old  Morton.  Go !  open  the  doors  there  wide,  wide 
enough  for  such  a  breadth  of  infamy  !  Do  you  hear  me  ? 
/  am  master  here  ! 

Stands  erect,  as  Oakhurst  and  Sandy,  hand  in  hand, 
slowly  retreat  backward  to  centre,  —  then  suddenly 
utters  a  cry,  and  falls  heavily  on  sofa.  Both  pause : 
Oakhurst   remains   quiet   and  motionless ;   Sandy, 
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after  a  momenfs  hesitation,  rushes  forward,  and  falls 
at  his  feet. 

Sandy,     father,  forgive  me! 

Old  Morton  [putting  his  hand  round  Sandy's  neck, 
and  motioning  him  to  door'].  Go !  both  of  you,  both 
of  you  !  \_Resisting  Sandy's  attempt  to  rise.]  Did  you 
hear  me  ?     Go  ! 

Starbottle.  Permit  me  to  —  explain.  Your  conduct, 
Mr.  Morton,  remind  me  of  sing'lar  incident  in  '47  — 

Old  Morton.     Silence  ! 

Oahhurst.  One  word,  Mr.  Morton !  Shamed  and  dis- 
graced as  I  am,  I  leave  this  roof  more  gladly  than  I  entered 
it.  How  I  came  here,  you  best  know.  How  I  yielded 
madly  to  the  temptation,  the  promise  of  a  better  life  ;  how 
I  fell,  through  the  hope  of  reformation,  —  no  one  should 
know  better  than  you,  sir,  the  reformer.  I  do  not  ask  your 
pardon.  You  know  that  I  did  my  duty  to  you  as  your  pre- 
sumed son.  Your  real  son  will  bear  witness  that,  from  the 
hour  I  knew  of  his  existence,  I  did  my  duty  equally  to  him. 
Colonel  Starbottle  has  all  the  legal  transfers  and  papers 
necessary  to  make  the  restoration  of  your  son  —  the  integ- 
rity of  your  business  name  —  complete.  I  take  nothing  out 
of  this  life  that  I  did  not  bring  in  it,  —  except  my  self- 
respect  !     I  go  —  as  I  came  —  alone  ! 

Jovita  [rushing  towards  him].  No  !  no  !  You  shall 
take  me  /  I  have  wronged  you,  Jack,  cruelly  ;  I  have 
doubted  you;  but  you  shall  not  go  alone.  I  care  not  for 
this  contract !  You  are  more  to  me,  by  your  own  right, 
Jack,  than  by  any  kinship  with  such  as  these  ! 

Oahhurst  [raising  her  gently].  I  thank  you,  darling. 
But  it  is  too  late  now.  To  be  more  worthy  of  you,  to  win 
you,  I  waived  the  title  I  had  to  you  in  my  own  manhood, 
to  borrow  another's  more  legal  claim.  I,  who  would  not 
win  you  as  a  gambler,  cannot  make  you  now  the  wife  of  a 
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convicted  impostor.  No  !  Hear  me,  darling  !  do  not  make 
my  disgrace  greater  than  it  is.  In  the  years  to  come,  Jo- 
vita,  think  of  me  as  one  who  loved  you  well  enough  to  go 
through  shame  to  win  you,  but  too  well  to  ask  you  to  share 
with  him  that  shame.  Farewell,  darling,  farewell !  [Re- 
leases himself  from  Jovita's  arms,  who  falls  beside 
him.] 

Concho  [rubbing/  his  hands,  and  standing  before  him']. 
Oho  !  Mr.  John  Oakhurst  —  eh  — was  it  for  this,  eh  —  you 
leaped  the  garden  wall,  eh  ?  was  it  for  this  you  struck  me 
down,  eh  ?  You  are  not  wise,  eh  ?  You  should  have  run 
away  with  the  Dona  when  you  could —  ah,  ah,  impostor ! 

Sandy  [leaping  to  his  feet].  Jack,  you  shall  not  go  ! 
I  will  go  with  you ! 

Oakhurst.  No  !  Your  place  is  there.  [Pointing  to 
Old  Mokton,  whose  head  has  sunk  drunkenly  on  his 
breast.]  Heed  not  this  man  ;  his  tongue  carries  only  the 
borrowed  lash  of  his  master. 

Concho.  Eh  !  you  are  bold  now  —  bold  ;  but  I  said  I 
would  have  revenge  —  ah,  revenge  t 

Sandy  [rushing  towards  him].     Coward  ! 

Don  Jose".  Hold  your  hand,  sir  !  Hold  !  I  allow  no 
one  to  correct  my  menials  but  myself.  Concho,  order  my 
carriage  ! 

Concho.     It  is  ready,  sir. 

Bon  Jose.  Then  lead  the  way  to  it,  for  my  daughter 
and  her  husband,  John  Oakhurst.  — Good  night,  Mr.  Mor- 
ton. I  can  sympathize  with  you ;  for  we  have  both  found 
a  son.  I  am  willing  to  exchange  my  dismissed  servant  for 
your  dismissed  partner. 

Starbottle  [advancing],  Ged,  sir,  I  respect  you  !  Ged, 
sir,  permit  me,  sir,  to  grasp  that  honorable  hand  ! 

Old  Morton  [excitedly].  He  is  right,  my  partner. 
What  have  I  done  !  The  house  of  Morton  &  Son  dissolved. 
The  man  known  as  my  partner  —  a  fugitive  !  No,  Alex- 
ander! 
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Starbottle.  One  moment  —  a  single  moment !  As  a 
lawyer,  permit  me  to  say,  sir,  that  the  whole  complication 
may  be  settled,  sir,  by  the  —  er  —  addition  of  —  er  — 
single  letter !  The  house  of  Morton  &  Son  shall  hereaftei 
read  Morton  &  Sons.  The  papers  for  the  legal  adoption  of 
Mr.  Oakhurst  are  —  er  —  in  my  pocket. 

Old  Morton  [more  soberly].  Have  it  your  own  way,  sir ! 
Morton  &  Sons  be  it.  Hark  ye,  Don  Jose" !  We  are  equal 
at  last.     But  —  hark  ye,  Aleck  !     How  about  the  boy,  eh  ? 

—  my  grandson,  eh  ?    Is  this  one  of  the  sons  by  adoption  ? 
Sandy  [embarrassedly].     It  is  my  own,  sir. 

Capper  [advancing].  He  can  with  safety  claim  it ;  for 
the  mother  is  on  her  way  to  Australia  with  her  husband. 

Old  Morton.     And  the  school  ma'am,  eh  ? 

Miss  Mary.  She  will  claim  the  usual  year  of  probation 
for  your  prodigal,  and  then  — 

Sandy.     God  bless  ye,  Miss  Mary  ! 

Old  Morton.  I  am  in  a  dream  !  But  the  world  —  my 
friends  —  my  patrons  —  how  can  I  explain  ? 

Starbottle.  I  will  —  er  —  explain.  [Advancing  slowly 
to  front  —  to  audience."]  One  moment  —  er — a  single 
moment !  If  anything  that  has  —  er  —  transpired  this 
evening  —  might  seem  to  you,  ladies  and  gentlemen  —  er 

—  morally  or  —  er  —  legally  —  or  honorably  to  require  — 
er  —  apology  or  —  er  —  explanation  !  —  permit  me  to  say 

—  that    I  —  Colonel    Culpepper    Starbottle^    hold    myself 
responsible  —  er  —  personally  responsible. 

Capper.  Concho. 

Old  Morton.   Sandy.   Miss  Mary.   Don  Jose.   Jovita.   Oakhubst 

Col.  Starbottle. 

[Curtain.] 
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INTKODUCTION 

This  volume  is  the  outgrowth  of  many  years'  research  on 
a  Bibliography  of  Bret  Harte.  It  was  while  searching  my 
fortunately  acquired  files  of  old  Californian  newspapers  that 
the  vast  amount  of  hitherto  uncollected  work  of  Bret  Harte 
became  apparent.  The  value  of  this  material  and  the  belief 
in  its  interest  to  the  public  created  the  desire  to  publish 
Harte's  immature  and  unrevised  poems  and  prose,  as  well 
as  some  of  his  later  work  which  so  far  has  not  found  a  place 
in  his  collected  writings. 

It  has  been  thought  best  to  arrange  these  items  in  the 
order  of  their  original  appearance,  subdividing  them  into  the 
periods  to  which  they  naturally  belong.  The  "  Early  Poems 
and  Prose"  up  to  1865,  although  written  during  Harte's 
formative  period,  show  even  at  this  early  time  the  same 
genius  which  we  find  later  in  more  finished  form.  The 
"  Poems  of  Local  Interest "  have  been  so  called  because 
they  deal  solely  with  Californian  events.  The  "Civil  War 
Poems"  are  Harte's  expressions  on  the  passing  events  of 
that  great  struggle.  "Later  Poems  and  Prose"  comprise 
such  of  his  writings  after  he  left  California  as  also  have  not 
been  included  in  his  collected  works.  Wherever  the  mean- 
ing of  the  poems  and  prose  would  otherwise  be  obscure,  the 
compiler  has  given  the  place  and  circumstances  under  which 
they  were  written.  Alterations  or  corrections  in  no  case, 
however,  have  been  made  in  the  text. 

No  attempt  will  be  made  to  give  a  biography  of  Bret 
Harte,  —  that  has  already  been  ably  done  by  Mr.  Henry  C. 
Merwin,  —  but  some  account  should  be  given  here  of  Harte's 
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early  contributions  to  the  press  of  San  Francisco.  That  so 
little  has  been  written  of  this  part  of  Bret  Harte's  career 
may  have  seemed  strange  to  the  casual  reader,  but  when  he 
takes  the  following  facts  into  consideration,  the  solution  be- 
comes apparent.  Harte's  early  literary  work  was  done  prin- 
cipally while  he  was  on  the  staff  of  the  Golden  Era  and 
the  Californian.  The  difficulty  of  obtaining  the  data  re- 
garding his  connections  with  these  periodicals  is  the  reason 
for  the  obscurity  of  his  early  literary  work.  Even  before 
the  earthquake  fire  which  destroyed  the  libraries  of  San 
Francisco,  no  complete  file  of  either  of  these  periodicals 
could  be  found.  Mrs.  Cumings  in  her  Story  of  the  Files 
says,  "  The  complete  file  of  the  old  journal  [the  Golden 
Era~\  is  no  longer  in  existence.  Since  the  day  spent  by  the 
writer  in  going  over  the  files,  the  columns  have  been  riddled 
and  scissored  mercilessly.  The  heart  of  the  volumes  has 
been  cut  out  piecemeal,  and  only  the  wretched  skeleton  is 
left.  A  new  paper  was  to  have  been  started  with  these  clip- 
pings from  the  past  .  .  .  but  it  came  to  naught."  Of  the 
Californian  she  says  :  "The  Californian  lived  to  be  three 
years  old  and  has  never  died.  In  tracing  the  history  of  Cali- 
fornian publications  the  memory  of  Charles  Henry  "Webb's 
paper  of  the  early  sixties  maintains  a  surprising  vitality.  It 
made  a  strong  impression  at  that  time,  which  continues 
to-day.  But  not  a  word  can  be  found  in  the  printed  page  to 
tell  of  its  existence: — it  is  always  in  men's  memories  that 
it  has  its  abiding  place." 

The  writer  was  happily  able  to  acquire  files  of  both  these 
papers,  and  it  is  due  to  this  good  fortune  that  Harte's  early 
literary  work  is  now  republished.  From  the  pages  of  these 
old  file's,  and  some  other  Californian  periodicals,  we  are 
able  to  give  a  chronological  sketch  of  his  early  writings. 
His  first  literary  effort,  Harte  says,  "  was  at  the  mature  age 
of  eleven,"  before  his  arrival  in  California.  He  says  it  was 
"  a  bit  of  satirical  verse  entitled  'Autumn  Musings,' "  but 
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so  far  the  compiler  has  heen  unable  to  find  any  record  or 
copy  of  the  poem.  Apparently  this  is  lost.  It  has  been 
generally  believed  that  Harte's  first  known  poem  was  "  Do- 
lores "  which  he  sent  as  "  a  California  Poetical  Venture " 
to  the  editor  of  the  Knickerbocker,  or  New  York  Monthly 
Magazine.  The  poem  appeared  in  that  magazine  in  Jan- 
uary, 1858.  This  idea,  however,  is  erroneous,  for  we  must 
go  back  almost  a  year  in  the  files  of  the  Golden  Era,  where 
on  March  1,  1857,  appears  the  poem,  "  The  Valentine," 
which  is  perhaps  his  very  first  California  "  venture."  Dur- 
ing this  year  he  contributed  to  the  Era  eight  other  poems, 
all  of  which,  of  course,  precede  "Dolores." 

At  this  time,  the  latter  part  of  the  summer  of  1857, 
Harte  wrote  his  first  prose,  a  series  of  letters  to  the  Golden 
Era,  entitled  "A  Trip  up  the  Coast."  These  were  long 
letters  descriptive  of  the  places  he  visited  and  would  be  of 
no  particular  interest  to  the  present-day  reader.  The  follow- 
ing extract  is,  perhaps,  the  most  interesting  portion :  — 

A  month  or  two  ago  I  resolved  to  leave  San  Francisco.  I  had 
grown  wearied  of  an  endless  repetition  of  dirty  streets,  sand  hills, 
bricks  and  mortar.  The  smiling  but  vacant  serenity  of  the  morn- 
ing skies,  the  regular  annoyance  of  afternoon  gales  and  evening 
fogs,  had  become  contemptuously  familiar.  I  sought  a  change 
of  clime.  .  .  .  Uniontown,  through  its  adolescence  —  a  mere 
yearling  grazing  on  the  country  pastures  —  possesses  a  certain 
stamina  and  stability,  in  this  country,  alas  I  too  unfrequently  met. 
California  towns  and  villages  have  an  unsubstantial,  temporary 
look  in  keeping  with  their  ephemeral  character.  But  here  is  a 
reminiscence,  faint  though  it  may  be,  in  the  white  cottages  and 
green  lawns,  the  neat,  substantial,  and  well-ordered  farms,  of  New 
England  propriety  and  Eastern  homes.  It  is  true,  the  Bedouin- 
like, roving,  vagabond  disposition  of  Our  people  is  growing  less 
noticeable;  but  it  will  be  some  time  yet  before  "home"  will  have 
any  other  than  its  usual  California  significance  —  the  "States." 
...  I  started  with  a  pleasant  party  for  Eel  River.  It  was  one 
of  those  glorious,  smoky,  hazy  days  so  rare  to  these  bright,  blue 
skies,  resembling  the  Indian  summer  of  the  Northern  States,  and 
carrying  me  back  to  the  fairy  hills,  dreamy  uplands,  and  pleasant 
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valleys  of  the  Catskills.  It  was  a  Sabbath,  so  like  those  doubly- 
blessed  ones,  years  past,  that  in  my  fancy  I  could  hear  the  church- 
bells  ringing  lazily  out  of  the  soft  valleys,  and  swelling  into  a 
subdued  and  dreamy  music,  all  in  harmony  with  the  drowsy 
landscape  :  one  of  those  days,  when,  a  child,  I  no  longer  doubted 
or  wondered  that  on  such  had  Rip  Van  Winkle  closed  his  eyes 
and  never  cared  to  wake.  But  with  this  rare  similitude  of  clime 
the  scenery  was  widely  different.  For  hours  we  rode  through 
long  aisles  of  tall  redwoods,  some  of  their  pillared  shafts  measur- 
ing twenty-five  feet  in  diameter  at  their  base  and  towering  away 
two  and  three  hundred  feet  above  us. 

Brushing  away  the  tangled  salmon  bushes,  with  their  exquisitely- 
tinted  berries  yet  dripping  with  dew,  leaping  the  fallen  trees  when 
practicable,  or  making  a  longer  detour  in  compliment  to  some 
forest  monarch  which  in  dethroned  majesty  still  blocked  the  way, 
and  catching  glimpses  of  the  river  through  the  waving  elders, 
with  the  stillness  broken  only  by  the  jingling  spurs  and  trap- 
pings, we  at  length  emerged  upon  the  open  beach.  .  .  .  The  long- 
sustained,  heavy  and  unbroken  swell,  traversing  an  entire  hemi- 
sphere, rose  and  fell  at  our  very  feet.  In  the  track  of  the  setting 
sun,  the  distant  shores  of  Japan  and  the  far  Cathay  were  washed 
by  the  self-same  waters.  Far  to  the  south  the  narrow  line  of  sea 
beach  stretched  away,  diminishing  to  a  silver  thread  in  the  dis- 
tance, till  it  melted  into  the  hazy  upland.  Humboldt  Lighthouse 
stood,  like  the  forgotten  sentinel  of  Pompeii,  in  the  midst  of  soli- 
tude and  desolation.  Low  sand  hills  rising  behind  us  shut  out 
the  view,  and  contributed  to  the  feeling  of  utter  isolation  which 
gradually  took  possession  of  our  little  party.  .  .  .  We  were  pro- 
ceeding at  a  pleasant  canter,  when  suddenly  B.,  riding  a  little 
out  from  the  rest,  dashed  into  the  surf  in  a  frantic  manner,  exe- 
cuted some  surprising  demisaults,  hung  for  a  moment  beneath 
the  saddle,  and  then  returned  to  us,  dripping  like  a  merman,  and 
holding  high  above  him  some  black  object — the  waif  he  had 
recovered  from  the  dashing  spray.  What  do  you  think  it  was? 
What  would  impel  a  sane  individual,  never  suspected  of  reckless- 
ness, to  such  an  act  ?  Was  it  a  casket  ?  Or  a  plethoric  pocket- 
book  —  the  rejected  god  cast  back  at  its  worshiper's  feet !  None 
of  these.  A  child's  shoe  !  a  tiny  worn-out  and  patched  morocco 
gaiter—  that  was  all  !  It  passed  from  man  to  man  without  com- 
ment.  Of  that  group  two  were  fathers,  and  one  had  passed  a 
long  exile  from  a  happy  hearth  thousands  of  miles  away.  As  lie 
took  up  that  little  bit  of  leather  and  prunella,  do  you  think  he 
saw  only  the  long,  white  beach,  and  the  vacant  expanse  of  sky 
and  water  1    Or  did  his  fancy  con  j  ure  up  a  misty,  tearful  vision  of 
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sunny  curls,  love-lit  eyes,  graceful  figure,  and  fairy  feet  rising  out 
of  that  little  shoe,  as  the  genii  rose  from  Solomon's  sealed  casket, 
in  the  Arabian  story?  Was  it  the  spray,  think  you,  that  moistened 
his  eyes,  as  he  gazed,  and  coursed  down  the  toil-worn  furrows  of 
his  cheek  ?  There  was  no  time  to  inquire.  The  episode  of  a 
moment's  duration  was  over,  the  shadow  had  passed,  and  in  the 
clear  sunlight  and  fresh  sea  breeze  we  journeyed  on. 

These  letters  to  the  Golden  Era,  excepting  a  poem  "  The 
Bailie  o'  Perth,"  are  the  only  work  of  Harte's  which  we 
have  for  the  time  he  was  absent  from  San  Francisco.  He 
had  gone  to  a  place  called  Uniontown,  and  it  is  said  that  he 
worked  while  there  on  the  Humboldt  Times.  It  is  known 
that  he  acted  as  assistant  to  the  editor  of  the  Northern 
Calif ornian,  a  weekly  paper  published  for  a  short  time  at 
Eureka,  the  county  seat  of  Humboldt  County.  If  files  of 
either  of  these  papers  for  that  period  were  in  existence  some 
good  work  might  have  been  preserved.  Perhaps,  however, 
he  did  very  little  literary  work,  for  at  this  time  in  the  office 
of  the  Northern  Californian,  he  learned  the  printer's  trade 
and  also  spent  considerable  time  at  other  occupations.  When 
he  returned  to  San  Francisco  he  worked  for  a  time  as  a  com- 
positor on  the  Golden  Era,  and  in  an  article  contributed  to 
that  paper  entitled  "  Wanted  a  Printer  "  he  sets  down  his 
impressions  as  a  typesetter. 

"  My  Metamorphosis,"  Harte's  first  story,  was  contributed 
to  the  Golden  Era  in  April,  1860,  shortly  after  his  return 
to  San  Francisco.  From  this  time  until  the  establishment 
of  the  Californian  in  1864  his  literary  work  on  the  Era, 
was  almost  continuous.  Poems,  stories,  and  prose  followed 
each  other  in  rapid  succession.  One  of  these  stories,  "  The 
Work  on  Red  Mountain,"  appeared  in  December,  1860. 
This  is  Harte's  well-known  story  of  "  M'liss,"  which  was 
included  in  his  early  collected  works.  The  fact  that  this 
story  was  rewritten  and  published  again  in  the  same  peri- 
odical, calls  for  some  explanation  which  we  might  make  at 
this  time.     Joseph  Lawrence,  the  editor  of  the  Era,  was 
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perhaps  the  first  of  the  many  admirers  of  Melissa  Smith,  and 
he  insisted  that  this  rough  little  diamond  deserved  a  better  set- 
ting. He  wanted  the  story  lengthened  and  strengthened,  and 
the  title  to  be  "  M'liss."  So  with  a  long  notice  and  a  loud 
trumpeting,  and  a  special  woodcut  heading,  " '  M'liss,'  an 
Idyl  of  Eed  Mountain,  by  '  Bret,'  one  of  the  best  writers  of 
romance  in  America,"  began  as  a  serial  story  in  the  issue  of 
September  20,  1863.  It  was  to  be  "  completed  in  twenty- 
four  numbers."  In  point  of  fact  it  was  completed  in  ten 
numbers,  but  they  were  at  times  numbers  of  weeks  apart. 
He  had  intended  to  rewrite  the  original  story  as  oppor- 
tunity offered  and  furnish  the  copy  from  week  to  week. 
Chapter  eight  he  devotes  to  a  humorous  explanation  of  why 
"  he  hesitates  to  go  on."  The  rewritten  version  is  found 
in  the  present-day  collected  writings. 

To  the  Golden  Era  for  the  years  1860  and  1861  Harte 
contributed  weekly  a  long  list  of  papers  on  passing  events 
under  the  pen-name  of  "The  Bohemian."  His  work  on 
that  paper  was  so  voluminous  that  he  resorted  to  a  num- 
ber of  noms-de-plume :  "Jefferson  Brick,"  "J.  Keyser," 
"  Alexis  Puffer,"  and  other  names  which  he  had  introduced 
in  his  Bohemian  papers.  During  1862  and  1863  these 
papers  were  continued  in  slightly  different  form.  The 
majority,  however,  are  of  such  ephemeral  interest,  being 
accounts  of  local  events  at  that  time,  that  taken  out  of  their 
place  they  have  little  meaning  and  we  do  not  include  them 
in  this  volume.  Some  of  the  later  Bohemian  papers  which 
were  on  more  general  topics  he  included  in  his  collected 
works.  The  following  extract  may  be  of  interest  here  as 
showing  the  style  of  these  early  papers :  — 

That  rare  combination  of  quick  perceptive  faculties  with  great 
reflective  power,  sometimes  exhibited  in  a  single  individual, 
always  produces  in  my  mind  feelings  of  awe  and  astonishment 
I  remember  that  as  an  infant  I  exhibited  a  disposition  to  "  take 
notice"  early,  and  have  since  been  called  aa  "observing  young 
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man,"  but  I  don't  see  that  this  faculty,  unsupported,  has  been  of 
any  service  to  me.  So  I  have  lately  been  cultivating  a  reflective 
and  reasoning  style  from  my  friend  Puffer.  Now  Puffer  is  the 
antithesis  of  myself,  and  thinks  about  everything  and  sees  noth- 
ing. We  get  along  very  well  together,  and  help  each  other  like 
the  two  gifted  young  men  ' '  Sharp  Eyes  "  and  "Big  Head  "  in  the 
fairy  tale.  In  combination  we  are  enabled  to  follow  a  very  respect- 
able train  of  reasoning  and  deduction  from  established  fact.  Let 
me  give  you  a  single  instance.  Puffer  and  myself  were  walk- 
ing down  Montgomery  Street.  I  saw  a  dog  with  a  stumpy  tail. 
Somebody  threw  something  nice  to  the  dog  with  a  stumpy  tail 
and  the  dog  with  a  stumpy  tail  wagged  his  tail  violently.  I  then 
remarked  to  Puffer  that  I  had  noticed  that  dogs  with  short  or 
stumpy  tails  wagged  them  much  harder  than  dogs  with  long  tails. 
This  remark  set  Puffer  to  thinking.  The  next  day  he  handed  me 
the  following,  written  on  a  laTge  sheet  of  paper.  "A  dog  with 
a  short  tail  will  wag  his  tail  much  more  rapidly  than  a  dog  with 
a  long  tail.  As  with  a  pendulum,  the  same  force  required  to  de- 
scribe a  certain  cycloid  if  applied  to  a  lesser  one  will  produce  a 
quicker  vibration  of  the  pendulum  (or  tail).  Dogs  being  igno- 
rant of  natural  philosophy,  apply  the  same  power  to  tails  of  un- 
equal length.  Hence  the  velocity  of  a  dog's  tail  in  wagging  may 
be  considered  in  inverse  proportion  to  the  length  of  the  tail.  The 
ethical  supposition  that  a  dog  with  a  short  tail  is  more  susceptible 
of  gratitude,  is  pleasing  but  erroneous.  We  have  here  a  beauti- 
ful illustration  of  the  reconcilability  of  sentiment  and  expression. 
That  principle  which  is  denied  the  form  of  dignity  and  grandeur, 
may  be  exhibited  in  vivacity  and  cheerfulness.  —  A.P."  I  thought 
that  was  n't  bad  for  Puffer. 


As  early  as  1862  appears  in  these  files  the  first  of  Harte's 
"Condensed  Novels"  :  "  Victor  Hugo's  New  Gospel  'Les 
Miserables ' ;  Fantine  Done  into  English  from  the  French 
of  Victor  Hugo  —  par  J.  Keyser."  This  was  soon  followed 
by  "La  Femme"  and  others.  All  of  those  which  he  deemed 
worthy  have  been  republished  by  him. 

By  this  time  the  Civil  War  was  the  dominant  theme 
throughout  the  land,  and  Harte's  loyalty  to  the  Union  found 
expression  in  the  large  number  of  poems  contributed  to  the 
Era  in  1862-63,  and  later  in  the  Daily  Evening  Bulle- 
tin and  the  Californian.     Mr.  James  T.  Fields,  the  poet, 
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complimented  this  loyalty  by  prefacing  the  reading  of  a 
poem  of  Harte's  some  years  after  the  war  with  the  follow- 
ing words :  — 

"If  the  poet  whose  absence  to-day  we  deplore, 

Had  struck  but  one  note  for  his  country's  disgrace, 
If  his  lyre  had  betrayed  you,  ye  heroes  of  war, 

I  could  not  and  would  not  stand  here  in  his  place. 

"But  his  soul  was  responsive  to  all  that  was  grand, 
And  his  loyal  young  spirit  leaped  up  in  a  flame  ; 
And  he  fought  with  the  pen  for  his  dear  struggling  land, 
As  you  with  your  swords,  sons  of  glory  and  fame. 

"And  so,  for  my  friend,  I  will  take  up  his  song, 
And  give  it  a  voice,  though,  alas  !  not  its  own. 
To  him  the  quaint  verse  and  the  genius  belong  ; 
To  me  but  the  accents  of  friendship  alone," 

The  Golden  Era  would  doubtless  have  published  Harte'g 
contributions  for  many  years  longer  had  it  not  been  for  the 
influence  of  one  Charles  Henry  Webb,  who  left  the  edito- 
rial staff  of  the  New  York  Times  and  went  to  California 
in  1863,  and  contributed  to  the  Era  under  the  pen- 
name  of  "Inigo."  Webb,  or  John  Paul,  as  he  sometimes 
termed  himself,  was  not  long  in  convincing  himself  and  a 
few  others  that  there  was  need  of  another  weekly  periodical 
in  San  Francisco,  and  so,  in  May,  1864,  when  the  Califor* 
nian  was  launched,  Bret  Harte  unreservedly  threw  in  his 
lot  with  the  others,  and  stood  by  the  paper,  even  after  Webb 
gave  up  his  interest  in  it  and  went  back  to  New  York. 

"  I  was  —  and  am  —  rather  proud  of  that  paper,"  wrote 
Webb  some  eight  or  nine  years  later.  "  It  represented  con- 
siderable of  my  money  and  a  good  deal  of  my  time,  for  all 
of  which  I  had  nothing  to  show.  To  the  Californian  un^ 
der  my  management,  many  who  have  since  obtained  wide- 
spread reputations  contributed,  and  it  was  called  consider- 
able of  a  paper,  to  be  published  so  far  away  from  Boston. 
True,  the  contributors  never  received  much  pay  for  their 
work,  and  no  flattering  inducement  of  more  was  ever  held 
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out  to  them ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  they  did  not  have  to 
pay  anything  for  the  privilege  of  expressing  themselves 
weekly,  and  this  was  a  blessed  immunity  which  never  fell 
to  my  lot  while  owning  the  paper." 

In  September,  1864,  when  Webb  resigned  from  the  paper 
and  Bret  Harte  succeeded  him  as  editor,  he  said,  "In  say- 
ing good-bye,  I  do  not  intend  to  perpetuate  a  bad  sell.  My 
position  has  been  a  very  pleasant  one.  I  had  not  much 
salary,  it  is  true,  in  fact  none  at  all,  but  then  I  had  con- 
stant employment,  and  what  more  could  be  desired  ?  The 
journal  is  now  in  a  flourishing  condition,  and  I  leave  it. 
It  has  for  some  time  been  paying  its  own  expenses,  and 
they  tell  me  that  the  question  of  its  paying  mine  is  simply 
a  matter  of  time.  To  me  it  looks  like  a  matter  of  eternity. 
And  as  life  is  brief,  I  intend  to  take  the  present  opportunity 
and  go  a-fishing.  The  journal  passes  into  hands  eminently 
capable  of  conducting  it.  In  the  editor  the  readers  will 
recognize  one  whose  graceful  contributions  to  this  and  other 
journals  have  already  made  his  name  a  household  word  on 
this  coast." 

Bret  Harte  from  the  inception  of  the  Califomian  had 
been  contributing  to  almost  every  issue.  Much  of  this 
work,  contrary  to  his  custom,  was  without  signature.  He 
had  always  signed  his  stories  and  poems  "  Bret,"  "H.," 
"  F.  B.  H.,"  etc.,  or  with  one  of  his  numerous noms-de-plume. 
In  an  editorial  at  that  time  he  says :  "  It  was  the  inten- 
tion of  the  proprietors  to  make  the  paper  purely  impersonal, 
and  that  any  fame  or  credit  which  it  might  evoke  from 
abroad  should  accrue  to  the  interests  of  the  journal  alone. 
For  that  purpose  the  author  was  willing  to  merge  his  indi- 
viduality in  that  of  The  Californian.  But  the  project 
failed  signally.  The  articles  were  copied  without  credit  or 
belief  in  their  originality."  With  the  completion  of  the 
first  volume,  the  ownership  of  the  paper  changed  hands 
and  Harte  retired  from  the  editorial  chair.    Webb  returned 
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from  his  "  fishing  trip "  and  again  became  the  editor,  a 
position  which  he  held  until  April,  1865.  Bret  Harte, 
though  not  reassuming  the  editorship,  assisted  in  the  edito- 
rial work,  and  continued  writing  for  the  paper  from  week  to 
week.  On  April  22,  1865,  the  paper  went  into  mourning 
for  Abraham  Lincoln,  and  one  of  Harte's  contributions  to 
that  issue  appears  on  the  editorial  page,  entitled  "  Our  Last 
Offering." 

While  it  is  true  that  Bret  Harte  contributed  at  times  to 
other  Californian  papers,  notably  the  Daily  Evening  Bul- 
letin, Alta  California,  the  News  Letter,  etc.,  the  bulk  of 
his  work  was  done  on  the  Golden  Era  and  the  Californian. 
The  last-named  paper  was  really  the  nucleus  from  which 
sprang  the  Overland  Monthly,  with  Harte  as  editor  from 
its  beginning  in  July,  1868,  until  December,  1870.  Much 
has  been  written  of  this  periodical,  containing  as  it  did,  the 
contributions  that  first  brought  him  to  the  notice  of  the 
Eastern  world  and  made  him  famous. 

It  is  more  than  likely  that  a  large  number  of  the  poems 
and  prose  contained  in  this  volume  would  have  been  lost 
had  they  not  been  embodied  in  the  present  edition.  A 
popular  author  might  sometimes  wish,  at  an  advanced  period 
in  his  career,  that  some  of  his  earlier  products  had  been 
lost  sight  of.  It  is  not  known  that  this  was  the  view  held 
by  Bret  Harte,  nor  the  reason  for  their  non-appearance  in 
his  collected  works.  It  is  altogether  likely  that  he  brought 
together  and  used  such  of  his  work  as  was  at  the  time 
available.  He  always  had  enough  material  for  his  constantly 
appearing  books  and  so  did  little  searching  for  anything 
which  was  not  at  hand. 

We  offer  this  volume  to  the  enthusiasts  and  collectors 
and  to  the  casual  reader  and  lover  of  Bret  Harte,  in  the  be- 
lief that  they  will  derive  much  pleasure  from  the  perusal 
of  the  same,  and  in  the  hope  that  it  may  be  of  interest 
not  only  for  the  material  it  contains  but  for  the  manner  in 
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•which  it  shows  the  gradual  development  of  the  author.  It 
is  a  curious  coincidence  that  this  volume,  primarily  a  com- 
pilation of  unpublished  work,  should  include  so  much  of  the 
author's  writings  and  show  this  development  to  such  an  as- 
tonishing degree.  Harte's  popularity  has  been  great.  This 
volume,  we  hope,  will  inspire  a  still  greater  love  and  appre- 
ciation of  his  writings. 


EARLY  PROSE 

STORIES 
1860-IS65 


STORIES  AND  POEMS 

MY  METAMOEPHOSIS1 

(Bret  Harte's  First  Story) 

When  I  left  the  Academy  of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Blather- 
skite, after  four  years'  board  and  educational  experience,  it 
was  with  a  profound  confidence  in  books  and  a  supreme  con- 
tempt for  the  world  —  in  which  cosmogony  I  included  all 
kinds  of  practical  institutions.  With  a  strong  poetical 
imagination,  a  memory  saturated  with  fictitious  narrative, 
and  a  sensitive  temperament  full  of  salient  angles  not  yet 
rubbed  off  by  contact  with  society,  I  easily  glided  into  the 
following  adventure. 

The  great  vagabond  principle  peculiar  to  such  tempera- 
ments led  me  to  wander.  A  love  for  the  beautiful  made  me 
an  artist.  A  small  patrimony  sufficed  my  wants ;  and  so, 
one  day,  I  found  myself  loitering,  pencil  and  sketch  book 
in  hand,  in  one  of  the  pleasantest  midland  counties  in 
England. 

Near  the  village  where  I  tarried,  a  noble  estate  spread 
over  the  country.  All  that  the  refined  taste  of  a  great 
family  —  whose  wealth  was  incalculable  —  had  gathered  in 
successive  generations,  lay  in  that  ancestral  park.  The  same 
liberal  spirit  which  had  adorned  it,  opened  its  gates  to  the 
curious  stranger ;  and  here  it  was  that  I  picked  up  many 
a  woodland  sketch,  a  study,  a  suggestive  grouping  of  light 
and  shadow,  which  you  may  see  in  those  two  pictures  num- 
bered in  the  catalogue  of  the  Academy  of  Design  respec- 
tively as  Nos.  190006  and  190007,  and  to  which  the  "Art 
i  Golden  Era,  April  29,  1860. 
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Journal "  so  favorably  alluded  as  "  the  happiest  pre-Eaphael- 
ite  effort  of  the  gifted  Van  Daub." 

One  July  afternoon,  —  the  air  had  that  quivering  inten- 
sity of  heat,  which  I  think  is  as  palpable  to  sight  as  feel- 
ing, —  after  a  quiet  stroll  in  the  park,  I  reached  the  margin 
of  a  sylvan  lake.  A  lawn,  girdled  by  oaks  and  beeches, 
loped  toward  it  in  a  semicircle  for  some  few  hundred  feet, 
.nd  its  margin  was  decorated  with  statuary.  Here  was  Diana 
.,nd  her  hounds,  Actseon,  Pan  and  pipe,  Satyrs,  Fauns,  Naiads, 
Dryads,  and  numberless  deities  of  both  elements.  The  spot 
.vas  rural,  weird,  and  fascinating.  I  threw  myself  luxuri- 
jusly  on  the  sward  beside  it. 

I  had  forgotten  to  mention  a  strong  predilection  of  mine. 
I  was  passionately  fond  of  swimming.  The  air  was  op- 
prsssive — the  surface  of  the  lake  looked  cool  and  tempting; 
thsre  was  nothing  to  prevent  an  indulgence  of  my  propen- 
sity but  the  fear  of  interruption.  The  knowledge  that  the 
family  were  absent  from  the  mansion,  that  few  strangers  passed 
thai  way,  and  the  growing  lateness  of  the  hour  determined  me. 
I  divested  myself  of  my  garments  on  the  wooded  margin,  and 
plunged  boldly  in.  How  deliciously  the  thirsty  pores  drank 
up  the  pure  element!  I  dived.  I  rolled  over  like  a  dol- 
phin. I  swam  to  the  opposite  side,  by  the  lawn,  and  among 
ths  v/hispering  reeds  I  floated  idly  on  my  back,  glancing  at 
ihs  statues,  and  thinking  of  the  quaint  legends  which  had 
shadowed  them  forth.  My  mind  enthusiastically  dwelt  upon 
the  pleasures  of  its  sensuous  life.  "Happy,''  said  I,  "were 
the  days  when  Naiads  sported  iu  these  waters  !  Blest  were 
the  innocent  and  peaceful  Dryads  who  inhabited  the  boles 
of  yonder  oaks.  Beautiful  was  the  sentiment,  and  exquisite 
the  fancy  which  gave  to  each  harmonious  element  of  nature 
a  living  embodiment."  Alas,  if  I  had  only  been  content 
with  thinking  this  nonsense !  But  then  it  was  that  the  fol- 
lowing solemnly  ridiculous  idea  took  possession  of  me.  A 
few  strokes  brought  me  to  the  bank,  and  gathering  some 
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alder  boughs,  I  twined  their  green  leaves  intermixed  with 
rushes  around  my  loins.  A  few  more  I  twisted  into  a 
wreath  around  my  foolish  cranium.  Thus  crowned,  I  sur- 
veyed myself  with  unmixed  satisfaction  in  the  watery  mir- 
ror. I  might  have  been  Actseon  in  person,  or  a  graceful 
Dryad  of  the  masculine  gender.  The  illusion  in  either  case 
was  perfect. 

I  was  still  looking  when  I  was  startled  at  the  sound  of 
voices.  Conceive  of  my  dismay  on  turning  around  and  per- 
ceiving a  crowd  of  well-dressed  ladies  and  gentlemen,  scat- 
tered in  groups  about  the  lawn.  It  at  once  rushed  upon  my 
mind  that  the  family  had  returned  with  company.  What 
was  to  be  done  ?  My  clothes  were  on  the  opposite  shore. 
An  open  space  intervening  between  myself  and  the  woods 
rendered  escape  in  that  direction  impossible  without  detec- 
tion. As  yet  I  was  unperceived.  But  a  party  of  both 
sexes  were  approaching  by  a  path  which  led  directly  toward 
me.  I  looked  around  in  anguish.  A  few  feet  from  me 
arose  a  pyramidal  pedestal  of  some  .statue;  but  Time,  the 
iconoclast,  had  long  ago  tumbled  the  battered  monolith  into 
the  lake.  A  brilliant  idea  struck  me.  I  had  got  myself 
into  this  horrible  scrape  by  the  foolish  impersonation  of  my 
fancy;  I  resolved  to  free  myself  by  its  aid.  The  pedestal 
was  about  eight  feet  in  height.  To  scale  this  and  place 
myself  in  attitude  was  but  a  moment's  work.  With  a  beat- 
ing heart,  but  perfectly  rigid  limbs,  I  awaited  their  coming. 
I  hoped,  I  prayed  it  might  not  be  long. 

Imagine  to  yourself  a  clean-limbed  young  fellow  of  one- 
and-twenty,  sans  the  ordinary  habiliments,  with  no  other 
covering  than  nature's  own  and  a  sort  of  fig-leaf  apron  made 
of  rushes  and  encircling  his  loins  and  thighs,  his  brows  bound 
with  an  alder  wreath,  and  the  evening  shadows  cast  over 
his  pale  face  and  chilled  but  upright  figure,  and  you  have 
me  as  I  stood  at  that  eventful  moment. 

To  give  effect  to  my  acting,  I  closed  my  eyes.  Footsteps 


6  MY  METAMORPHOSIS 

approached.  I  heard  the  rustle  of  silks  and  the  sound  of 
voices. 

"Beautiful!"  (full  feminine  chorus).  "How  perfectly 
natural!"  (sotto  voce). 

A  cracked  hase  voice  —  probably  pater-familias  —  "  Yes, 
decidedly.  The  position  is  easy  and  graceful.  The  con- 
tour is  excellent  —  not  modern,  I  should  think,  but  in  good 
preservation." 

A  drawling  falsetto  :  "  Ya-as,  pretty  good  —  vewy  fair 
copy  ;  'ave  seen  lots  of  such  fellows  at  Wome.  They  're 
vewy  common  there ;  don't  think  it's  quite  cowwect;  vewy 
bad  leg's,  vewy  !  " 

This  was  too  much.  I  had  been  a  great  pedestrian 
and  flattered  myself  that  I  had  pretty  well-developed  calves. 
I  could  bear  female  criticism ;  but,  to  put  up  with  the 
indelicate  comments  of  a  creature  whom  I  felt  to  be  a 
spindle-shanked  dandy,  infuriated  me.  I  choked  my  rising 
wrath  with  clenched  teeth,  but  moved  not  an  external 
muscle. 

"  Well,"  said  a  sweet  voice  that  thrilled  me,  "  I  have  no 
disposition  to  stay  here  all  night,  with  heaven  knows  how 
many  woodland  sprites  about  us.  The  place  looks  weird 
and  gloomy.  I  almost  fancy  that  yonder  gentleman  has  a 
disposition  to  step  down  from  his  pedestal  and  carry  some 
of  us  off  to  his  home  in  some  hollow  tree ! " 

I  did  dare  to  open  my  eyes,  though  each  syllable  of  that 
musical,  gurgling  voice  rang  in  my  ears,  and  sent  the  blood 
slowly  back  to  my  heart.  But  then  the  evening  air  was 
damp  and  chill,  and  my  limbs,  by  the  unaccustomed  expo- 
sure, felt  benumbed  and  dead.  I  began  to  fear  that  I  might 
stiffen  in  that  position,  when,  luckily,  the  party  moved 
slowly  away. 

I  opened  my  eyes  and  —  shut  them  instantly.  In  that 
glance,  rapid  as  lightning,  I  encountered  a  pair  of  full-orbed, 
blue,  girlish  eyes  gazing  intently  at  me  from  beneath  a  co- 
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quettish  hat  streaming  with  ribbons  that  rocked  like  some 
fairy  boat  over  a  tempestuous  sea  of  golden  curls.  I  dared 
not  look  again. 

"  Ada,  Ada !  have  you  fallen  in  love  with  the  statue  ?  " 

"  No,  I  'm  coming  I  "  —  and  the  rustling  dress  and  fairy 
voice  moved  away. 

I  waited  in  fear  and  trembling.  For  the  first  time  I  felt 
unnerved.  Had  she  discovered  me  ?  I  felt  myself  already 
ignominiously  expelled  from  the  fatal  garden  like  the  sinful 
Adam  — but  alas,  without  the  solace  of  the  beautiful  Eve. 
Five  minutes  passed,  I  ventured  to  look  again.  All  was 
dark.  I  could  hear  the  singing  of  voices  high  up  on  the 
garden  terrace.  — To  step  from  my  uneasy  elevation  by  the 
light  of  the  rising  moon,  as  soon  as  my  cramped  limbs  would 
permit,  run  around  to  the  opposite  shore,  hurry  on  my 
clothes,  and  through  thicket  and  brake  reach  the  park  lodge, 
was  the  work  of  a  moment.  That  night  I  left  the  village. 
That  week  I  left  England. 

I  went  to  France.  I  went  to  Germany.  I  went  to 
Italy.  Three  years  passed.  My  imagination  and  enthusi- 
asm were  more  under  control.  I  began  to  think  better  of 
society.  I  had  painted  several  large  pictures,  allegorical 
and  fanciful,  with  prominent  female  figures  with  blue  eyes 
and  golden  hair.  They  were  not  appreciated.  I  had 
painted  some  portraits  for  which  I  was  remunerated  hand- 
somely, and  had  amassed  an  independence.  I  lived  at 
Florence.     I  was  happy. 

The  saloons  of  the  Due  de  R were  filled  one  evening 

with  a  pleasant  party  of  painters,  sculptors,  poets,  and  au- 
thors. I  had  the  entree  there,  and  was  formally  introduced 
to  a  Mr.  Willoughby,  an  English  gentleman,  who  was  trav- 
eling for  his  health  in  company  with  an  only  daughter. 
Our  acquaintance  ripened  into  esteem,  and  calling  one  even- 
ing at  my  studio  to  examine  the  portrait  of  a  mutual  friend, 
he  proposed  that  I  should  make  a  picture  of  his  daughter.     I 
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was   introduced  to  Ada  Willoughby,  and  she  became  my 
sitter. 

She  was  a  pretty  blonde,  with  whom  three  years  before, 
I  might  have  fallen  in  love  at  first  sight.  But  a  restraint 
seemed  to  be  over  us  when  together,  and  I  vainly  tried  to 
shake  off  some  fanciful  recollection  with  which  her  pretty 
face  seemed  inseparably  associated.  She  was  a  clever  girl, 
a  genial  companion,  and  our  tastes  assimilated.  I  painted 
her  features  faithfully  —  the  picture  was  admired  —  but 
when  I  found  that,  like  Eaphael's  Fornarina,  I  was  apt 
to  introduce  some  of  her  features  in  all  my  portraits,  I 
dame  to  the  conclusion  that  I  was  in  love  with  her.  The 
old  restraint  kept  my  heart  from  expression.  One  day 
we  were  walking  through  one  of  the  galleries  when  we 
stopped  before  an  exquisite  picture  of  Pygmalion's  trans- 
formation. I  challenged  her  faith  in  the  story.  She  replied' 
simply  that  it  was  a  "  pretty  fable."  "  But  if  Pygmalion 
had  been  a  woman  and  the  sculptured  figure  a  man,  do 
you  imagine  her  love  could  have  warmed  him  to  life  ?  " 
I  persisted.  She  replied  that  "  any  woman  was  a  fool  to  fall 
in  love  with  the  mere  physical  semblance  of  a  man." 
Disappointed,  but  why  I  did  not  clearly  know,  I  did  not 
rejoin. 

But  she  was  to  return  to  England.  I  had  endeavored  to 
reason  myself  out  of  a  feeling  which  was  beginning  to  exert 
an  influence  over  my  future.  A  party  had  been  formed  to 
visit  a  villa  on  the  outskirts  of  the  city,  and  I  was  to  ac- 
company her.  The  grounds  were  tastefully  adorned ;  there 
were  groups  of  statuary,  and  the  never-failing  Italian  acces- 
series  of  rills  and  fountains.  A  gay  party  we  were,  making 
the  alleys  ring  with  laughter.  At  length  Mr.  Willoughby, 
Ada,  a  few  ladies,  and  myself,  seated  ourselves  by  the  mar- 
gin of  an  artificial  lake,  from  whose  centre  a  trickling  foun- 
tain sent  its  spray  toward  the  clear  blue  sky.  The  evening 
was  deliciously  cool  and  Ada  lent  her  sweet  voice  to  the 
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rippling  water.  I  had  fallen  into  a  reverie,  from  which 
I  was  recalled,  accused  of  unsociability,  and  taxed  to  con- 
tribute to  the  amusement  of  the  day. 

"Well,"  said  I,  "  politeness  forbade  me  to  sing  before 
Miss  Willoughby,  and  prudence  forbids  my  singing  after. 
What  shall  I  do?  " 

"  A  story,  a  story, "  said  they. 

"  What  shall  it  be  ?  Of  love  or  war,  or  a  most '  lament, 
able  comedy'  ?" 

"Oh,  a  love  story,"  said  Ada,  "full  of  fairies,  knights, 
dragons,  and  disconsolate  damsels,  —  something  like  your 
pictures — with  lights  and  shadows  — and  dark  gray  masses, 
and  rather  vague !  " 

"  With  a  moral,"  said  papa. 

' '  To  hear  is  to  obey,"  replied  I ;  "  I  call  my  story  '  The 
most  Mournful  and  Pathetic  Story  of  the  Enchanted 
Knights,  or  the  Wicked  Naiad.'  " 

An  expected  pause  ensued,  and  I  went  on. 

"  In  the  days  of  Fairy  dynasty  there  lived  a  knight.  He 
was  young  and  adventurous.  To  him  had  been  given  the 
art  of  reproducing  that  which  caught  his  errant  fancy,  and 
the  true  appreciation  of  the  beautiful,  without  which  it  has 
been  held  all  happiness  is  naught.  But  from  his  youth  he 
had  been  a  wanderer,  and  had  fallen  in  love  with  a  being 
whose  image  he  met  in  every  lake  and  fountain,  and  whose 
virtues  he  fully  appreciated.  In  return  for  his  constancy 
she  had  bestowed  upon  him  the  gifts  of  unfailing  health  and 
strength.  One  day,  in  a  distant  land,  he  traversed  a  fair 
domain,  and  amid  the  luxuries  of  taste  and  elegance,  he 
found  her  image  still.  But  she  was  loved  by  the  great 
monarch  of  the  domain,  who  had  kept  her  in  secluded  pri- 
vacy. The  knight,  being  headstrong  and  adventurous, 
rushed  to  her  forbidden  embrace.  She  received  him  coldly. 
The  chill  of  her  touch  stiffened  his  limbs  and  benumbed  his 
faculties.      He   felt  himself  gradually  turning   into  stone. 
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Alas!  the  waters  of  the  lake  in  which  she  dwelt  held  in 
solution  strange  minerals,  and  possessed  a  petrifying  quality. 
He  was  found  hy  the  monarch  and  placed  on  a  pedestal,  as 
an  example  to  warn  others  from  a  like  unlawful  intrusion." 

"  How  delightfully  ohscure  !  "  said  Ada. 

"  Mark  the  sequel.  For  a  long  time  he  remained  in  this 
state  ;  motionless  hut  not  senseless,  mute  hut  not  passion- 
less. The  subjects  of  the  monarch  passed  before  him  with 
ironical  comments  and  jests  and  jeers.  He  was  powerless 
to  reply.  But  it  chanced  that  a  good  fairy  passed  that 
way.  She  possessed  the  power  of  disarming  wicked  en- 
chantment and  restoring  all  unnatural  changes,  for  which 
she  repaid  herself  by  making  the  subject  her  vassal  forever. 
She  bent  her  luminous  eyes  on  the  petrified  knight,  and 
their  glances  melted  away  the  icy  torpor  which  clung  to 
him.  Under  their  genial  sunshine  his  lids  opened  as  a 
flower,  his  own  eyes  reflected  back  the  love  that  lent  him 
life.     He  moved  and  was  again  a  man." 

"And  of  course  gave  up  hydropathy  for  matrimony," 
interrupted  papa. 

I  did  not  answer,  for  Ada  claimed  my  attention.  The 
blood  had  climbed  step  by  step  into  her  cheek,  and  at  last 
the  red  signal  of  the  success  of  my  stratagem  waved  from 
the  topmost  turret.  She  looked  at  me  and  said  nothing, 
but  the  look  bade  me  hope. 

I  need  not  continue ;  my  story  is  done.  I,  of  course, 
managed  to  have  a  tete-a-t6te  with  my  former  acquaintance 
and  generous  friend  —  my  new  love  and  charming  sitter  — 
before  she  left  for  England.  What  transpired  the  reader 
may  guess.  The  only  answer  I  shall  transcribe  was  given 
some  time  after  the  great  affirmative  which  made  me  forever 
blessed. 

"  But,  Ada,  my  darling,  how  was  it  that  your  bright 
eyes  alone  detected  in  the  marble  statue  a  living  impos- 
ture?" 
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"  Why,"  said  Ada,  looking  saucily  into  my  eyes,  "  I 
never  before  saw  a  marble  statue  with  a  plain  gold  ring 
upon  its  little  finger." 

So  I  took  the  treacherous  ornament  from  my  little  finger 
and  placed  it  on  her  hand. 
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I  hate  horses.  From  the  time  I  first  read,  "the horse 
is  a  noble  and  useful  animal,"  my  youthful  skepticism  merged 
into  an  unconquerable  dislike  for  that  useful  and  noble  an- 
imal. I  have  endeavored  to  overcome  the  repugnance  from 
a  deference  to  popular  opinion,  and  have  not  succeeded.  I 
have  made  peaceful  overtures  to  their  indignant  "  manes," 
which  have  been  scornfully  rejected.  Falling  back  on  my 
natural  principles,  I  hate  horses,  and  am  confident  the  feel- 
ing —  like  most  indefinable  dislikes  —  is  reciprocal. 

I  very  much  doubt  whether  horses  were  ever  intended 
for  the  use  of  mankind.  The  Aztecs,  a  highly  intelligent 
race  of  people,  now  unhappily  extinct,  held  the  nugatory 
opinion.  I  believe  the  mythological  fable  of  the  Centaur 
to  be  simply  a  figurative  satire  upon  a  barbarous  custom, 
and  the  incidents  connected  with  the  fall  of  Troy  I  have 
ever  looked  upon  as  a  typical  judgment. 

I  never  could  ride,  but  have  envied  good  riders.  It  was, 
however,  when  I  imagined  it  to  be  an  accomplishment  with- 
in the  range  of  human  acquirement.  I  am  now  fully  con- 
vinced that  some  men  are  born  riders,  as  others  are  born 
poets,  and  that  a  knowledge  of  equilibrio  possessed  by  the 
meanest  member  of  the  profession,  and  instinctive  in  monkeys, 
is  all  that  is  required.  If  I  formerly  envied,  I  now  pity 
such  men,  and  place  them  on  an  intellectual  level  with 
Mons.  Caribmari,  who  suspends  his  ridiculous  anatomy  from 
a  perpendicular  pole. 

Barring  that  silly  stuff  about  Pegasus,  I  do  not  think 
horses  can  be  considered  poetically.  Byron,  who  sung 
l  Golden  Era,  May  20,  1860. 
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their  praises,  on  the  authority  of  Lady  Blessiugton,  was  a 
snob  and  cockney  in  his  equine  practice  ;  I  never  heard 
that  Shakespeare  —  who,  you  remember,  extolled  Adonis's 
.  horse  like  a  jockey  —  was  a  rider,  and  that  absurd  individ- 
ual who  wanted  but  an  "Arab  steed,"  as  a  preliminary  to 
feats  of  great  valor  and  renown,  was,  I  shrewdly  suspect, 
some  low  horse-thief  or  highwayman. 

Conscious  of  this,  I  might  go  down  to  my  grave,  satisfied 
with  myself  and  the  world,  but  for  a  solitary  incident  em- 
bittering the  past;  an  event  that  never  recurs  to  me  with- 
out a  sigh,  a  flushed  cheek,  and  accelerated  pulse,  and  a 
glance  at  these  four  white  walls  of  my  bachelor  apartment 
as  I  think  how  they  might  once  have  been  changed  for  the 
purple  hangings  of  Hymen. 

I  loved  Kate  Trotter,  and  why  ?  Was  it  that  small 
classical  head  with  little  round  curls  clustering  over  her 
alabaster  forehead,  like  purple  grapes  over  a  marble  wall ; 
that  complexion  chaste  and  delicate  as  the  flush  of  some 
pink-dyed  shell ;  the  frank,  daring  eye  and  lithe,  sinuous 
figure,  graceful  and  indolent  as  a  Spanish  poem  ?  None  of 
these,  though  each  and  all  might  have  melted  the  heart  of 
an  anchorite  ;  but  simply  because  she  could  ride !  Alas,  fol- 
lowing the  magnetic  affinity  of  opposite  poles,  I  loved  her 
for  the  existence  of  those  qualities  which  I  myself  lacked. 

We  walked  and  talked  together.  Our  tastes  with  this 
one  exception  were  mutual.  We  talked  of  books  and  poetry, 
and  by  degrees  our  theme  merged  insensibly  into  the  one 
passionate  principle  from  which  the  charm  of  song  and  min- 
strelsy had  sprung.  As  a  neighbor  of  the  Trotters,  my  visits 
were  not  remarkable,  and  recognizing,  blandly,  the  prejudices 
of  the  paternal  Trotter,  and  gossiping  with  the  maternal 
Trotter,  and  suffering  the  society  of  the  fraternal  Trotter, 
who,  gracefully  assuming  the  claims  of  relationship,  bor- 
rowed my  money  and  smoked  my  cigars  —  I  became  the  ad- 
mirer of  Kate  Trotter. 
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They  were  happy,  blissful  days  —  to  sit  with  her  under 
the  friendly  shade  of  the  Trotter  portico,  her  soft  white 
hand  supporting  her  dimpled  cheek,  and  straying  curls  made 
darker  and  glossier  by  the  contrast,  to-  hear  her  sweet  con- 
tralto voice  melting  with  pathos,  or  swelling  with  every 
line  of  the  spirited  page  she  read,  was  happiness  too  ecstatic 
for  duration.  I  felt  it  so,  and  knew  that  fate  was  prepar- 
ing for  me  a  crusher. 

For  there  were  moments  when  my  joy  was  tinged  with 
an  indefinable  dread.  It  was  when  I  have  watched  her, 
with  girlish  glee  petting  and  bullying  a  little  agile  pony, 
in  my  eyes  a  fiend  incarnate,  but  which  she  persisted  in 
styling  her  "  bonnie  Bess."  She  always  became  her  eques- 
trian habit,  and  omitting  the  ungraceful  masculine  head- 
piece, she  wore  a  charming  little  affair,  all  fur  and  feathers, 
with  a  grace  peculiarly  her  own.  It  was  a  pleasant  part  of 
a  stroll  to  doff  my  hat  to  her  in  some  shady  lane  in  return 
for  the  graceful  wave  of  her  riding-whip,  and  turn  and  watch 
the  fleeting,  graceful  figure  as  she  rode  by. 

It  was  shortly  after  meeting  her  on  one  of  these  occasions, 
that  I  fixed  upon  a  fatal  resolve. 

I  began  to  practice  equitation  secretly.  I  bought  me  a 
horse  warranted  kind  and  gentle.  He  was  quite  meek  and 
obliging  when  I  bought  him,  but  under  my  gentle  treat- 
ment, the  innate  devil,  which  I  firmly  believe  animates  these 
brutes  to  a  greater  or  less  degree  in  proportion  to  their  sub- 
jection, gradually  developed  itself.  By  dint  of  hard  prac- 
tice I  managed  to  get  up  a  show  of  confidence  I  was  far 
from  feeling,  and  soon  became  habituated  to  the  dizziness 
which  a  mount  to  the  saddle  invariably  occasioned.  I  then 
practiced  equestrian  exercises  at  the  lonely  hours  of  twilight, 
in  unfrequented  and  sequestered  byroads.  My  ingenious 
companion  at  such  times,  being  too  lazy  to  be  actively  vi- 
cious, assumed  a  quiet  obstinacy  which  never  deserted  him. 
So  I  soon  discovered  that,  with  far-seeing  equine  penetration, 
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he  had  fathomed  the  character  of  his  rider  and  cherished 
for  him  a  suitable  contempt.  An  unlooked-for  event  inter- 
rupted my  experience.  It  was  just  after  nightfall  after  a 
month's  such  practice  —  jogging  homeward  to  the  inflexible 
trot  of  my  noble  brute  —  that  I  was  startled  by  the  rapid 
clattering  of  hoofs  along  the  lonely  road,  and  bending  all 
my  energies  to  guiding  my  horse  to  the  roadside,  I  looked 
up  just  in  time  to  catch  the  happy  glance  of  Kate's  bright 
eyes  and  felt  the  electrical  thrill  of  her  riding-dress  as  she 
brushed  by  me. 

Well,  my  secret  was  out  —  discerned  by  her,  too,  from 
whom  I  most  wished  it  concealed.  In  vain  I  met  the  diffi- 
culty boldly,  and  When  Kate  rallied  me  on  what  she  called 
my  solitary  and  selfish  amusement,  I  calmly  alluded  to  the 
necessity  of  a  regular  and  limited  exercise,  as  ordered  by 
my  physician.  Alas!  a  few  days  afterward  I  received  a 
delicately  written  epistle,  in  Kate's  own  dear  little  hand, 
inviting  me  to  join  a  select  party  of  equestrians  to  the  neigh- 
boring town  of  Pumpkinsville,  on  next  Sunday  afternoon. 

I  knew  what  that  "select  party"  meant.  It  was  Papa 
Trotter,  Mamma  Trotter,  and  Tom  Trotter,  in  whose  sublime 
creation  an  admirable  horse  jockey  had  been  spoiled,  and 
a  certain  Captain  Echellon,  of  the  dragoons,  —  who  was  dis- 
agreeably friendly  to  Kate,  I  thought,  and  a  good  rider. 
In  the  first  feeling  of  mortification  which  accompanied  the 
perusal  of  this  note,  I  thought  of  declining  —  excuses,  in- 
disposition, etc.,  as  I  eagerly  compared  my  own  unskillful- 
ness  with  those  practiced  riders. 

Then  I  half  changed  my  mind.  I  looked  from  my  win- 
dow, where  my  sagacious  friend  was  cropping  the  tall  grass, 
aud  reflected  that  after  all  he  was  not  such  a  bad-looking 
animal.  That  I  had  him  (partly)  under  subjection.  Then 
I  flattered  myself  that  my  unskillfulness  might  be  over- 
looked, and  resolutely  set  myself  against  any  unnecessary 
display.     Latterly,  I  thought  of  Kate.     That  last  was  a 
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fruitful  subject.  I  looked  forward  to  the  dim  future  of  to- 
morrow, and  saw  only  myself  and  Kate  riding  side  by  side 
down  a  pleasant  shadowy  lane.  We  were  alone,  save  the 
sighing  winds  and  the  whispering  of  leafy  boughs;  her 
bridle  hanging  loosely  upon  her  arm,  my  hand  clasping  hers. 
Heaven  knows  how  far  away  I  might  have  wandered,  but 
I  was  awakened  from  a  blissful  dream  in  which  Kate  re- 
clined in  my  arms,  those  ravishing  curls  nestling  in  my 
bosom,  and  that  dear  little  hat  hanging  over  my  shoulder, 
by  the  Trotter  courier,  who  requested  an  answer.  Seizing 
my  pen,  I  hurriedly  indited  a  few  irrevocable  lines,  accept- 
ing the  invitation,  and  sealing  my  destiny  forever. 

I  slept  well  that  night ;  they  say  that  doomed  culprits 
usually  do  on  the  night  preceding  the  fatal  day,  and  I  have 
heard  my  friend  Trigger  aver  that  he  has  been  awakened  by 
his  second  from  a  most  blissful  repose  for  the  morning's  con- 
flict. I  ate  my  breakfast  and  mid-day  meal  calmly,  and  be- 
stowing a  little  extra  care  on  my  toilet  in  view  of  my  re- 
flections of  the  preceding  day  (thirty  years  ago  I  did  not 
call  it  vanity),  at  the  appointed  hour  I  mounted  my  steed 
and  set  out  for  the  Trotters'. 

It  must  have  been  that  my  beast  wanted  exercise,  for  he 
actually  exhibited  considerable  animation  in  that  short  ride. 
It  was,  therefore,  with  a  feeling  of  redoubled  assurance  that 
I  entered  the  courtyard  where  the  company  were  already 
assembled.  I  had  no  eyes  for  aught  but  Kate.  She  looked 
supremely  beautiful.  A  light  blue  bodice  clasped  her  lovely 
waist  (as  well  it  might)  from  which  a  black  riding-skirt  fell 
in  graceful  folds.  I  even  cast  an  approving  glance  on  "  Bon- 
nie Bess,"  so  had  the  proximity  of  her  lovely  mistress  beat-, 
ified  her.  We  rode  out;  Trotter,  senior  and  junior,  taking 
the  lead;  the  Captain,  who  mounted  a  superb  black  charger, 
looking,  as  I  thought,  diabolically  self-possessed  and  satis- 
fied, and  lastly  —  blissful  arrangement — Kate  and  myself. 

My  pen  falters  at  the  bare  recollection.     As  we  emerged 
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from  that  gate,  sir,  Kate  by  my  side  and  the  gallant  Captain 
before  me,  my  infernal  beast  stopped.  I  attempted  to  urge 
him  on,  but  to  no  purpose.  Crimson  with  shame,  I  fran- 
tically applied  my  whip  to  his  insensible  shoulders.  He 
did  not  move.  I  might  as  well  have  bestrode  a  whipping- 
post. He  stood  there,  grim,  impassive,  immovable  as  the 
nightmare,  only  he  was  a  dreadful  fact.  I  dismounted  and 
the  cavalcade  halted,  my  own  Kate  among  them,  and  eyed 
me,  I  felt,  critically.  I  remounted  him,  and  a  like  scene 
ensued.     I  looked  appealingly  at  the  elder  Trotter. 

"  He  won't  go?"  said  that  venerable  parent,  inquiringly. 

"Staky?"  said  Master  Tom. 

"  Perhaps  Mr.  Boggs  had  better  let  Miss  Trotter  lead 
him,"  said  somebody.  I  looked  at  Captain  Echellon  —  that 
gentleman  was  busy  in  fixing  his  stirrup  just  then,  but  our 
eyes  met,  and  we  knew  we  were  deadly  rivals  henceforth 
and  forever. 

"Oh,  papa!  papa!  I've  just  thought  of  it — it  would  be 
a  pity  to  lose  any  of  our  company — let  Mr.  Boggs  have 
Selim;  do,  pa!"  And  the  dear  girl  made  up  an  enchanting 
mouth  which  might  have  softened  the  heart  of  a  chancery 
lawyer. 

The  old  gentleman  eyed  me  dubiously  for  a  moment,  and 
a  half-intelligent,  half-suspicious  glance  passed  from  father 
to  son  as  the  latter  proceeded  to  obey  the  paternal  command. 

In  the  mean  time  I  proceeded  to  extricate  my  beast  from 
Miss  Trotter's  geraniums,  among  which  he  had  been  im- 
pelled by  his  extraordinary  voracity,  which  was  one  of  his 
least  objectionable  qualities  —  and  had  silently  and  sadly 
removed  the  saddle  when  Master  Tom  reappeared  leading 
my  intended  charger. 

I  looked  at  him  anxiously ;  I  know  nothing  of  the  points 
of  a  horse,  and  detest  the  mention  of  such  details  as  flank, 
fetlock,  pastern,  gambrel,  etc.  I  did  not  look  at  anything 
but  his  face,  and  as  I  looked  I  made  up  my  mind  to  lose  a  leg 
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or  arm  for  Miss  Trotter.  His  eyes  had  a  dim,  forge-like 
glow,  and  revolved  in  eccentric  orbits,  with  occasional  white 
flashes  of  heat  lightning,  but  with  a  fixed  expression  of 
deviltry  that  their  wanderings  could  not  conceal.  "  He  is 
gay,"  said  Master  Tom;  "feels  his  oats,  and  you  have  but 
to  hold  his  head  up  and  let  him  slide."  I  mounted  him 
carefully,  Master  Tom  holding  his  head,  and  he  acknowl- 
edged the  act  by  a  sinuous,  snake-like  contraction  of  the 
dorsal  muscles,  which  at  once  had  the  effect  of  destroying 
whatever  preconception  I  might  have  had  of  the  solidity 
of  the  saddle.  I  then  followed  my  charmer  out  of  the  gate 
with  the  solemnity  of  a  chief  mourner.  We  had  not  pro- 
ceeded many  rods  before  the  exuberant  gayety  of  Selim 
manifested  itself  with  most  marked  and  painful  distinctness. 
First  he  proceeded  up  the  road  sideways,  occasionally  pre- 
ferring the  green  path  to  the  dusty  road ;  then  he  displayed 
the  most  charming  hesitation,  backing  from  Trotter  senior 
to  Trotter  junior;  then  he  persisted  in  carrying  his  head  up 
and  his  tail  down,  and  then  changing  his  mind  he  surveyed 
the  road,  backward,  from  between  his  fore  legs. 

It  was  a  hot  day.  I  at  least  supposed  so,  for  the  perspir- 
ation rolled  down  my  cheeks  as  I  worked  away  at  my 
cursed  brute.  Kate  directed  a  few  words  to  me,  in  hope, 
dear  girl,  to  change  the  current  of  my  thoughts,  but  I  had 
no  devotion  for  anything  but  the  vicious  quadruped  be- 
neath me.  She  finally  joined  the  Captain  ahead.  Master 
Tom  attended  me,  occasionally  issuing  orders,  as  to  "hold- 
ing his  head,"  and  "giving  him  the  spur,"  and  otherwise 
"  putting  it  to  him,"  but  he  soon  rode  forward,  and  I  was 
left  alone  with  my  four-footed  devil.  Whatever  love  I 
might  have  had  for  the  dear  girl  who  had  thus  placed  me 
in  this  diabolical  situation  had  vanished  when  I  mounted 
the  malevolent  Selim. 

So  I  watched  her  retreating  figure  with  a  dogged  feeling 
of  dislike,  and  saw  her  bending  to  the  gallant  Captain's 
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compliments ;  then  my  fear  grew  wrath,  and  my  wrath  waxed 
fierce. 

I  dashed  my  spurs  into  the  sides  of  the  revolting  beast, 
who  acknowledged  the  act  by  two  or  three  bounds,  which 
brought  my  heart  to  my  throat  and  my  head  between  his 
ears,  and  Kate  —  Oh,  Kate  —  turning  back,  looked  at 
me  and  laughed!  Had  it  been  a  smile,  a  tender  smile, 
such  as  love  may  wear,  —  had  it  been  arch  or  playful,  —  but 
a  laugh  at  such  a  moment,  a  distinct,  palpable  grin,  an  audi- 
ble cachinnation,  was  too  much  for  my  excited  nerves. 

I  had  the  remembrance  of  that  laugh  in  my  "mind's  eye" 
long  after  she  and  her  companions  had  disappeared  at  the 
entrance  of  the  green  lane  which  led  to  the  pleasant  town 
of  Pumpkinville.     I  and  Selim  were  alone. 

I  checked  him  gently,  and  walked  along  the  green  sod, 
my  mind  occupied  with  horrid  thoughts  of  vengeance  on  the 
Captain,  and  incomprehensible  hatred  for  Kate.  Perhaps 
the  stillness  of  the  warm  summer  air  and  the  absence  c>f 
embarrassing  spectators  caused  me  to  make  a  last  attempt  at 
gaining  the  mastery  of  my  quadrupedal  enemy.  To  go  back 
I  could  not;  to  go  forward  in  my  present  condition,  impos- 
sible; and  so,  gathering  the  reins  and  the  remnants  of  my 
self-possession,  braced  myself  for  a  final  struggle. 

I  sunk  the  spur  into  his  flank  rowel-deep,  at  the  same 
moment  bringing  down  the  whip  over  his  haunches.  He 
balanced  himself  for  a  single  instant  on  his  hind  legs,  gave 
a  sickening  leap,  and  the  next  moment  was  off  like  a  sky 
rocket. 

The  first  shock  threw  me  forward  on  his  neck,  and  grasp- 
ing his  mane  with  both  hands,  I  dropped  the  hollow  mockery 
of  a  whip,  and  clung  to  him  as  the  shipwrecked  mariner 
clings  to  a  tossing  spar.  The  stones  flew  from  the  track 
and  the  fences  twinkled  by  us  as  the  clattering  hoofs  trampled 
down  the  road.  I  had  no  control  over  him,  but  I  did  not 
expect  to,  and  was  prepared  for  the  worst. 


20  BOGGS   ON   THE   HORSE 

But,  oh,  not  such  a  denouement!  We  had  already 
rushed  into  the  wooded  lane  with  the  speed  of  an  express 
train,  which  was  momentarily  increasing,  for  the  reckless 
combination  of  bone  and  sinew  beneath  was  beginning  to 
"feel  his  oats"  with  a  vengeance. 

Not  far  ahead  of  us  the  Captain  and  Kate  were  riding 
together.  The  road  was  narrow,  scarcely  permitting  two  to 
ride  abreast,  and  was  fenced  to  keep  out  the  rank  underbrush. 
I  comprehended  the  danger  instantly,  but  was  powerless  to 
help  them ;  my  shout  would  not  have  been  heard  in  time, 
and  I  was  too  much  exhausted  for  a  protracted  effort  of  any 
kind.  They  did  not  hear  me  till  we  were  upon  them.  I 
saw  the  Captain  hurriedly  rein  in  his  steed,  and  his  placid,' 
self-satisfied  expression  gave  way  to  a  look  of  alarm.  I  saw 
the  blood  depart  from  poor  Kate's  cheek  and  her  happy  smile 
vanish  as  she  urged  her  Bonnie  Bess  forward.  I  remember 
experiencing  a  wicked  satisfaction  as  Selim  and  I  dashed 
down  upon  the  gallant  Captain.  The  shock  was  terrific. 
The  Captain  was  a  good  rider,  his  steed  a  gallant  one,  but 
Selim  "  felt  his  oats,"  and  down  they  went,  rider  and  horse, 
at  my  resistless  charge,  and  Selim,  with  a  neigh  like  a  trumpet 
call,  sped  onward.  And  now  I  was  at  Kate's  side.  Bon- 
nie Bess  was  doing  her  best,  but  I  swept  past  them.  There 
was  a  momentary  struggle ;  I  felt  myself  entangled  in  the 
folds  of  Kate's  riding-skirt.  My  heart  grew  sick  as  the 
poor  girl  was  almost  dragged  from  the  saddle  as  she  clung 
in  terror  to  her  pony's  mane  ;  but,  thank  God  !  strings  are 
fragile  and  hooks  and  eyes  will  break,  and  I  shot  ahead  at  last 
with  the  poor  thing's  riding-skirt  fluttering  entire  —  a  trophy 
of  victory  —  from  my  dangling  stirrup ! 

I  had  expected  a  fatal  termination  to  this  day's  mishaps ; 
and  after  this  last  catastrophe  I  looked  upon  death,  —  utter 
annihilation, — as  a  welcome  relief.  I  was  destined  to  another 
mortal  shame,  however,  for  as  Selim  and  I,  with  unabated 
speed,  entered  the  long  street  of  Pumpkinville,  I  heard  a 


BOGGS   ON  THE   HOUSE  21 

faint  familiar  voice  imploring  me  to  stop.  I  looked  around 
and  —  Oh,  why  did  n't  the  earth  open  a  terrible  pitfall  in 
my  cursed  brute's  track !  —  there  was  Kate,  poor  Kate, 
scarce  a  length  behind  me,  Bonnie  Bess  putting'  her  best 
foot  foremost  and  perfectly  uncontrollable,  with  her  blush- 
ing mistress  cowering  over  her  mane,  and  striving,  oh !  how 
vainly,  to  cover  her  pretty  ankles,  with  her  all  too  abbrevi- 
ated —  well,  I  must  say  it  —  petticoat. 

Church  had  just  been  dismissed,  and  the  youth,  beauty, 
and  fashion  of  Pumpkinville  lounged  down  its  one  broad 
street.  The  Reverend  Jedediah  Higgins,  his  wife  and  six 
lovely  daughters,  were  standing  at  the  church  door;  the 
parson  engaged  in  post-sermonial  explanation,  the  daughters 
consoling  themselves  for  three  hours'  past  vacuity,  by  the 
most  violent  flirtation  with  youthful  Pumpkinvillians.  I 
closed  my  eyes  as  I  swept  by  the  sacred  edifice,  and  wished 
myself  quietly  "inurned"  in  one  of  the  grassy  vaults  be- 
side it.     I  dared  not  look  at  Kate,  but  oh,  they  did ! 

The  Pumpkinville  hotel  affords  entertainment  for  man 
and  beast.  There  were  a  number  of  both  species  scattered 
about  its  vicinity.  I  remember  Papa  and  Mamma  Trotter 
rushing  out  frantically  as  we  dashed  up  to  the  horse  trough 
at  the  door.  I  am  not  quite  certain,  but  I  think  I  won  the 
race  down  the  Pumpkinville  road  about  a  length.  I  re- 
member nothing  more  until  I  was  found  the  next  morning 
lying  in  my  bed  —  drunk. 

I  was  some  time  recovering.  When  I  got  able  to  be  out, 
I  found  a  challenge  from  Captain  Echellon  lying  on  my 
table.  Unless  some  person  connected  with  the  establish- 
ment has  removed  it,  it  lies  there  yet. 

I  never  saw  Kate  afterward. 

I  have  not  ridden  since. 

Ten  years  after,  walking  down  Broadway,  my  attention 
was  attracted  by  a  crowd  of  people  standing  around  an  om- 
nibus that  blocked  up  the  thoroughfare.     Making  my  way 
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through  the  crowd,  I  found  that  one  of  the  horses  had 
been  vicious  and  uncontrollable,  and  had  now  persistently- 
refused  to  budge  an  inch.  He  was  a  wicked-looking  brute, 
standing  over  the  omnibus  pole,  surveying  the  crowd  with 
a  dogged  look,  while  two  men  were  engaged  in  beating  him 
over  the  head  with  clubs.  I  think  some  foolish  persons  en- 
deavored to  interfere.  Why  did  I  suddenly  dash  forward, 
seize  the  weapon  from  the  assailant's  hand,  and  myself  fran- 
tically break  it  over  the  animal's  devilish  forehead  ?  In 
that  moment,  sir,  I  saw  only  retribution  and  my  old  never- 
to-be-forgotten  enemy  and  blaster  of  all  my  happiness  on 
earth,  the  incorrigible  Selim.     I  was  avenged. 


STORY  OP  THE  REVOLUTION1 

AN    INCIDENT    IN    THE   LIFE    OF    MY    GKEAT-UNCLE 

He  was  a  Van  Doozle.  As  a  descendant  of  that  ancient 
family,  I  may  assert,  without  unbecoming  pride,  that  to  be 
a  Van  Doozle  signified,  in  the  days  of  which  I  write,  some- 
thing and  somebody.  The  Van  Doozles,  in  1779,  were  a 
Dutch  family,  residing  somewhere  between  New  York  and 
Albany,  on  the  Hudson,  and  my  great-grand-uncle  was  an 
only  son. 

Great  men  are  usually  indebted  to  circumstances  and  great 
events  for  their  elevation.  The  French  Revolution  brought 
forth  a  Napoleon ;  our  own  Revolution  a  Washington  and 
Van  Doozle.  It  is  true  that  in  this  latter  illustration,  one 
was  commander-in-chief  in  the  American  army  and  the  other 
only  a  sergeant  in  the  same;  yet  the  subordinate,  to  every 
reflective  man,  fulfilled  his  duty  as  well  as  his  superior.  I 
do  not  wish  to  detract  from  the  well-merited  fame  of  George 
Washington,  but  as  a  descendant  of  the  hero  of  this  tale,  I 
cannot  allow  the  ashes  of  oblivion  to  be  heaped  upon  the 
memory  of  Yont  Van  Doozle,  sergeant  in  the  Continental 
forces,  but  particularly  attached  to  that  regiment  of  cavalry 
known  as  Lee's  Legion. 

Every  American  has  heard  of  the  Legion.  Scouting  the 
eastern  bank  of  the  Hudson,  they  were  a  formidable  check 
upon  the  ravages  of  "cowboys"  and  "rangers"  over  that 
country  lying  between  White  Plains  and  New  York  City, 
known  as  the  "  Neutral  Ground."  The  insecurity  of  prop- 
erty, through  the  boldness  of  some  of  these  predatory  ex- 
cursions, extending  into  the  little  Dutch  settlements,  ren- 
1  Golden  Era,  July  8,  1860. 
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dered  the  presence  of  an  armed  force  particularly  desirable, 
and  the  fame  of  these  dashing  dragoons  quite  won  over  the 
hearts  of  the  honest  Dutch  farmers,  and  tended  materially 
to  open  their  larders  to  the  wants  of  a  sympathizing  ally,  in 
preference  to  the  claims  of  an  insulting  foe. 

My  ancestor  was  stationed  with  his  company  in  a  certain 
quiet,  dreary,  gable-ended,  weather-cock-crowned  village, 
abutting  on  a  swelling  bay  of  the  Hudson,  which  may  still 
be  seen,  but,  alas !  for  modern  innovation,  hardly  recog- 
nized. Time  has  crumbled  the  most  remarkable  landmarks. 
Prosperity  has  erected  on  their  ruins  divers  shingle  palaces, 
and  the  well-known  crow-stepped  gables  are  replaced  by  the 
introduction  of  cottages  ornes,  Greek  villas,  mediaeval  castles, 
and  other  fatal  hallucinations  of  vulgar  minds  and  an  over-, 
tasked  architectural  fancy. 

On  the  principal  street,  the  principal  mansion,  in  the  good 
old  days,  was  occupied  by  one  Jacob  Bogardus,  better  known 
as  "  Yop "  Bogardus.  He  was  a  man  of  strictly  neutral 
politics.  When  the  Cowboys  favored  him  with  their  atten- 
tions and  pressed  his  hospitality,  he  was  known  to  declaim 
loudly  against  the  ragmuffins  of  the  Tory  King  ;  when  cav- 
alry scouts  from  above  recruited  themselves  at  his  expense, 
he  was  much  incensed  against  the  Yankees,  whom  he  con- 
signed to  "der  tuyful,"  and  implored  the  protection  of  St. 
Nicholas  against  friends  who  lacked  that  all  essential  re- 
quisite, disinterestedness.  But  he  was  possessed  of  two 
redeeming  peculiarities  which  rendered  his  acquaintance 
profitable  to  the  old  and  desirable  to  the  young  —  he  was 
rich  and  had  a  pretty  daughter.  Alas  !  the  riches  have 
since  taken  to  themselves  wings,  and  a  certain  miniature  in 
ivory,  by  a  Low  Dutch  artist,  still  in  the  possession  of  my 
family,  is  the  only  memento  of  the  beauty  of  sixteen.  I 
wish  my  pen  were  pliant  enough  to  follow  the  curves  of  that 
plump  little  bodiced  and  short-petticoated  figure,  or  paint, 
in  anything  but  black  and  white,  her  rosy  face  and  hazel 
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eyes.  Ah  me,  it 's  no  wonder  my  uncle  loved  her,  although 
she  was  suspected  of  sympathy  with  the  good  cause  in  which 
Yont  had  embarked  —  but  I  think  that  he  thought  more  of 
other  interests  than  his  country's  in  their  confidential  inter- 
course. Young  men  were  foolish  in  those  days,  and  if  it 
"  tried  men's  souls,"  their  hearts  sometimes  suffered  like- 
wise. 

Katrina  Bogardus  was  a  horrible  coquette.  In  all  their 
confidential  intercourse  she  had  never  given  my  great-uncle 
any  definite  encouragement,  not  even  the  tip  of  her  rosy 
finger  to  kiss.  He  caught  occasional  glances,  very  expres- 
sive, but  not  capable  of  perpetuation.  She  flirted  easily 
with  others,  and  took  particular  pains  to  do  so  in  my  great- 
uncle's  presence.  When  taken  to  task  by  him  she  would 
pout  pettishly,  and  ask  him  if  she  had  n't  a  right  to  do  as 
she  liked  —  young  men  in  such  times  should  have  something 
else  to  do  than  notice  what  other  young  men  said  to  young 
women.  She  was  sure  she  did  n't  care,  however.  She 
had  n't  asked  him  to  love  her  —  in  fact  she  did  n't  believe 
that  he  did,  —  and  finally  when  the  poor  fellow  prostrated 
himself  in  abject  submission  to  the  little  Dutch  divinity, 
she  would  place  her  little  foot  (metaphorically)  on  his  neck 
and  keep  him  there. 

But  the  exquisite  pleasure  of  torturing  a  lover,  like  all 
human  enjoyments,  should  be  ruled  by  temperance.  Ka- 
trina, with  woman's  tact,  knew  just  how  far  to  go,  and  leave 
my  great-uncle  in  the  terrible  perplexity  of  not  knowing 
whether  his  own  conduct  was  not  a  sufficient  justification 
for  hers.  But  she  once  overstepped  the  mark.  And  one 
night,  on  the  25th  of  June,  1780,  my  great-uncle  "  might 
have  been  seen,"  as  your  novelist  would  have  it,  to  rush 
frantically  from  the  house,  clap  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  give 
his  beard  a  fierce  pull,  mount  his  fiery  steed,  and  driving  in 
the  spur,  gallop  away  like  a  madman. 

I  'm  sure  I  don't  know  what  happened.     The  house  was 
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lit  up,  and  Pompey's  fiddle  might  have  been  heard  from  the 
parlor,  while  the  frequent  sound  of  laughter  betokened  a 
merry-making  within.  But  my  great-uncle  was  excitable. 
And  when  you  take  into  consideration  the  fact  that  Katy 
Bogardus  was  in  the  glory  of  her  beauty  and  coquetry, 
and  looked  supremely  bewitching,  that  she  had  received 
several  proposals  that  evening,  that  a  perfect  tempest  of 
sighs  raged  from  the  pent-up  bosoms  of  comely  young  farm- 
ers, that  she  flirted  indiscriminately,  and  had  been  sweetly 
unconscious  of  the  presence  of  my  great-uncle,  you  may  pos- 
sibly account  for  his  irregular  proceeding.  I  think  I  should 
not  have  acted  so,  nor  would  you;  but  young  men  in  1780 
were  very  different  from  young  men  in  1860.  You  and  I 
would  have  flirted  with  some  one  else  —  "  smiled  "  and 
looked  on  with  indifference.  Unfortunately  my  ancestor 
was  as  incapable  of  concealing  a  real  passion  as  he  was  of 
affecting  an  artificial  one.  Such  was  the  sad  effect  of  inex- 
perience and  a  country  life. 

A  fierce  gallop  tends  to  relieve  a  man's  mind.  My  great- 
uncle  experienced  some  solace  in  driving  his  spurs  into  his 
mare's  side  by  way  of  revenge  for  the  gaping  wounds  in 
his  own.  He  made  up  his  mind  he  would  leave  her  — 
leave  his  corps  if  he  had  to  desert — he  would  join  Sumter 
in  the  South  —  he  would  forever  banish  all  remembrance  of 
the  fatal  witchery,  and  would  seek,  yes,  seek,  a  soldier's 
grave.  For  my  great-uncle,  though  fully  convinced  that 
Katrina  was  unworthy  of  his  regard,  saw  nothing  without 
her  but  misery  and  death.  He  looked  out  upon  the  swell- 
ing river  that  rolled  placidly  below  him  ;  at  the  opposite 
shore,  with  its  high  promontory  casting  a  long  shadow  over 
the  sparkling  water  like  a  dark  bridge  that  spanned  the 
stream  —  and  halted.  He  looked  at  the  village  —  and 
sighed. 

A  sound  of  oars  "  cheeping  "  in  row-locks  caught  his  ear. 
He  was  in  that  frame  of  mind  that  any  occurrence  to  change 
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the  current  of  his  thoughts  was  a  reprieve,  and  he  listened 
eagerly.  Then,  as  the  sound  became  more  sensible,  he  saw 
a  boat  approaching  the  shore  below  him.  He  remembered 
a  bridle-path,  somewhat  circuitous  and  steep,  that  led  from 
the  river  below  to  where  he  had  unconsciously  halted. 
There  were  two  men  seated  in  the  stern  of  the  boat,  wrapped 
in  military'  cloaks.  A  third  was  pulling.  They  reached 
the  embankment.  My  ancestor  looked  at  the  flints  of  his 
pistols,  and  returned  them  cocked  to  his  holsters.  All  this 
in  a  state  of  mechanical  expectancy  he  could  not  account 
for. 

He  did  not  wait  long,  for  presently  two  figures  appeared 
slowly  mounting  the  bank,  which  he  at  once  recognized  as 
the  strangers  of  the  boat.  They  were  conversing  earnestly. 
My  great-uncle  was  not  remarkably  bright,  but  it  struck 
him  that  the  two  strangers  had  important  business,  to  have 
crossed  the  river  at  that  hour ;  that  they  were  strangers, 
and  that  it  was  his  duty,  as  sergeant  in  Lee's  Legion  to  in- 
quire their  business.  So  spurring  his  mare  forward,  as  they 
reached  the  level  of  the  cliff,  he  interposed  his  somewhat 
athletic  figure  and  called  on  them  to  "halt." 

They  did  so,  but  more  in  astonishment  than  fear.  It 
gave  my  redoubtable  ancestor  a  chance  to  examine  them 
keenly.  Hem!  A  tall,  dark  young  man,  black-eyed  and 
aristocratic-looking  —  a  gentleman.  A  middle-aged  man, 
with  a  face  rather  old,  but  massive  and  energetic  ;  a  digni- 
fied chap  —  some  white  ruffles  on  his  sleeve,  and  a  semi- 
military  style  —  a  gentleman  also.  My  great-uncle  felt  a 
strong  desire  to  pitch  into  the  slim  young  man  by  virtue 
of  his  personal  appearance,  but  was  n't  quite  so  certain  about 
the  other. 

The  younger  stepped  promptly  forward,  and,  with  a 
supercilious  air,  which  annoyed  my  ancestor  excessively, 
demanded :  — 

"  Who  are  you  that  stay  travelers  on  the  open  road  ? 
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What  authority  have  you  to  address  strangers  ?     Fall  back, 


sir 


t » 


My  ancestral  relative  kept  his  eye  on  the  spokesman  and 
replied,  simply :  — 

"  My  name  is  Yont  Van  Doozle.  I  am  a  sergeant  in 
Colonel  Lee's  cavalry.  Here  is  my  authority."  And  he 
produced  the  shining  barrel  of  a  pistol  from  his  holster. 

The  young  stranger  laid '  his  hand  upon  his  sword  and 
stepped  impulsively,  his  dark  face  darker  grew,  and  his 
thin  cheek  lay  close  against  his  clenched  teeth ;  but  the 
elder  laid  his  ruffled  hand  gravely  upon  the  young  man's 
arm  and  turned  to  my  great-uncle  :  — 

"  Do  you  not  know,  sir,  that  this  is  neutral  ground  ?  " 

"  Aye,  I  do,"  said  my  great-uncle,  "  but  the  times  are 
troublous ;  it  behooves  all  friends  of  the  cause  I  profess,  to 
be  wary.  You  are  strangers,  and  your  attire  shows  you 
are  not  of  us.  You  cannot  pass  until  you  have  given  me 
your  name,  your  rank,  and  your  business." 

This  my  great-uncle  always  thought  was  the  neatest  and 
most  emphatic  speech  he  had  ever  made.  He  drew  himself 
up  in  his  stirrups,  after  it,  keeping  his  eye  fixed  on  the  slim 
fellow,  and  calculating  that  the  clasp  of  his  military  cloak 
would  be  a  good  mark  in  case  of  emergency.  The  dark 
young  man  placed  his  hand  upon  his  sword,  and  played 
with  his  fingers  upon  the  hilt,  with  the  air  of  a  pianoforte 
player,  who  knew  something  about  the  instrument.  The 
elder  one  again  interposed,  and  conversed  for  a  moment 
earnestly  with  his  companion,  who  once  more  turned  to  my 
great-uncle  :  — 

"  We  are  two  to  your  one.  If  we  choose,  your  opposi- 
tion would  be  a  slight  barrier.  If  we  see  fit  to  comply 
with  your  demand,  what  reason  have  we  to  believe  your 
rank,  your  name  ?  You  may  be  a  Ranger,  a  Cowboy. 
Your  manners,"  added  the  young  man,  in  his  disagreeable 
way,  "  rather  indicate  the  latter !  " 
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For  a  moment  my  great-uncle  boiled  over.  For  a  mo- 
ment he  thought  of  pistoling  the  slim  fellow  and  cleaving 
down  the  stout  one,  and  then  —  he  would  be  wounded, 
mortally  wounded,  of  course  —  he  would  drag  himself  back, 
covered  with  blood,  to  Bogardus's  house,  let  her  know  that 
he  had  killed  two  Tory  officers,  and  saved  his  country,  and 
die  in  her  hard-hearted,  pitiless  presence.  But  he  recovered 
his  temper  and  his  tongue  at  the  same  moment. 
x  "  I  am  rough,"  said  he,  with  a  voice  a  little  tremulous, 
but  a  steady,  kindling  eye ;  "  I  am  rough,  I  know,  but  if  I 
lie  at  such  a  moment,  I  am  the  first  of  my  family  who  have 
disgraced  their  name.  If  I  am  willing  to  believe  you,  a 
stranger,  you  should  be  as  mindful  of  me,  who  dwell  here 
upon  the  ground  you  trespass  on." 

The  elder  stranger  stepped  forward,  and  holding  out 
his  hand,  said,  in  a  stately,  dignified  way.  "  Your  hand, 
friend ;  we  have  wronged  you.  I  believe  you,  as  does  my 
friend.  Your  curiosity  shall  be  satisfied,  and  Colonel  Lee 
shall  know  the  worth  of  his  honest  sergeant." 

He  again  held  converse  with  his  young  companion,  who- 
again  turned  to  my  great-uncle  :  — 

"  You  have  asked  our  names,  rank,  and  business.  I  am 
Alexander  Hamilton,  Secretary  to  the  Continental  Con- 
gress." My  uncle  started.  "  Hamilton,  the  aide-de-camp 
of—" 

He  could  only  stammer  out,  "And  your  friend  ?" 

"  Your  general  —  George  Washington." 

The  excitement,  and  possibility  of  a  dangerous  conflict, 
which  my  great-uncle  fondly  hoped  would  terminate  fatally 
for  him,  had  kept  up  his  courage  and  spirits.  That  last- 
hope  gone,  and  the  horror  which  the  loyal  fellow  felt  at 
the  sacrilege  he  had  contemplated  on  the  person  of  his  be- 
loved leader,  crushed  him  completely.  He  could  only  re- 
turn his  pistol  to  its  holster,  and  hang  his  head  in  very 
shame. 
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Colonel  Hamilton  resumed  —  "Our  business  must  be 
kept  secret.  The  general,  however,  has  seen  fit  to  partly 
confide  its  execution  to  you,  as  the  lesson  you  have  taught 
us  has  convinced  us  of  the  indiscretion  of  pursuing  it  fur- 
ther in  person.  You  will  wait  here  for  an  hour.  A  young 
lad  will  come  to  this  spot  by  that  time,  and  you  will  inform 
him  that  you  are  commissioned  by  me  to  see  him  in  safety 
to  the  opposite  shore.  A  boat  will  be  in  readiness.  He 
will  return  in  an  hour,  and  you  will  guard  him  in  safety 
back.  Remember  that  you  are  to  press  him  with  no  ques- 
tions. Keep  your  own  counsel  and  you  shall  be  suitably 
rewarded.  Good-night,  Sergeant  Van  Doozle."  And,  with 
a  military  salute,  the  young  man  and  his  leader  retraced 
their  steps  toward  the  river. 

My  uncle  again  revived  his  wonted  energies.  He  dis- 
mounted, tied  his  horse  to  a  neighboring  tree,  and  seating 
himself  by  the  roadside,  waited  the  termination  of  his  ad- 
venture. He  sighed  sometimes  deeply ;  and,  of  course, 
you  know  what  he  was  thinking  about.  Do  what  he  would 
the  past  was  constantly  before  him.  The  massive  and 
dignified  features  of  his  great  leader  melted  away  to  give 
place  to  a  certain  dimpled  face  with  round  chin  and  hazel 
eyes.  Poor  fellow  !  And  when  at  the  end  of  the  hour  he 
saw  some  one  approaching,  he  almost  started  forward  with 
the  name  of  Katrina  upon  his  lips.  It  was  only  the  boy 
—  a  chubby  young  fellow  of  about  fourteen  or  fifteen,  with 
an  awkward,  constrained  air,  and  a  face  completely  muffled 
in  a  large  scarf.  He  briefly  and  almost  surlily  repeated  his 
commission,  and  led  the  way  to  the  riverside.  He  was  so 
occupied  with  his  previous  thoughts  that  he  did  not  notice 
the  startled  gesture  of  the  boy  at  the  sound  of  his  voice,  or 
the  faint  sigh  that  escaped  him  as  he  passively  followed 
my  sturdy  ancestor. 

Once  within  the  boat,  my  great-uncle  seated  himself  at 
the  stern,  in  company  with  his  young  charge,  while  the 


STORY   OF  THE   REVOLUTION  31 

boatman  rapidly  pulled  across  the  shining  expanse.  Moon- 
light only  adds  sorrowful  reflections  to  a  despairing  lover, 
and  my  great-uncle  looked  gloomily  over  the  side.  Once 
the  poor  lad  turned  with  an  inquiring  gesture  toward  him, 
but  Sergeant  Yont  answered  the  movement  by  turning  his 
back  upon  him  ;  "  I  'm  no  prying  Yankee,  they  '11  find," 
said  my  great-uncle  to  himself,  in  response  to  the  remem- 
bered injunction. 

The  hour  passed  quickly  on  the  opposite  side;  on  their 
return,  a  similar  silence  ensued.  My  great-uncle  conducted 
the  young  lad  up  the  river-bank,  and  for  the  first  time  during 
this  strange  interview  the  silence  was  broken. 

"  You  have  been  kind  to  me,"  said  the  lad,  timidly,  but 
in  a  pleasant,  musical  voice.  "  You  have  been  kind  to  me, 
and  have  fulfilled  your  duty  of  guardian  well.  Let  me 
know  your  name,  that  I  may  know  whom  to  remember  in 
my  prayers." 

There  was  a  slight  dash  of  wickedness  in  the  speech,  which 
my  uncle — who  was  conscious  of  having  behaved  like  a 
great  brute  —  could  not  help  noticing. 

He  colored  slightly,  and  answered,  in  a  desponding 
tone :  — 

"It's  no  matter,  no  matter,  we  shall  in  all  probability 
never  meet  again.  I  leave  here  to-morrow.  Farewell, 
young  sir;  I  have  done  but  my  duty.  If  I  have  done  it 
poorly  or  rudely,  pardon  me;  I  meant  no  harm."  And  the 
poor  fellow  extended  his  hand. 

But  the  lad  fell  back  a  step,  and  placed  his  hand  upon 
his  breast,  which  trembled  with  its  burthen.  A  slight  spasm 
seemed  to  agitate  him,  and  when  it  passed,  his  voice 
trembled  as  he  asked :  "  But  why,  are  you  not  in  the 
Legion  ?  " 

"I  shall  be  no  longer;  I  leave  here  to-morrow.  Good- 
night ! "     And  he  turned  away. 

"  Stay,"  interrupted  the  lad,  "  one  moment.    You  refuse 
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to  give  me  your  name!  I  know  it!  I  shall  never  forget 
it !     Good-bye,  Yont  Van  Doozle,  and  God  bless  you !  " 

My  great-uncle  turned.  As  he  did  so,  I  am  sure  I  can- 
not tell  why,  but  the  scarf  fell  from  the  young  lad's  neck 
and  face,  and  a  multitude  of  glossy  curls  somehow  shook 
out  of  his  cap,  which  fell  off  in  the  general  confusion  and 
disarrangement  of  his  toilet.  My  great-uncle  jumped  six 
feet  forward,  exclaiming :  — 

"Katrina!" 

"Yont!" 

I  should  feel  myself  impertinent  to  describe  the  rest  of 
that  interview.  I  should  do  violence  to  the  reader's  judg- 
ment and  penetration,  if  I  stopped  to  say  how  it  was  that 
Katrina  had  been  the  faithful  ally  of  the  American  leader, 
and  how,  from  her  father's  neutrality  and  her  own  popu- 
larity, she  had  gained  the  most  valuable  information  from 
all  sources — Cowboy  and  Ranger; — and  how,  in  her  odd 
disguise,  she  had  faithfully  kept  the  American  chief  informed 
of  the  movements  of  hostile  parties  below ;  how,  in  short, 
she  was  the  most  charming  and  complete  spy  in  petticoats 
the  world  had  ever  known — and  how  her  innocence  and 
purity  was  acknowledged  by  the  great  general,  who  guarded 
her  on  these  interviews  with  a  father's  care,  and  how  she 
informed  my  great-uncle  of  this  with  many  blushes,  pouts, 
and  prettinesses,  till  the  poor  fellow  was  half  crazy. 

And  now  you  know,  too,  or  can  guess,  how  that  minia- 
ture came  into  the  legitimate  possession  of  our  family. 
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Thekb  was  ance  a  child  whom  people  thought  odd  and 
queer.  He  was  a  puny  little  fellow.  The  only  thing  big 
about  him  was  his  head,  and  that  was  so  disproportioned  to 
the  rest  of  his  body,  that  some  people  laughed  when  they 
saw  him.  And  to  complete  his  grotesqueness,  his  parents, 
who  were  very  learned  people  —  and  foolish  as  very  learned 
people  sometimes  are  —  gave  him  a  strange,  queer  name, 
"Poeta,"  which  meant  a  great  deal,  so  they  said;  but  his 
old  nurse  and  his  little  sister  called  him  "Etty,"  which 
meant  only  that  they  loved  him,  and  which  I  think  was  a 
great  deal  more  pleasant,  if  not  as  sensible. 

Not  but  that  his  parents  were  very  proud  of  his  peculiari- 
ties and  queer  ways.  But  they  were  very  severe  and  strict 
with  him.  He  deserved  it,  for  he  was  fretful,  peevish, 
and  impatient.  He  imagined  continually  that  people  did  n't 
love  him  as  he  would  like  them  to,  which  was  partly  the 
case ;  and  he  was  moody  and  querulous  sometimes ;  and  in- 
stead of  trying  to  find  out  why,  and  what  could  be  done  to 
help  it,  he  would  lie  down  in  his  little  crib  and  hate  every- 
body. And  then  his  big  head,  which  was  always  bothering 
him,  would  ache  dreadfully. 

But  when  he  strayed  into  the  green  fields  with  his  little 
sister,  who  could  tell  better  than  "  Etty  "  what  the  birds 
said  to  each  other,  what  the  leaves  of  the  big  elms  were 
always  whispering,  and  the  strange  stories  that  the  brook 
babbled  to  the  stones  as  it  ran  away  to  the  distant  sea? 
And  although  he  was  not  strong  enough  to  play  like  larger 
boys  with  these  things,  he  was  fond  of  lying  under  the  big 
1  Golden  Era,  August  12,  1860. 
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elm,  with  his  little  sister  supporting  his  head  on  her  lap, 
watching  all  this,  and  telling  her  about  it  and  many  other 
wonderful  things. 

But  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  he  would  sometimes  tell  very 
queer  and  strange  stories;  he  would  tell  of  goblins  as  high 
as  the  elm,  and  of  ghosts  that  haunted  the  little  churchyard 
where  their  grandmother  slept;  and  he  would  continue  to 
repeat  them,  getting  more  and  more  terrifying  in  intensity, 
until  his  little  "Gracie"  would  open  her  big  blue  eyes  in 
pretty  terror,  and  catch  his  gesticulating  hand. 

"There  now,  Etty,  dear,"  she  once  said,  "I  don't  believe 
there  are  any  ghosts." 

"  Is  n't  there,"  said  Etty,  in  deep  scorn. 

"  No  !     Did  you  ever  see  any,  Etty  ?  " 

(This  was  another  sort  of  thing,  you  know,  and  poor 
Etty  could  n't  say  that  he  had,  but  he  was  confident  that- 
other  people  had  seen  them.) 

"Well,"  said  Gracie,  "I  don't  believe  there  are  any.  I 
know  that  dead  people  lie  in  their  graves  and  make  the 
grass  grow ;  but  if  I  die,  I  '11  come  back  to  you  and  be  a 
ghost." 

And  so  to  these  little  children,  the  seasons  were  told 
over  in  flowers  and  fruits  and  different  games ;  and  it  was 
kite  time,  and  the  lilacs  were  in  blossom,  when  a  great  hush 
and  quiet  fell  upon  their  home.  People  walked  about 
whispering  to  each  other,  and  Etty  was  kept  alone  in  a  room 
until  he  was  frightened  and  his  head  ached.  But  then 
Gracie  did  not  come  to  him  to  console  him.  And  when  he 
could  not  stand  it  any  longer  he  crept  into  a  little  bedroom, 
from  which  an  awe  seemed  to  spread  over  the  whole  house, 
and  there  was  a  smell  of  mignonette,  and  something  white 
lying  on  the  bed,  and  on  top  of  that  again  a  pinched  little 
white  face  that  he  knew.     And  Etty  cried. 

His  sister  had  died  in  early  spring,  and  now  it  was  the 
season  whesj  the  rosy-cheeked  apples  are  piled  away  in  tha 
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barn,  and  the  red  leaves  in  the  corners  of  the  lane,  and  the 
nights  were  getting  chilly,  and  Etty,  whose  health  was  poor, 
was  lying  in  his  crib  watching  the  bright  fire,  thinking  of 
the  flowers  that  had  passed  away,  when  something  soft  and 
cool  stole  over  his  face  and  rested  upon  his  forehead.  It 
was  a  little  hand  —  Grade's,  and  Gracie  stood  beside  him. 

He  remembered  what  she  had  told  him,  and  knew  it  was 
Gracie's  ghost  and  he  was  not  frightened.  But  he  whis- 
pered to  her,  and  she  soothed  his  aching  head,  and  told  him 
that  when  he  was  weary,  and  his  head  ached,  she  would 
come  to  him  again,  and  that  she  was  permitted  to  visit  him 
only  that  she  might  soothe  him  when  in  trouble  and  keep 
him  from  harm.  This  and  much  more  she  whispered  to 
him  in  the  quiet  little  nursery,  and  at  last  holding  her  hand 
in  his,  he  fell  asleep. 

He  did  not  dare  to  tell  his  father  or  mother,  or  the  people 
about  him,  of  Gracie's  ghost.  He  knew  they  would  look 
upon  it  as  one  of  his  peculiarities  and  he  dreaded  their  dis- 
belief. He  did  not  dare  to  tell  it  to  the  Reverend  Calvin 
Choakumchild,  who  gave  him  a  great  many  very  nice  tracts, 
and  talked  to  him  a  good  deal  about  the  "Holy  Ghost." 
He  did  not  dare  to  tell  it  to  Betsy,  his  nurse,  who  had 
frightened  him  often  with  hobgoblins  and  spectres.  So  he 
laid  away  his  little  secret  in  a  quiet  shelf  in  his  memory, 
just  as  her  toys  had  been  put  away  in  a  corner  of  the  great 
cupboard. 

But  Etty  grew  up  a  man  and  strong  and  well  proportioned. 
His  bead  no  longer  seemed  to  him  so  large,  and  people  did 
not  laugh  at  him.  His  old  name  gave  place  to  Mr.  So-and- 
So.  But  when  he  would  get  weary,  his  head  would  ache 
as  it  did  when  he  was  a  boy,  and  the  doctors,  many  of 
whom  had  D.D.  written  to  their  name,  could  do  him  no 
good.  How  welcome,  then,  was  Gracie's  ghost,  and  her 
cool,  soft  touch,  and  her  whispered  words. 

But  he  fell  into  wicked  courses  and  among  wicked  men. 
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And  when  his  head  would  ache,  as  it  often  did  from  dissi- 
pation and  excesses,  he  did  not  dare  to  invoke  in  such  com- 
pany Gracie's  ghost.  So  he  fell  sick  and  grew  worse,  and 
at  last  the  doctors  gave  him  up. 

At  the  close  of  a  bright  spring  day  when  he  lay  tossing 
tipon  his  bed,  she  came  and  placed  her  hand  upon  his 
head  ;  the  dull  throbbing  and  feverish  heat  passed  away.  He 
heard  the  whispering  of  the  leaves  of  the  old  elm  again, 
and  the  birds  talking  to  each  other,  and  even  the  foolish 
talk  of  the  brook.  It  was  saying,  "He  is  coming."  And 
then  with  his  hand  holding  one  of  Gracie's,  and  her  other 
upon  his  forehead,  he  floated  out  with  the  brook  toward  the 
distant,  distant  sea. 

Children,  have  you  ever  seen  "Gracie's  ghost"? 
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I  fiest  saw  it  in  possession  of  my  bosom  friend  Puffer, 
on  his  return  from  the  Continent. 

I  was  a  hard-reading  lawyer's  clerk  then  on  a  small,  and 
—  as  I  thought  —  inadequate,  salary.  I  had  quite  a  talent 
in  the  legal  way  —  having  debated  successfully  at  old  Be- 
devillem's  Institute,  where  I  gained  my  astute  knowledge  of 
the  world,  since  a  classical  budding  of  the  young  idea  en- 
ables it  to  shoot  much  more  perfectly.  It  was  my  parents' 
intention  to  fit  me  for  the  bar  —  for  which  purpose  I  de- 
voted a  greater  part  of  my  time  to  hard  reading.  I  read 
Story  and  Scott,  Coke  and  Cooper,  Blackstone  and  Bulwer, 
and  a  great  many  other  eminent  jurists  and  novelists.  It 
will  be  perceived  that  I  endeavored  to  combine  the  practical 
and  imaginative,  and  I  would  recommend  that  plan  to  other 
young  men  about  to  take  up  a  profession.  It  has  its  faults, 
however,  owing  to  perversity  of  the  youthful  student  to  dis- 
play the  lightest  on  the  surface,  and  although  he  may  yet 
hold  the  law  of  those  revered  jurists  fixed  in  his  memory, 
he  is  apt  to  apply  the  argument  of  the  novelist  thereon  — 
which,  though  ingenious  and  entertaining,  is,  I  believe,  not 
considered  authority. 

As  this  is  a  moral  episode,  I  may  be  pardoned  one  more 
egotistical  confession.  At  this,  and  in  fact  at  an  earlier 
period,  I  was  troubled  with  a  besetting  sin  of  imitation.  I 
was  continually  assuming  other  people's  habits,  and  adopt- 
ing other  people's  peculiarities.  As  another  of  my  proclivi- 
ties was  not  to  imitate  anything  good,  it  is  some  consolation 
to  reflect  that  most  of  my  faults  were  other  people's. 

Is  it  any  wonder,  then,  that  finding  Puffer  a  metaphy 
1  Golden  Era,  September  9,  1860. 
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sician,  I  became  a  transcendentalist;  or  that,  seeing  his 
meerschaum,  I  became  convinced  that  cigars  were  but 
half-measures  and  that  the  meerschaum  was  the  true  source 
of  inspiration  for  a  student  ?  Of  course  not.  I  coveted 
Puffer's  meerschaum ;  and  when  one  day  Puffer  said  to  me : 
"  B.,  friend  of  my  soul,  that  meerschaum 's  yours,"  I  was 
happy.  In  imitation  of  his  impulsive  foreign  style,  I  fell 
upon  his  neck  and  kissed  both  his  cheeks. 

It  was  a  most  delectable  instrument,  large  and  exqui- 
sitely formed  —  for  some  German  student  had  expended 
upon  it,  between  the  intervals  of  hard  study,  his  artistic 
skill  in  carving.  The  bowl  was  small  and  goblet-shaped, 
supported  by  a  round-limbed  caryatid  —  it  might  have  been 
an  Indian  girl  or  some  Cleopatrashy  female  —  tinct  with 
the  dusky  juices  of  the  herb.  I  did  not  remark  it  then  — 
but  it  was  none  of  your  new,  highly  polished,  waxen-sur- 
faced affairs,  with  a  superficial  parvenu  glitter  ;  but  old  and 
respectable,  stained  through  and  through  with  the  collected 
juices  of  half  a  century.  For  such  a  pipe  a  man  might  re- 
nounce his  religion  —  his  mistress ;  to  have  created  such,  he 
might  have  willingly  entailed  upon  his  children  shattered 
nerves,  lustreless  eyes,  and  clouded  intellects. 

When  I  took  the  green  shagreen  case  home,  I  met  Dolly, 
my  landlady's  daughter,  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Between 
Dolly  and  myself  some  acquaintance  existed.  I  looked  upon 
Dolly  with  that  disinterested  feeling  which  metaphysical 
young  men  with  vivid  imaginations  usually  bestow  upon 
young  and  pretty  women.  I  had  no  doubt  that  Dolly,  who 
was  practical  and  red-lipped,  looked  up  at  me  from  her  every- 
day level  with  the  profound  respect  that  my  transcendental 
turn  of  mind,  superior  attainments,  and  indefinable  longings 
demanded.  But  I  did  not  want  Dolly  to  see  the  pipe.  I 
knew  that  in  her  practical  way  she  would  regard  it  simply 
in  the  sense  of  tobacco,  and  possibly  object  to  it.  So  when 
I  saw  her  small  gaiters  occupying  the  centre  of  a  periphery 
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of  lace  edging,  on  a  level  with  my  eyes,  I  concealed  the 
coveted  treasure  in  my  bosom,  and  reaching  my  room  locked 
the  door,  and  prepared  to  give  myself  up  to  metaphysics 
and  Puffer's  meerschaum. 

The  filling  and  lighting  of  a  pipe  is  an  operation  which 
should  exclude  all  indecorous  haste.  A  moment's  careless- 
ness or  trifling  on  the  part  of  the  smoker — a  hurried  or 
reckless  packing  of  the  weed  at  the  insertion  of  the  cherry 
stem  —  produces  asthmatic  laboring,  phthisis,  and  not  un- 
frequently  asphyxia  and  extinction  of  the  vital  spark.  The 
would-be  smoker  protracts  a  lingering,  wheezing  existence, 
and  his  pipe  at  last  goes  out.  I  filled  Puffer's  meerschaum 
with  the  genuine  Latakia  (manufactured  in  Connecticut) 
carefully  and  deliberately,  lit  it,  and  applied  my  lips  to  the 
amber  mouthpiece.  You,  0  tobacco-loving  reader,  know 
the  rapture  of  that  first  draught  —  the  strange,  indefinable 
thrill  which  pervades  your  very  being;  the  delicious  ab- 
sorption of  that  infinitesimal  drop  of  nicotina,  following  your 
veins  from  your  fingers'  ends  to  the  toes  of  your  boots. 
Talk  of  an  infant  at  the  breast ;  the  shipwrecked  mariner 
squeezing  the  wet  canvas  in  his  mouth;  the  Arabia  Petraean 
traveler  transported  to  Arabia  Felix  at  a  well  —  any  thing  in 
the  way  of  a  first  draught,  and  they  're  but  weak  compari- 
sons. I  drew  a  rocking-chair  toward  the  window,  threw 
myself  in  it  at  the  national  position,  contemplated  the  toes 
of  my  slippers,  and  smoked  Puffer's  meerschaum. 

It  wanted  but  a  few  moments  of  twilight.  From  my  win- 
dows I  could  see  the  round  red  sun  modestly  pulling  a  fleecy 
blanket  over  him  as  he  sank  to  rest.  The  noises  of  the  city 
came  to  me  hushed  and  mellowed.  I  noticed  that  irregular , 
rhythmical  beat  —  so  often  spoken  of  —  of  that  vast  human 
sea  which  welled  through  the  angular  channels  of  the  great 
metropolis  below  my  eyrie  on  Russian  Hill.  But  the  fog 
was  steadily  pulling  through  the  clefts  and  passes  of  the 
sand  hills,  encompassing  the  city  like  the  Assyrian  hosts,  and 
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nestling  its  white  face  in  the  green  marshes.  So  it  crept 
in  and  around,  until  it  fell  softly  upon  the  house-top  and 
drifted  like  long  pennons  across  the  street,  and  through  my 
open  window  it  stole  quietly,  filling  the  atmosphere  with  its 
moist  presence,  and  shutting  out  the  material  and  real  in 
its  thin  and  unsubstantial  vapidity.  Its  moist  salt  breath 
fanned  my  cheek  and  forehead  like  the  wing  of  some  great 
sea-bird.  It  flowed  through  my  chamber  and  shut  out  the 
distant  objects  already  indistinct,  and  sat  upon  my  heart  like 
some  huge  incubus.  I  smoked  steadily  but  laboriously,  and 
the  rising  smoke-wreaths  seemed  to  glide  and  mingle  with 
the  fog  until  the  only  discernible  object  was  the  bowl  of  my 
pipe,  rendered  a  luminous  lurid  spot,  like  the  setting  sun  in 
the  bank  of  fog.     Then  a  great  quiet  fell  upon  me. 

With  my  eyes  fixed  upon  the  red  light  I  thought  of  the 
strange  and  fabulous  origin  of  the  "  meerschaum."  I  pic- 
tured to  myself  bleak  cliffs,  whereon  the  North  Sea  lashed 
in  fury,  sending  its  spume  in  viscid  flakes  on  the  clayey 
bank,  to  be  collected  by  mermaids  and  sirens,  and  fashioned 
into  fantastic  bowls.  I  thought  of  the  Narcotic  Vegetable 
in  the  home  it  loved  best,  and  a  vision  of  tropical  beauty 
glimmered  through  the  fog  —  of  black  and  oily  figures  toil- 
ing beneath  a  vertical  sun,  and  carefully  loosening  the  soil 
about  the  roots  of  the  broad-leaved  plant,  letting  them  ab- 
sorb the  intoxicating  influence  of  the  dreamy  but  luxurious 
atmosphere.  And  thus  thinking,  I  heard  a  rustle  and  It 
stood  before  me ! 

"What,  even  now,  in  the  calmness  and  quiet  of  this  little 
room,  I  cannot  —  dare  not  say  !  What  it  was  that  rose  up 
out  of  that  straw-colored  vapor,  floated  mistily  before  me, 
and  gradually  resolved  itself  from  cloudy  chaos  to  palpable 
and  awful  outline,  I  never  knew.  Whence  It  came,  wit' 
those  large  scarlet  lips  and  rounded  limbs,  what  man  can. 
tell!  Beautiful  It  was — but  with  a  beauty  not  of  this 
world  or  age  —  a  beauty  that  might  have  come  to  the  lotus. 
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Intoxicated  fancy  of  an  Egyptian  sculptor,  and  grown  into 
eternal  marble  with  all  its  undulating  lines,  its  voluptuous 
curves,  its  heaving  bosom,  its  braided  black  hair,  and  pout- 
ing lips.  An  awful  and  suggestive  magnificence,  that  might 
have  entered  the  hasheesh  dreams  of  Mahommedan  devotee 

—  but  not  the  heaven-sent  vision  of  Christian  neophyte. 
Not  even  that  classical  beauty,  modeled  by  Cytherea  and 
baptized  in  the  ^Egean  —  low-browed  and  perpendicular- 
nosed.  Not  even  like  Dolly  —  amber-eyed,  scarlet-dyed, 
■with  electrical  hair  like  thin-spun  glass.  None  of  these  — 
but  yet  glorious  —  entrancing  —  magnificent  and  awful ! 

It  crept  toward  me  and  coiled  up  at  my  feet.  Half- 
veiled,  in  some  strange,  fleecy  garment  that  shifted  and 
waved  as  It  moved,  and,  stirred  by  invisible  air  currents, 
seemed  to  wreathe  and  writhe  about  It,  even  as  smoke  — 
through  which  the  polished  mahogany  of  Its  inner  surface 
seemed  to  glisten  and  glide  duskily  like  a  serpent's  skin  — 
always  graceful  and  charming,  even  in  its  ophimorpheous 
outline  —  I  saw  It  lean  Its  head  upon  Its  hand  and  turn 
Its  awful  glittering  eyes  on  mine.  I  tried  to  rise,  but  could 
not.  I  tried  to  turn  my  eyes  away,  but  was  fascinated  like 
a  bird  in  the  serpent's  toils.  But  it  was  not  the  relentless, 
unwinking  glitter  of  the  rattlesnake,  although  I  felt  ali 
the  dreaded  entrancement  of  its  gaze.  Its  eyes  were  softened 
and  humid  as  It  looked  at  mine,  and  bright  with  ineffable 
longing.  Again  I  tried  to  move,  but  my  limbs  were  torpid. 
I  tried  to  speak,  my  lips  were  powerless.     I  could  only  look 

—  my  faculties  found  expression  in  that  one  sense,  until 
the  weary  lids  sank  over  and  veiled  the  other  lustrous  orbs 
from  my  benumbing  consciousness,  and  slowly,  quietly,  I  fell 
asleep. 

When  I  awoke  it  was  bright  moonlight.  There  were  the 
long  parallelograms  of  lights  below  my  window,  and  above 
the  twinkling  city,  the  firmament,  starred  and  resplendent. 
I  rubbed  my  eyes.      I  was  cold,  nervous,  and  trembling. 
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There  was  a  bitter  taste  in  my  mouth  —  the  room  seemed 
close  —  the  air  heavy  with  tobacco  smoke.  Puffer's  meer- 
schaum lay  beside  me  on  the  floor.  I  picked  it  up  and 
was  about  to  return  it  to  its  case,  when  my  eye  caught  and 
became  riveted  to  the  carved  bowl.  It  was  the  odd  brown- 
tinged  caryatid  which  seemed  to  possess  this  fascination  and 
which  recalled  something  of  my  past  experience. 

You,  0  reader,  who  have  trespassed  upon  some  forbid- 
den ground,  who  have  indulged  in  some  prohibited  vice  — 
you  can  recall  how  much  easier  becomes  the  descent,  after  the 
first  downward  step,  than  to  retrace  your  footfalls  to  the 
dreadful  verge.  Let  me  then  hurry  over  the  feverish,  impa- 
tience with  which  I  reviewed  my  impressions  of  that  awful 
night  and  the  gradual  absorption  of  my  faculties  in  the  repeti- 
tion of  that  first  excess.  How  often,  after  a  visit  from  that 
awful  presence,  restless  and  tossing  upon  my  couch,  feverish, 
with  parched  tongue  and  that  bitter  burning  taste  yet  linger- 
ing on  my  palate,  have  I  prayed  to  be  delivered  from  Its 
awful  fascinations.  How  often  has  this  been,  only  to  rise 
again  and  invoke  Its  soothing,  tranquillizing,  stupefying 
presence  from  out  of  Its  misty  habitation.  How  this  record 
has  been  told  over  in  shattered  nerves  and  trembling  limbs, 
clouded  intellect  and  vision,  and  remorseful  consciousness, 
perhaps  none  but  myself  can  know.  One  other  perhaps — 
Dolly! 

She  eyed  me  narrowly.  She  often  spoke  of  my  failing 
health  and  jaded  looks.  I  sometimes  fancied  she  had 
detected  the  secret,  with  the  insight  peculiar  to  practical 
young  women.  Who  discovers  the  skeleton  in  your  friend's 
eloset,  gentle  reader  ?  Always  a  Dolly  !  You  go  about, 
stumbling  hither  and  thither,  in  your  masculine  knowledge 
of  men  and  things,  opening  musty  bookcases,  and  conning 
over  black  letter,  and  looking  into  street  corners  for  the 
old  skeleton.  Dolly,  long  ago,  has  gone  into  your  friend's 
room,  and  looked  into  the  closet  at  his  bedside  —  which  was 
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always  open  —  and  —  seen  it.  I  began  to  fear  that  Dolly 
knew  It  —  and  had  seen  It,  too. 

I  had  retired  one  night  wearily  to  my  room,  and  took 
from  my  closet  the  green  shagreen  case.  I  once  more 
filled  its  bowl,  but  in  my  feverish  anxiety  to  invoke  Its 
now  familiar  presence,  I  omitted  the  precautionary  rule 
I  laid  down  at  the  beginning  of  these  pages,  of  clearing 
its  concave  alembic.  It  answered  but  feebly  to  my  in- 
spiring breath.  It  seemed  clogged  and  sullen.  I  applied 
my  pen-knife  and  again  resumed  my  seat.  Then  slowly,  as 
befitted  Its  awful  advent  —  out  of  the  ascending  smoke- 
wreaths  It  grew  in  all  Its  dim,  mysterious  glory.  Again 
It  crawled  toward  me  with  Its  burning  eyes.  Again  It 
coiled  up  at  my  feet  and  leaned  Its  braided  musky  locks 
upon  Its  hand  and  took  my  palm  within  Its  own.  Again 
I  felt  the  strange,  indefinable  thrill  possess  me  as  I  gazed 
into  Its  lambent  eyes.  But  I  strove  to  shake  off  the  familiar 
torpor,  when,  as  if  divining  my  intent,  It  seemed  to  raise  — 
great  heaven  !  —  to  a  level  with  my  breast.  It  approached 
me  with  liquid,  loving  eyes,  and  big,  pouting,  scarlet  lips  — 
Its  mephitic  breath  was  upon  my  cheek,  Its  dewy  and  vel- 
vety lips  touched  my  forehead.  I  was  fainting,  when  — 
fizz  —  bang !  — 

There  had  been  a  tremendous  explosion  somewhere.  I 
picked  myself  from  the  floor  amid  the  scattered  fragments  of 
Puffer's  Meerschaum.  The  room  was  filled  with  smoke  to 
suffocation  —  but  it  was  not  tobacco.  It  smelt  of  gun- 
powder. The  door  was  open  and  somebody  was  giggling  in 
the  hall.  It  was  that  practical  young  woman  —  Dolly !  — 
and  she  had  packed  half  an  ounce  of  Dupont's  in  the  con- 
cavity of  Puffer's  meerschaum. 

In  consideration  that  I  gained  ten  pounds  one  month 
afterward,  I  forgave  Dolly. 

My  health  improved  to  such  an  extent  that  I  afterward 
married  her. 
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A    GERMAN-SILVER   NOVEL 

The  exercise  of  apperception  gives  a  distinctiveness  to 
idiocracy,  which  is,  however,  subjective  to  the  limits  of  Me. 
Thus :  If  I  consider  myself  individually  as  an  individual,  I 
segregate  my  personality  from  humanity,  which  being  ob- 
jective to  my  individuality  as  an  individual,  is  necessarily 
idiosyncratic. 

I  consider  the  above  as  a  very  neat  exposition  of  my  con- 
dition. I  can't  say  that  it  is  entirely  original.  I  stole 
some  of  the  ideas  from  Puffer  (he  that  gave  me  the  meer- 
schaum I  told  you  about  the  other  day).  The  lucid  style 
he  acquired  by"  reading  Leibnitz  and  other  dreamy  Teutons. 
Puffer — although  I  say  it  who  am  his  friend  —  is  in  point 
of  fact  immense. 

When  he  told  me  that  horrid  story  about  the  German 
student  who  saw  a  duplicate  of  himself  walk  home  one 
night,  and  never  dared  to  enter  his  house  a  fortnight  after- 
ward, — which  I  dare  say  you  have  heard  before,  — I  was 
sorely  troubled.  The  fact  of  it  is,  Puffer  has  such  an 
agreeable  way  of  telling  such  dreadful  things,  in  a  muffled 
voice  as  he  goes  away  at  night  after  a  visit  to  my  room,  that 
he  leaves  a  large  stock  of  material  on  hand  for  nightmares, 
horrid  dreams,  and  such  things.  And  then,  I  had  some  ex- 
perience of  my  own  on  the  subject  I  speak  of  that  I  did 
not  want  to  tell  him. 

So  I  thought  of  telling  you,  and  to  give  it  due  solemnity 
I  constructed  that  paragraph  I  called  your  attention  to.  If 
i  Golden  Era,  September  30,  1860. 
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you  have  no  taste  for  metaphysics  and  would  n't  mind  a 
little  sentiment  instead,  we  '11  drop  Leibnitz  and  Puffer  for 
a  while. 

My  acquaintances,  generally,  look  upon  me  as  a  mild 
dyspeptic,  governed  according  to  the  philosophy  of  Henry 
Buckle  by  bodily  sympathies ;  and  rather  a  quiet,  ladylike 
young  man.  Just  so.  But  I  have  another  self  they  know 
nothing  about  —  a  brilliant  healthy  fellow,  with  huge  lungs  ; 
a  little  given  to  romance  and  enthusiasm,  who  requires  all 
my  care  and  attention  to  keep  him  out  of  mischief.  It  was 
my  otherself,  who,  when  I  received  castigation  at  an  early 
age,  ran  away  from  home  and  immediately  found  a  Desert 
Island  where  he  lived  afterward  very  happily  with  his  man 
Friday.  I  remained  with  my  aunt  Jemima  and  got  more 
lickings.  It  was  0.  S.  who  half  killed  the  tyrannical  old 
schoolmaster,  while  I  sat  quietly  by  and  conjugated  the 
verbs,  to  be,  to  do,  and  to  suffer.  It  was  0.  S.  who  bearded 
old  Fantadling  and  ran  away  with  Mary  Fantadling,  while  I, 
years  afterward,  saw  her  married  to  some  old  muff  and 
danced  at  her  wedding.  Do  you  think  that  such  a  brilliant 
high-souled  fellow  as  my  otherself  would  have  stood  by 
and  allowed  such  a  heinous  sacrifice  of  Mary,  whom  I  loved  ? 
No,  sir.  Never  !  0.  S.  was  self-sacrificing,  too,  on  occasion. 
When  I  had  oranges  sent  to  me  at  school  my  otherself 
crept  up  to  the  dormitory  and  gave  them  to  poor  Dick  who 
was  ill  with  the  fever.  I  did  n't.  Greedy  little  glutton  that 
I  was,  I  gorged  myself  with  them.  I  remember  somebody 
was  sick  afterward.  It  must  have  been  me.  It  was  my 
otherself  who  made  that  cutting  and  witty  retort  when  J.  F. 
expressed  his  opinion  that  I  was  a  Muggins.  I  only  saia, 
"  You  're  another,"  or  words  to  that  effect.  In  short,  it  was 
my  otherself  who  was  always  witty,  grand,  noble,  chival- 
rous, self-sacrificing,  magnanimous,  and  successful.    Not  me. 

If  a  fellow  had  another  self,  ought  he  to  be  contented 
with  one  wife  ?     Don't  flatter  yourself  that  your  question 
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is  new  or  funny.  That 's  been  said  before.  But  you  will 
find  it  partly  answered  in  these  pages. 

Some  years  ago,  in  the  Atlantic  States,  my  chronic  weak- 
ness became  intensified  at  the  climatrical  period,  and  obliged 
3ie  to  seek  pure  oxygen,  and  gather  raw  iodine  at  the  sea- 
side. The  physician  who  percussed  my  chest  and  felt  my 
pulse,  looking  at  me  with  grave,  quiet  eyes  but  a  pleasant, 
assuring  smile,  told  me  to  forget  myself  as  much  as  possi- 
ble for  the  next  four  weeks,  and  parted  from  me  with  a 
quiet  shake  of  the  hand. 

I  went  to  the  seaside.  Where  ?  Oh,  I  'm  not  going  to 
tell  you.  You  have  been  there  very  likely  or  may  go,  and 
then  you  may  find  out  that  the  circumstances  I  tell  you  are 
exaggerated.  Enough  for  you  to  know  that  it  had  the 
usual  great  house,  with  the  smell  of  thousands  of  dead  and 
gone  dinners  flavoring  the  wide  walls  and  passages.  With 
piazzas  and  colonnade,  with  the  white  paint  so  cold  and 
ghastly  in  the  moonlight,  and  so  hot  in  the  sunlight,  and 
on  the  windward  side  beginning  to  grow  sere  and  yellow, 
and  fretted  of  mornings  with  little  saline  crystals  from  the 
sharp  salt  air.  There  were  the  half-dozen  pretty  girls  and 
numberless  nice  young  women,  whose  white  skirts  filled  the 
piazzas  and  the  parlor ;  who  sang  and  flirted  and  danced 
the  "  German,"  and  charged  as  a  Light  Brigade  of  "  Lan- 
cers" and  fluttered  away  with  their  colored  pennons  to 
carry  havoc  and  destruction  elsewhere.  There  was  the 
usual  little  routine  of  daily  enjoyments,  entered  into  with 
business  regularity ;  the  bath,  the  ride,  the  walk,  the  bowl- 
ing-alley, dinner,  hop.      How  dost  thou  like  the  picture  ? 

I  set  about  trying  to  forget  myself.  I  tried  not  to  think 
that  I  was  a  weak  invalid,  and  forgot  to  feel  my  pulse  the 
next  morning,  after  arrival.  I  interested  myself  secretly  in 
people.  Having  a  nice  little  skeleton  of  my  own  tucked 
away  in  room  No.  1199,  I  cultivated  a  taste  for  other  peo- 
ple's.    I  knew  why  the  lovely  Miss  M did  not  take 
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her  accustomed  ride  with  Washington  Jinks  the  other  day 
after  that  sun-burned  and  queer-looking  customer  arrived. 
I  knew  why  young  Whipper-Snapper  came  up  post-haste 
from  the  city,  and  why  poor  Miss  Whipper-Snapper's  eyes 
were  red  the  next  morning,  and  her  cruel  "  pa  "  bundled 
her  off  to  the  city.      I  knew  why    the   fascinating    Miss 

J was  so  brilliant  and  light-hearted  ;  and  what  she  was 

trying  to  drown  and  blot  out  forever  in  the  gay  whirl  of 
excitement.  And  that  wicked  thing  that  young  Rattier 
told  me  about  Miss  Fanny,  —  ah,  my  dear  madam,  your 
sex  are  not  the  only  beings  who  cauterize  reputation,  —  but 
I  'm  not  going  to  tell  you  that,  although  it 's  infinitely  better 
than  anything  in  this  story.  .  Let  us  go  back  to  our  sheep, 
which  are  not  all  black,  thank  goodness  ! 

Well,  I  was  sitting  upon  the  piazza  with  one  foot  upon 
one  of  the  columns,  and  my  other  leg  over  the  balusters 
(bannisters  is  the  pronunciation  of  that  region),  when  the 
hotel  stage  drew  up  with  some  additional  visitors.  A  num- 
ber got  down,  but  one  of  them  alighted.  I  use  the  latter 
expression  as  imperfectly  conveying  the  manner  in  which 
she  fluttered  out  of  the  stage  as  you  have  seen  a  canary 
come  out  of  the  door  of  a  cage.  She  might  have  had  wings, 
but  they  were  flattened  down  under  a  gray  traveling-cloak. 
I  did  not  see  them,  but  as  she  passed  me,  her  brown  veil 
lifted,  and  I  saw  her  young  face.  There  !  —  I'm  not  going 
to  describe  her.  If  you  should  ever  see  her  album,  you  '11 
find  it  done  very  prettily.  There  are  some  verses  in  the 
September  number  of  the  Young  Woman's  Magazine  of 
the  year  185-,  illustrative  of  her  perfections,  signed  "  B." 
And  perhaps  you  might  not  think  her  pretty.  There  'a  my 

young  friend  D ,  whose  taste  is  good,  differs  from  me, 

but  every  one  knows  that  he  raves  altogether  about  golden 
hair  since  that  unfortunate  affair  he  had  with  the  youngest 
Miss  Midas. 

Most  people  would  have  gone  to  the  office  register  and 
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picked  out  her  name,  and  that  of  her  aunt,  who  was  with 
her.  That  was  altogether  too  practical ;  besides,  it  would 
have  involved  me  in  the  necessity  of  giving  it  in  full  in 
these  pages.  I  preferred  to  follow  her  upstairs  after  a  de- 
cent interval,  and  lounge  carelessly  along  the  passages. 
Presently  I  saw  the  gray  traveling-dress  kneeling  before  a 
large  trunk  in  front  of  an  open  door.  The  trunk  was  almost 
big  enough  to  hold  the  darling  herself.  As  I  passed  by  she 
looked  up.  There  have  been  one  or  two  pairs  of  eyes  that 
I  have  seen  in  niy  life  that  have  magnetized  me  —  I  don't 
know  whether  hers  did  — but  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  did  do. 
I  walked  downstairs  and  out  of  the  hotel,  and  so  down  to  the 
beach,  and  found  myself  half  an  hour  afterward,  poking  my 
stick  into  the  sand,  making  little  round  holes  for  the  water 
to  fill  up,  without  knowing  what  I  was  doing.  To  this 
day,  I  never  knew  why  I  went  there.  When  I  returned 
to  the  hotel,  it  was  dinner-time.  I  passed  through  the  long 
passage.  The  door  was  shut,  but  there  was  the  trunk ;  it 
was  marked  "  A.  D." 

What  could  "  A.  D."  stand  for  ?  A  Darling,  a  Dear,  a 
Duck  ?  It  certainly  was  pleasant  to  have  something  to  be 
curious  about ;  somebody  to  think  of  beside  one's  self.  I 
reflected  as  I  stood  at  the  glass  in  the  desperate  attempt  to 
torture  my  hair  after  the  fashion  of  young  Wobbles,  whose 
hirsute  ensemble  was  at  once  the  envy  and  ridicule  of  our 
artless  sex  —  who,  among  all  their  faults,  are  not  amenable 
to  vanity.  Oh,  no !  And  when  the  gong  sent  its  swelling 
reverberations  along  the  passage,  I  slammed  the  door  on  my 
old  skeleton  and  strode  away  to  dinner. 

I  sat  nearly  opposite  to  her.  I  caught  her  eyes  as  I  sat 
down,  and  upset  my  glass.  Consequently  I  did  n't  dare  to 
look  at  her  during  the  meal  but  twice;  once  at  soup,  and 
once  at  coffee.  I  thought  she  looked  conscious  and  embar- 
rassed. She  might  if  she  had  known  that  I  seasoned  my 
food  immediately  afterward  to  such  an  extent  that  the  first 
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mouthful  produced  poignant  anguish  and  tears.  But  I 
crucified  my  flesh  for  her  dear  sake.  I  wonder  does  she 
think  of  it  now  ? 

The  next  day,  I  obtained  the  cooperation  of  young 
Wobbles,  who  knew  everybody,  and  was  introduced  to  her 
on  the  piazza,  at  sunset.  I  had  my  little  weaknesses  then 
—  and  read  Byron,  Moore,  and  Bulwer's  early  works,  and 
had  some  slight  acquaintance  with  Alfred  Tennyson.  I 
called  her  attention  to  celestial  appearances,  keeping  my 
glance  fixed  on  her  large,  hazel  eyes.  There  was  a  wistful 
yearning  expression  in  them,  as  if  she  was  looking  for  some- 
body or  something,  or  trying  to  clothe  the  person  she  ad- 
dressed with  some  familiar  habit.  I  entered  into  verbal 
discourse,  still  looking  in  her  eyes,  and  carrying  on  a  con- 
versation in  their  supereloquent  language  — ;  somewhat  after 
this  style  :  — 

"What  a  magnificent  sky."  (What  beautiful  eyes  you 
have.) 

"  Lovely."     (Do  you  really  think  so  ?) 

"  That  rosy  flush  is  unapproachable."  (So  are  your 
cheeks.) 

"  Is  n't  it ! "      (You  make  me  blush.) 

"May  I  offer  you  my  arm?  "      (She  is  lovely.) 

"Thank  you  ;  it  is  so  pleasant."     (He  is  nice.) 

We  turn  and  pass  the  other  promenaders  one  by  one, 
and  make  our  way  toward  the  beach.  We  look  out  on  the 
flashing  sea.     She  speaks  :  — 

"  I  like  the  sea.  It  is  about  the  only  genuine  thing 
here,  although  it  resembles  our  little  world  in  yonder  car- 
avansary. The  waves  come  rolling  in  and  dash  themselves 
upon  the  sand,  leaving  a  faint  trace,  as  we  do,  year  after 
year,  only  to  be  obliterated  by  those  that  follow." 

"  Yes,"  I  say,  with  deep  sarcasm,  "and  those  great  ones, 
that  rush  in  periodically,  are  the  '  heavy  swells,'  and  these  " 
—  I  pick  up  a  water-worn  pebble  —  "are  the  hearts  that 
ace  left  behind." 
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(Do  I  suppose  that  you  imagine  this  conversation  gen- 
uine ?  Of  course  not.  You  know  it 's  only  a  clever  way 
we  romancists  have  of  ringing-in  a  pet  idea  hy  putting  it 
in  the  mouth  of  irresponsible  parties.  Did  you  ever  hear 
girls  talk  as  they  do  in  books  ?  What  would  conversation, 
be  if  carried  on  in  that  correct,  bloodless  way  ?  Where 
would  be  the  anxious  interrogating  eye,  the  eloquent  ges- 
ture, even  the  dear  little  misplaced  adjectives  and  bad 
punctuation  which  make  their  disjointed  chat,  and  their 
"ands,"  the  soul  of  prattle  and  gossip?) 

We  were  out  about  an  hour  that  evening,  and  it  was  with 
great  difficulty  that  I  choked  back  a  premature  avowal  of 
love,  fidelity,  etc.,  etc.  I  was  remarkably  eloquent  and 
brilliant  —  at  least,  I  thought  I  saw  that  much  reflected  in 
her  eyes.  It  would  be  pleasant,  I  thought,  to  ramble  that 
way,  for  a  lifetime ;  oblivious  of  bread  and  butter  and  small 
children,  in  a  country  where  the  sun  was  perpetually  setting 
and  never  getting  up  upon  a  world  of  labor  and  reality,  and 
I  grew  quite  silent,  and  was  beginning  to  think  of  my  old 
skeleton,  when  I  looked  up  and  saw  her  looking  at  me.  It 
was  an  expression  of  distrust  and  disappointment,  that  sent 
an  odd  fear  flashing  over  me.  "  It  is  getting  chill,"  said 
she,  "  let  us  go  back."  I  thought  the  air  had  changed 
marvelously,  for  I  felt  cold,  too. 

The  next  morning  when  I  saw  her,  I  fancied  that  sho 
blushed  as  our  eyes  met.  I  thought,  too,  that  her  aunt 
eyed  me  sharply  over  her  spectacles  for  a  moment.  But 
that  day  I  sedulously  cultivated  the  old  lady,  and  interested 
myself  in  her  in  my  old-fashioned,  ladylike  way,  so  differ- 
ent from  last  evening,  that  we  were  in  a  very  gossipy  con- 
versation in  the  parlor  when  A.  D.  entered  from  the  morn- 
ing bath.  She  looked  astonished,  as  well  she  might ;  she 
looked  lovely,  she  could  n't  help  that  either.  Aunt  Viney 
requested  me  to  repeat  that  amusing  little  anecdote  about 
Mrs.  M.  M. ,  and  added :  "  My  dear,  this  gentleman  knows 
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all  about  those  stuok-up  Pigswells,  and  says  their  father  was 
only  a  carpenter.  You  know  what  I  told  you  about  such  peo- 
ple. Put  a  beggar  on  horseback  "  —  and  the  dear  old  thing 
absolutely  rolled  the  sweet  morsel  under  her  tongue  as  she 
left  the  room.  I  thought  another  shade  was  coming  over  A. 
D.  's  face,  but  I  mounted  my  hippogriff,  and  taking  her  up 
behind  me,  soon  soared  out  of  the  atmosphere  of  the  thou- 
sand and  one  dinners,  into  the  realms  of  poetry  and  fancy. 

And  so  days  passed  ;  but  why  should  I  repeat  any  of  those 
variations  of  the  old  duet  of  Love  and  Youth  ?  From  un- 
disguised pleasure  at  meeting  each  other,  we  at  last  merged 
into  that  hopeless  stage  when  every  moment  out  of.  each 
other's  society  was  a  blank  of  years ;  when  chance  meetings 
and  even  slight  formalities  seemed  to  have  a  guilty  con- 
sciousness. And  yet  I  never  spoke  of  love.  I  knew  that 
she  was  rich  and  an  orphan,  and  that  she  was  talked  of  as 
the  heiress  of  her  aunt,  whom,  Wobbles  told  me,  adored  her 
next  to  the  thousands  which  rumor  said  she  would  leave  her 
when  she  died.  I  never  thought  of  marriage.  I  was  con- 
tent with  the  blissful  and  artificial  present.  And  I  dreaded 
the  old  lady's  resentment  had  she  imagined  my  thought. 
So  I  regularly  humored  her,  and  she,  recognizing  my  easy, 
meretricious  qualities,  was  civil  and  social. 

I  had  been  thinking  of  this  in  conjunction  with  the  old 
skeleton  I  carried  up  there,  and  had  taken  my  seat  upon  the 
piazza  as  I  did  once  before,  when  the  afternoon  stage  drew 
up  at  the  door.  There  was  a  figure  that  lightly  leaped 
down  and  tripped  up  the  steps,  as  somebody  did  I  told  you 
of.  But  what  a  resemblance  in  figure,  in  height,  in  looks, 
in  action,  to  —  to  —  to  —  myself  I  There  was  the  outline 
of  my  thin,  colorless  face,  but  rounder,  and  lit  with  the  flush 
of  youth  and  vigor.  The  listless,  lounging  way  I  had  ac- 
quired, and  I  must  confess,  cultivated,  in  the  stranger  was 
changed  to  the  active  buoyancy  of  youth  and  energy.  A 
follow  to  do,  and  dare ;  to  live  in  earnest  —  I  thought  as 
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I  looked  at  him  in  undisguised  admiration.  Why  did  n't 
the  thought  that  months  afterward  slowly  shaped  itself 
in  my  brain,  and  at  last  sprang  forth  like  the  Athenian 
Pallas,  full  grown  and  armed  against  me,  — oh,  why  didn't 
it  strike  me  then  ?  Why  did  n't  I  know,  blind  fool  that 
I  was,  that  this  was  the  companion  of  my  bygone  life ; 
the  child,  the  boy,  the  man  —  my  otherself?  Why? — 
well,  because  it  would  have  spoiled  my  story,  you  see ! 

I  called  young  Wobbles's  attention  to  him,  and  I  think 
Wobbles  objected  to  him  as  being  too  "  intense."  But  I 
think  no  one  but  myself  noticed  the  strange  resemblance 
that  he  bore  to  me.  When  I  went  upstairs  he  was  standing 
on  the  piazza,  where  we  stood,  you  remember,  his  quick  eye 
turned  toward  the  sea,  and  his  fresh,  sun-burned  face  a  little 
thrown  back,  his  lips  partly  open,  chest  dilated,  and  shoulders 
squared  as  if  recognizing  a  familiar  presence  in  the  rushing 
breath  of  the  mighty  sea.  What  was  the  cause  of  that 
miserable  sinking  of  the  heart  that  came  over  me  then? 
Why  did  I  get  myself  up,  for  the  regular  "  feed  "  that  after- 
noon, listlessly  and  carelessly  ?  Looking  in  the  glass  I  saw 
the  grinning  head  of  that  old  skeleton  peeping  over  my 
shoulder. 

A.  D.  looked  beautiful  that  day  at  dinner.  In  the  full- 
ness of  her  young  life,  and  the  unconscious  eloquence  of  her 
girlish  nature,  she  gave  me  a  look  that  made  my  pulse  jump 
and  the  bones  of  the  old  skeleton  upstairs  rattle.  I  was 
yet  watching  her  face,  when  I  noticed  the  color  drop  out  of 
her  cheek  and  her  eyes  assume  a  fixed  and  concentrated 
look,  and  something  swell  and  rise  in  her  fair  young  throat. 
I  looked  around  and  saw  —  my  otherself.  He  had  sat 
down  near  me,  and  was  looking  and  evidently  admiring 
her.  I  saw  her  eyes  turn  from  his  face  to  mine  with  that 
curious,  wistful  look  I  had  before  noticed.  Then  they  sank 
in  maidenly  confusion  on  her  plate  and  she  became  absorbed 
fn  chicken.     I  picked,  little  by  little,  like  that  young  womaa 
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in  the  Arabian  Nights,  who  did  n't  like  to  spoil  her  appetite 
for  dead  bodies,  and  thought  of  my  skeleton.  My  otherself 
had  a  vulgar,  healthy  appetite.  You  think  that  I  have  got 
jealous  of  the  stranger  who  fancied  my  girl, — oh,  astute 
reader  ?  Not  a  bit  of  it.  Jealousy  is  too  active  a  passion 
for  my  temperament.  But  that  night,  as  I  gloomily  walked 
on  the  beach,  I  think  that  if  Wobbles  had  rushed  up  to  me 
and  told  me  that  somebody  had  been  carried  out  in  the  un- 
dertow, I  should  have  composed  a  handsome  obituary  or 
elegiac  verses  on  that  somebody  for  the  country  paper,  or 
done  something  almost  as  heartless  and  gentlemanly. 

To  show  that  I  had  no  ill  will  —  I  found  out  from  Wobbles 
that  my  otberself's  name  was  Reginald  de  Courcy  Altamont, 
and  solicited  and  obtained  an  introduction,  and  overpow- 
ered him  with  civility.  I  even  procured  him  an  introduc- 
tion to  my  A.  D.,  whom  he  frankly  confessed  he  admired. 
Would  you  believe  that  that  same  ridiculous  scene  on  the 
piazza  was  repeated,  only  by  a  different  and  much  more  nat- 
ural performer,  who  took  the  part  of  the  lover,  vice  myself. 
I  don't  know  that  it  did,  but  I  preferred  to  think  so ;  and 
have  reasons  to  believe  it  now.  But  let  me,  as  I  draw 
nearer  the  climax,  give  you  an  episode. 

It  was  a  warm  morning.  People  drooped, about  in  white 
linen  and  Marseilles.  The  sands  had  a  dreadful,  unwinking 
glare,  and  the  sea  beyond  was  quite  calm  and  glittered  like 
green  glass.  There  was  no  rustle  of  the  tasselated  corn, 
filing  away  inland  to  the  distant  hills ;  it  bent  lower  in  the 
yellow  heat.  The  trees  were  dusty  and  parched.  There 
was  one  quiet,  cool  nook  that  I  remembered ;  thither  I  bent 
my  steps.  I  entered  the  principal  passage  and  followed  it 
until  it  ended  near  the  eastern  gable  and  was  crossed  by  a 
reentering  angle,  flanked  by  a  sash-door  opening  upon  the 
balcony.  There  sat  A.  D.  reading.  Her  little  slippered 
feet  were  upon  an  embroidered  worsted  "  cricket,"  which 
she  pushed  toward  me  with  a  look  and  a  smile.     I  sat  down 
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at  her  feet  and  took  up  the  book  which  she  had  laid  down 
carelessly,  and  opened  it.  It  was  selections  from  Tennyson. 
Could  it  be  mine  ?  I  look  at  the  fly-leaf.  In  bold  char- 
acters I  behold,  "  R.  de  Courcy  Altamont."  Oh,  I  see.  I 
look  at  her — she  meets  my  gaze  fearlessly.  "  Mr.  Alta- 
mont lent  it  to  me.  I  believe  you  have  a  copy.  You  said 
you  admired  Tennyson  —  and  I  thought "  —  the  artful  little 
minx  drops  her  eyes.  Oh,  the  delicious  and  exquisite  un- 
certainty of  that  moment!  I  opened  the  book  carelessly 
and  read  aloud :  — 

"  Go  not,  happy  day, 

From  the  shining  fields, 
Go  not,  happy  day, 
Till  the  maiden  yields." 

The  book  drops.  She  is  looking  out  of  the  sash-door,  to- 
ward the  distant  sea.  I  wonder  whether  she  is  looking  for 
anybody's  ship ! 

"  How  very  warm  it  is !  " 

"  Very ! " 

A  long  pause — I  watch  a  fly  buzzing  on  the  piazza  and 
a  grim  old  spider  waiting  inside  of  an  extempore  web  which 
he  has  just  built  at  the  cornice.  He  knows  the  fly  will 
come.  It's  only  a  question  of  time.  She  taps  her  little 
foot  and  turns  an  emerald  ring  upside  down  on  her  little 
finger.     I  break  silence,  still  watching  the  fly. 

"  This  life  is  so  very  artificial.  I  should  like  to  have  an 
island  somewhere  in  the  tropics — say  where  Paul  and  Vir- 
ginia lived  —  and  forget  the  frivolities  of  society,  and  live 
alone  with  her  whom  I  should  choose  to  make  my  life  ear- 
nest and  happy  ?  "  You  perceive  I  end  this  highly  original 
remark  with  a  note  of  interrogation,  although  there  was 
literally  no  question  asked  —  that  was  my  artful  tone  of 
voice ! 

She  turns  her  head  and  looks  down  at  me. 

"  I  don't  think  you  would  do  anything  of  the  kind ! " 
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In  real  astonishment  I  ask,  "  Why  ?  " 

"It  would  be  too  much  trouble,  and  —  don't  get  angry 
now  —  you  don't  mean  what  you  say.  People  who  have 
hearts  that  are  so  simple  and  artless,  are  not  always  running 
to  desert  islands  to  enjoy  their  own  immaculate  purity  un- 
tainted. I  don't  know,  but  I  think  it  is  much  pleasanter 
to  try  and  make  ourselves  happy  here  and  to  familiarize, 
and  accept  one  another  from  our  own  standard,  than  to  wish 
to  be  much  worthier,  wiser,  or  better  than  they.  If  I  had  a 
h-h-husband  "  —  the  word  seemed  to  stick  in  her  dear  little 
throat  —  "I  should  want  him  to  believe  well  of  other  people, 
or  I  hardly  think  he  could  always  think  well  of  me.  I 
think  an  earnest,  simple  believer  like  —  ah,  Mr.  Altamont  ! 
I  have  been  reading  your  favorite  author  "  (the  false,  fickle 
thing  ! )      "  I  do  so  admire  Tennyson." 

Yes,  there  stood  my  otherself,  bowing  pleasantly  to  me 
and  seating  himself  on  a  camp-stool  he  had  brought  with 
him  !  You  see  the  whole  thing  had  been  evidently  ar- 
ranged!—  they  had  met  before. 

I  bowed  and  retired  —  I  did  n't  feel  well  and  thought  a 
walk  would  do  me  good.  I  looked  at  the  cornice  as  I  went 
out  —  the  poor  fly  was  struggling  in  the  meshes  of  the  web 
and  the  spider  was  sidling  down  toward  him.  I  smiled  in 
grim  sarcasm.     But  I  felt  rather  cut  for  all  that. 

The  time  of  my  return  to  the  city  was  rapidly  approach- 
ing. I  had  received  letters  from  my  employers,  informing 
me  that  they  would  expect  me  to  return  to  my  duties  about 
the  first  prox.,  and  that  they  hoped  I  was  better.  I  re- 
ceived another  from  my  Aunt  Jemima,  stating  that  she 
heard  that  my  health  was  improving,  and  that  I  looked  like 
another  man.  I  knew  the.  dear  old  lady  was  too  straight- 
forward for  sarcasm,  but  you  may  guess  that  my  cheeks 
flushed  at  the  simple  sentence.  I  informed  A.  D.  carelessly 
of  my  intention,  and  of  course  looked  in  her  face  acci- 
dentally as  I  did  so.     She  looked  at  me  curiously,  as  if 
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she  wanted  to  say  something.  But  I  did  n't  give  her  a 
chance. 

With  the  intention  of  doing  the  magnanimous,  I  called 
at  Altamont's  room.  The  young  man  was  pleasant  and 
hearty  —  hut  I  think  I  inclined  to  Wobbler's  opinion  that 
he  was  "  intense."  He  held  me  by  the  hand  and  pressed 
it  warmly,  and  told  me  that  he  had  taken  a  great  fancy 
to  me  ever  since  he  had  first  seen  me.  "  There  is  something 
about  you,  old  boy,"  said  he,  "  that  reminds  me  of  some- 
body that  I  once  knew."  I  inquired  if  it  was  the  friend 
of  Toodles  that  he  had  reference  to.  "  You  're  as  wicked 
as  ever,"  said  he,  "  but  I  like  you  for  all  that  —  what  '11 
you  take  ?  "  I  took  brandy.  We  resolved  to  make  a  night 
of  it.  We  accordingly  made  a  night  of  it  that  lasted  till 
late  the  next  day.  He  informed  me  of  all  his  past  history, 
his  present,  and  his  plans  for  the  future,  and  — 

I  've  been  thinking  how  I  should  tell  it  —  I  want  to  make 
the  climax  effective  without  making  myself  ridiculous — ■ 
but  I  may  as  well  tell  the  truth  in  plain  words.  Well,  — 
would  you  believe  it,  —  this  chivalrous,  earnest,  romantic, 
healthy  young  man  —  my  otherself,  actually  asked  me  to 
assist  him  in  running  off  with  A.  D.  Told  me  that  she 
was  willing  (the  deceitful,  bold  thing!)  —  that  she  loved 
him,  that  it  was  a  case  of  love  at  first  sight,  and  a  great  deal 
more  nonsense  that  was  perfectly  sickening  and  driveling. 
(What  fools  people  do  make  of  themselves  on  such  occa- 
sions.)    I  was  disgusted  and  so  left  him. 

Of  course  I  took  things  philosophically.     When  I  left 

the House,  I  did  n't  take  a  walk  around  the  piazza, 

nor  loiter  along  the  passage  near  the  door  of  a  certain  room. 
I  got  into  the  stage  and  took  Tennyson  from  my  pocket  and 
read, — 

"Break,  break,  break, 

At  the  foot  of  thy  crags,  O  Sea! 
But  the  tender  grace  of  a  day  that  is  dead 
Will  never  come  back  to  me." 
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That  was  positively  all  I  did  in  the  sentimental  way.  When 
I  reached  the  city  I  met  my  kind  physician:  "You  have 
got  a  little  more  iron  in  your  blood,  my  boy  [my  heart  he 
might  have  said],  and  your  flesh  is  firmer  [he  grasps  my 
hand]  —  what  have  you  been  doing  for  the  last  four 
weeks  ?  " 

"I  took  your  advice,  Doctor,  and  'forgot  myself.'" 
It  was  not  my  only  contact  with  this  otherself,  although 
I  have  endeavored  to  relate  in  these  pages  an  episode  of  my 
summer  life  ;  this  otherself  has  come  to  me  in  bleaker  autumn 
days  with  the  dead  leaves  and  sighing  winds.  I  know  that 
my  otherself  is  happy ;  that  he  is  known  and  loved  and  his 
name  "spoken  of  men"  and  reverenced.  I  am  looking  for- 
ward to  a  time  when  myself  and  this  otherself  shall  be  one 
and  inseparable.  I  do  not  deem  it  an  idiosyncracy ;  for  you, 
oh,  indulgent  reader,  looking  upon  these  pages  with  the 
sympathies  of  apperception,  may  have  felt  one  touch  of 
companionship  with  me.  I  see  and  recognize  your  other, 
selves — as  I  did  that  of  a  dear  young  friend  I  lately  lost. 
I  knew  but  his  objective  self,  seamed,  scarred,  worried,  and 
furrowed  in  the  battle  of  life.  But  bending  over  his  cold 
white  face  a  year  ago,  I  saw,  in  the  relaxed  lineaments  and 
pleasant  air,  the  older  face  of  his  otherself  looking  out  to 
mine,  and  upward ! 


"HIS  WIFE'S  SISTER"1 

A    STOKY    OF    A    SACRIFICE 

An  elegant  and  philosophical  writer  says :  "  Man's  life 
is  only  a  journey  from  one  fond  woman's  breast  to  another." 
It  was  probably  the  object  of  the  author  to  refer  particu- 
larly to  the  mother  and  wife.  As  the  number  of  stopping- 
places  is  not  limited,  however,  I  choose  to  accept  the  most 
catholic  interpretation.  I  believe  that  what  the  world  usually 
calls  "inconstancy"  is  only  the  effort  of  nature  to  progress 
toward  perfect  affinities.  If  man  in  his  journey  of  life  stops 
at  a  good  many  ports,  it  stands  to  reason  that  he  will  acquire 
a  much  better  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  will  eventually 
"  lay  up  "  in  the  best  haven.  Let  me  give  you  a  modified 
illustration  of  my  idea.  I  have  a  friend  who  has  been  sub- 
jected to  a  theory  of  purely  physical  progression.  His  first 
and  earliest  affection  was  for  Curls.  He  became  acquainted 
at  the  age  of  ten  years  with  a  set  of  twelve,  —  large  ones  at 
that.  This  capillary  attraction,  if  I  may  so  term  it,  was  not 
lasting.  A  Voice,  belonging  to  another  and  otherwise  plain 
young  woman,  next  occupied  the  reverberating  chambers  of 
his  heart.  It  was  not  a  fine  voice,  but  it  was  a  positive  one 
and  his  was  a  negative.  Now  you  see  Curls  had  a  negative 
voice,  and  of  course  two  negatives  hadn't  any  attraction. 
Hence  his  deflection.  Then  a  Bust  attracted  his  undivided 
attention.  It  was  followed  by  Eyes  and  Mouth,  which  by 
an  unusual  phenomenon  occurred  in  the  same  individual ; 
they  were  both  positive  and  my  friend's  own  eyes  and 
mouth  were  negatives.  Hence  his  new  variation.  He  came 
very  near  proposing  to  them,  but  was  providentially  saved 
1  Golden  Era,  October  14,  1860. 
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by  the  interposition  of  an  Ankle.  He  flirted  with  the  Ankle 
for  some  time,  but  an  ankle  not  being  a  regular  feature,  of 
course  it  was  n't  lasting.  Need  I  inform  the  reader  that  had 
he  met  the  positive  and  negative  peculiarities  combined  in 
one  person,  he  would  have  fallen  in  love  at  once  and  recog- 
nized his  affinity  ?  That 's  what  he  was  looking  for.  Hence 
his  hesitation,  and  what  the  world  foolishly  calls  his  — 
"  inconstancy." 

I  merely  instance  this  "  physical "  illustration  as  being  the 
most  forcible  and  common.  Mental  and  moral  peculiarities 
are  met  in  the  same  way  and  are  much  more  difficult  to 
combine.  Of  course  there  are  some  exceptions  to  the  above 
theory.  Indistinctive  people  are  an  exception. »  You  may 
take  a  stick  of  wood  and  saw  it  into  a  number  of  small  pieces 
and  you  shall  find  no  difficulty  in  fitting  any  of  the  pieces 
together.  But  take  another  stick  and  break  it  several  times, 
and  you  must  find  the  particular  adjunct  if  you  wish  to 
join  two  in  one.  Now  indistinctive  people  are  the  sawn 
blocks:  they  come  naturally  together.  The  broken  pieces 
are  men  and  women  of  strongly  marked  opposite  characters, 
with  negative  and  positive  dispositions,  fitting  each  other 
and  showing  that  in  the  normal  state  they  were  one  distinct 
creation.  Not  unfrequently  there  is  some  unnatural  match- 
ing. A  worthy  friend  of  mine,  with  a  smooth,  indistinctive 
surface,  married  one  of  the  broken  pieces ;  the  consequence 
was  obvious ;  attrition  has  worn  off  her  salient  features  and 
she  has  become  like  him.  But  when  two  broken  surfaces 
meet,  that  don't  fit  —  there  's  trouble  and  business  for  the 
lawyers  at  once. 

I  would  like  to  give  you  an  illustration  of  another  ex- 
ception, just  for  its  moral.  Every  story  should  have  a  moral 
or  develop  some  peculiar  idea,  —  but  how  often  do  we  ac- 
cept the  moral.  When  our  surgical  friend  strips  the  walls 
of  this  once  living  temple,  and  lays  bare  its  wonderful  in- 
ternal structure,  however  irreverent  the  act,  we  pardon  it 
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for  the  good  that  shall  accrue  to  man  thereby.  But  when 
the  novelist  with  his  little  scalpel  cuts  into  the  character  of 
his  opposite  neighbor,  or  his  dear  friend,  and  exhibits  their 
internal  organism,  or  shows  up  his  own  idiosyncracies,  we 
never  recognize  ourselves  therein.  That's  quite  another 
affair,  of  course. 

When  my  friend  Dick  was  about  thirty  years  of  age,  he 
had  amassed  a  little  fortune.  He  had  flirted  a  good  deal  in 
his  time,  and  was  rather  a  "wild  young  fellow.  But  under 
his  superficial  qualities  and  manly  exterior,  there  was  a  large, 
honest,  boy's  heart.  Whether  it  had  ever  been  trampled 
upon,  or  had  the  impression  of  some  woman's  small  foot 
sunk  in  it,  is  of  little  consequence.  But  I  do  not  think  his 
heart  was  that  kind  of  primitive  formation,  that  holds  the 
relics  of  bygone  days  in  its  cold  fossiliferous  stratum.  If 
Dick  had  ever  had  an  "  affair  de  cceur,"  he  had  forgotten  it. 
He  was  what  we  term  blase  ;  we  —  who  know  nothing 
about  it.  Dick  did  not  object  to  the  epithet  —  he  rather 
liked  it,  as  we  all  do  —  and  I  think  he  cultivated  an  en- 
nuied  air.  If  he  had  had  any  previous  erotic  experience,  it 
was  in  the  progressive  stages  I  told  you  of. 

At  his  boarding-house  he  chanced  occasionally  to  meet  a 
young  girl  who  seemed  to  possess  many  of  the  attributes  he 
had  admired  consecutively  in  others.  She  was  simple  and 
unsophisticated,  and  supported  herself  by  giving  music  les- 
sons. With  his  wholesale  admiration  of  the  sex,  Dick  be- 
came interested  in  her  after  a  fashion.  She  did  not  object 
to  his  attentions  —  Miss  Mary  was  flattered  and  pleased  with 
Dick.  And  Dick  did  not  exactly  love  her,  for  he  had  doubted 
the  existence  of  the  passion.  But  he  felt  it  was  time  to  get 
married.  He  was  getting  old.  Here  was  a  good  chance  for 
him  to  test  his  skeptical  theory  in  regard  to  love.  If  he 
really  believed  there  was  no  such  thing,  he  might  as  well 
marry  her  as  any  one.      She  would  undoubtedly  make  him 

good  wife.      And  she  was  poor,  and  that  was  the  strong 
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lever  that  stirred  the  romantic  foundation  of  Dick's  heart. 
He  could  give  her  a  position.  She  must  love  him  —  he 
could  give  her  happiness  !  He  could,  in  short,  make  a  — 
a  —  yes,  that  was  it,  a  —  sacrifice  ! 

They  were  married  quietly.  There  were  some  friends  of 
Dick's  present,  but  the  bride  was  an  orphan,  and  her  only 
relative,  a  younger  sister,  lived  in  a  distant  State.  He  took 
her  to  a  rich  and  luxurious  home.  He  felt  that  he  had  done 
the  correct  and  gentlemanly  thing  in  every  respect,  and  when 
he  led  her  into  the  softly  carpeted  parlor  of  their  fashion- 
able bower,  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  placid  self-congratula' 
tion.  The  foolish,  simple  bride  threw  her  arms  about  her 
husband's  neck,  and  said  to  him, — 

"  Oh,  Dick!  how  can  I  thank  you  ?  " 

Dick  was  touched  and  felt  an  imaginary  halo  suspend 
itself  over  his  Olympian  brow  ! 

There  were  no  transports  with  Dick.  The  honeymoon 
passed  quietly  and  evenly.  He  had  not  expected  to  be  ex- 
travagantly blissful — his  dream,  if  one  bad  ever  fashioned 
and  shaped  his  inner  man  —  was  deceitful  and  he  knew  it. 
His  wife  was  all  to  him  that  he  had  sought,  it  seemed  — 
but  yet  the  possession  of  her  love  did  not  seem  fraught  with 
the  strange  fascination  that  he  had  often  conceived  in  his 
early  days.  There  was  something  wanting.  He  would 
never  let  her  know  it ;  oh,  no,  it  would  spoil  his  perfect 
sacrifice.  But  perhaps  it  was  this  consciousness  that  placed 
a  deeper  chasm  betwixt  his  wife's  affections  and  his  own. 
He  felt  he  had  another's  happiness  in  his  keeping  and  he 
resolved  to  guard  it  as  preciously  as  his  own.  This  state 
of  affairs,  as  you  may  readily  imagine,  though  very  romantic, 
put  him  upon  a  forced  and  unnatural  behavior,  which  added 
another  million  of  miles  to  that  awful  chasm.  And  Dick 
sometimes  found  himself  sitting  opposite  to  her,  in  their 
comfortable  parlor,  and  wondering  if  that  strange  woman 
was  his  wife.     There  was  the  contour  of  the  face  that  had 
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haunted  his  boyish  visions;  there  was  the  same  soft  voice 
and  winning  accent —  and  yet  why  was  n't  he  happier  ?  why 
was  n't  he  grateful  ?  what  was  the  meaning  of  that  awful 
barrier  that  lay  between  them  ?  Why  was  he  doing  the 
Spartan  business,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ?  He  would 
get  up  at  such  times  and  go  over  to  the  neat  womanly  figure, 
and  gaze  into  her  eyes  and  kiss  her  red  lips  and  say,  "  Are 
you  happy,  my  dear  ? "  and  then  she  would  look  back  an 
answer,  and  would  say,  "Are  you  not,  Dick?"  Dick 
would  say  emphatically,  "  Certainly,  my  dear ! "  with  a 
great  deal  of  unnecessary  decision. 

A  time  came  when  Dick's  wife  was  not  able  to  visit  much, 
and  kept  her  room  a  great  deal ;  and  Dick  learned  that  this 
young  sister  of  hers  would  visit  her,  and  that  for  certain 
reasons,  the  visit  would  be  very  opportune  ;  and  it  was  with 
that  strange  flutter  which  the  consciousness  of  a  coming 
event  occasions  in  the  breast  of  the  expectant  parent,  that 
Dick  was  sitting  by  himself  in  the  little  library,  before  the 
fire.  Her  chair  —  for  she  was  wont  to  bring  her  work  in 
and  sit  with  her  husband  while  he  read —  was  standing  op- 
posite and  her  work-basket  was  still  upon  the  table.  He 
was  trying  to  analyze  the  strange  sensations  that  were  throng- 
ing upon  him,  and  looking  forward  to  a  happier  state  of 
being,  when  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  might  assist  his  re- 
flections by  smoking.  He  drew  out  his  cigar-case,  bit  off 
the  end  of  a  fragrant  Havana,  and  looked  around  for  a  bit 
of  paper  to  light  it.  His  eye  fell  on  his  wife's  basket. 
There  was  a  white  paper  sticking  out  of  a  chaotic  scramble 
of  various  colored  fragments.  He  took  it  up.  It  seemed 
to  be  a  letter.  He  was  about  replacing  it  when  his  eye 
caught  a  passage  containing  his  own  name. 

I  have  told  you  that  Dick  was  the  soul  of  honor.  If  he 
had  known  that  his  wife  did  n't  want  him  to  read  that  letter, 
he  would  n't  have  read  it.  If  he  had  imagined  for  a  moment 
that  it  contained  anything  he  should  n't  read,  or  any  secret 
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of  his  wife's,  he  would  have  sat  and  blinked  at  it  all  day, 
or  perhaps  have  walked  upstairs  with  it  and  handed  it  to 
her,  saying,  "My  dear,  you  have  left  a  letter  below.  I 
don't  know  what  it  is,  or  who  it 's  from,"  and  would  have 
departed  dramatically.  But  not  knowing  what  it  was,  you 
see,  he  coolly  read  on,  commencing  at  the  paragraph  con- 
taining his  name,  as  I  do  :  — 

"  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  Dick  is  not  all  that  you  fondly 
imagined.  Don't  ask  me,  dear,  for  advice;  it  is  better  you 
should  leave  all  to  time  and  your  own  tact  and  judgment.  I 
think  that  no  one  is  capable  of  mediating  between  a  wife's 
affections  and  her  husband's  —  even  a  sister.  I  would  say 
that  you  ought  to  have  weighed  all  this  before  you  bound 
yourself  to  one  whom  you  think  is  not  worthy  of  your 
affections ;  but  we  cannot  recall  what  is  past.  No !  indeed. 
You  say  that  your  Dick  has  a  generous  heart,  and  in  this 
world,  dear !  you  know  that  this  ought  to  make  up  for  other 
defects,  even  if  he  be  dull  and  stupid/  [Oh!  you  should 
have  seen  Dick's  face  at  this  moment!]  Your  sacrifice,  I 
know,  was  a  great  one,  but  men  cannot  appreciate  the  sacri- 
fices we  make.  No,  never!  But  I  will  soon  be  with  you, 
my  dearest  sister,  and  perhaps  I  may  be  able  to  do  something 
for  you,  with  this  queer  being  whom  you  have  taken  for 
a  husband.  Don't  think  I  am  hardhearted  or  unsisterly 
either  if  I  can't  understand  your  feelings.  I  never  saw  the 
man  yet  that  I  could  whimper  over  or  feel  bad  about. 
'Good-bye,'  dear,  till  I  see  you,  which  will  be  soon! 

"  Your  affectionate  sister, 

a  i  Xw.'  " 

"Dull  and  stupid!"  He  "dull  and  stupid!"— he, 
Dick  —  the  delight  of  select  circles !  —  the  witty,  fascinat- 
ing, agreeable,  gossipy  Dick !  "  Dull  and  stupid ! "'  and 
her   sacrifice  —  her    "great   sacrifice"!     What    sacrifice? 
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When?  How  ?  Where  ?  And  this  was  the  return  — 
this  was  the  result  of  his  noble,  Roman-like  conduct ;  this 
was  eventuating  from  his  deeply  delicate,  poetical,  gentle- 
manlike treatment.  This  was  her  opinion  of  him  —  the 
opinion  of  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  the  partner  of  his  joys, 
the  sharer  of  his  wealth,  his  property  —  the  woman  he  — 
no !  not  loved  !  "  Dull  and  stupid !  "  Why,  the  woman 
was  a  fool;  they  were  both  fools!  they  were  hypocrites! 
they  were  ingrates !  they  were  —  women ! 

He  sank  back  in  his  chair.  Then  he  started  up  and 
threw  the  letter  in  the  grate,  and  carefully  replaced  his  cigar 
in  the  basket.  Then  he  burnt  his  fingers  recovering  the 
letter.  Then  he  put  his  hands  upon  his  head,  his  elbows 
upon  his  knees,  and  in  that  position  reflected. 

He  thought  he  had  better  not  say  anything  about  it. 
He  was  in  for  a  sacrifice  and  the  bigger  the  better.  "  Ho, 
there !  Bring  in  some  fagots  and  lay  'em  round  the  stake ! 
Pour  on  the  oil  and  wine  and  give  the  brands  another  poke ! 
Here's  the  spectacle  of  a  Christian  young  husband  immolated 
on  the  hymeneal  altar.     Hurrah!     Fetch  on  your  fagots ! " 

"Dull  and  stupid!"  He  liked  that!  Well,  he'd  let 
them  see  his  dullness  and  stupidity,  hereafter,  with  a  ven- 
geance. And  that  young  sister,  indeed!  A  snub-nosed, 
freckled  faced,  hoydenish  thing,  with  braids  and  mincing 
ways,  and  —  daring  to  talk  about  him — Dick!  —  the  man 
of  the  world !  the  blase  man,  —  as  dull  and  stupid !  Well, 
he'd  like  to  have  his  friend  Wobbles  hear  that;  how  he'd 
laugh !  At  them  ?  Of  course.  Certainly  at  them.  But 
then  he  'd  better  not  say  anything  about  it  —  on  his  wife's 
account. 

When  he  went  upstairs  to  his  wife's  chamber  he  made 
some  light,  trifling,  jocular  remark  which  I  regret  has  not 
reached  me,  but  which  had  the  effect  of  making  his  Mary 
open  her  eyes  in  meek  astonishment.  "  Dull  and  stupid," 
thought  Dick ;   "  indeed !  " 
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There  was  some  little  preparation  a  week  afterward ;  and 
one  day  Dick,  coming  home,  saw  some  boxes  in  the  hall  and 
several  mysterious-looking  bundles  lying  about,  and  other 
signs  which  seemed  to  indicate  that  his  wife's  sister  had 
arrived.  Of  course,  the  recollection  of  that  letter  did  not 
tend  to  awaken  lively  anticipations  of  a  meeting  with  the 
disagreeable  "  Tip."  He  thought  at  first  that  he  would  try 
the  dignified  and  stately,  and  otherwise  impress  the  young 
woman  with  a  sense  of  her  previous  irreverence.  But  then 
he  wished  to  establish  a  character  the  opposite  of  those  adject- 
ives which  yet  swam  before  his  eyes.  "  Dull  and  stupid  "  and 
"  dignified  and  stately  "  seemed  only  a  hopeless  alliteration. 
He  had  sent  the  servant  upstairs  to  inform  his  Mary  of  his 
coming,  by  way  of  preparing  the  repentant  and  humbled 
"  Tip"  for  his  awful  retributive  presence.  Then  he  changed 
his  mind  and  thought  of  rushing  upstairs  boisterously.  He 
made  a  step  toward  the  library  door  when  it  was  thrown 
open;  two  white  arms  were  flung  about  his  neck,  two  big 
blue  eyes  looked  into  his,  while  a  pair  of  scarlet  lips  articu- 
lated in  rapid  accents :   "  My  dear !  dear  brother  !  " 

Dick  was  taken  aback.  He  looked  down  at  the  beauti- 
ful and  girlish  figure  and  felt  —  he,  the  "  blase  "  man  — 
awkward  and  embarrassed.  His  lips  syllabled  a  few  com- 
monplaces, but  the  breath  of  life  seemed  to  have  left  him. 
He  could  only  lead  her  to  a  sofa  and  stand  and  gaze  at  her. 
She  was  certainly  very  pretty  —  so  like  his  wife,  and  yet 
so  unlike. 

"  Oh,  dear!  I  did  so  long  to  see  you.  Why  didn't  you 
come  upstairs  ?  I  was  afraid  you  were  angry  at  something. 
You  are  not  at  all  like  Mary's  husband.  I  know  I  shall 
like  you.  You  're  my  brother,  you  know,  and  I  never  had 
a  brother;  and  I'm  sure  I  shall  love  you  so  much.  You 
don't  say  anything !  Why,  what 's  the  matter  ?  Why, 
you  look  pale!     You 're  sick!     Mary!     Good  gracious !  " 

Poor  Dick  !     Poor,  poor  Dick !     It  was  over.     He  was 
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better  now.  Yes,  he  was  calm,  too  —  he  saw  it  all.  She 
was  sitting  before  him,  on  the  very  seat  his  wife  had  occu- 
pied ;  the  same  contour  of  features ;  the  same  outline,  the 
same  figure  —  but  oh  !  that  indefinable  expression  and  this 
strange  feeling  and  thrilling.  The  vision  of  his  past  life,  the 
dreams  of  his  youth  were  looking  out  of  the  anxious  pretty 
glance  that  met  his  own.  Oh,  rash,  hasty,  inconsiderate  fool ! 
He  had  stopped  one  step  short  of  perfect  affinity.  This  was 
his  wife's  sister !  wife's  sister  ?  Oh  Heavens,  he  had  mar- 
ried his  wife's  sister !  This  was  his  wife  !  The  sacrifice 
was  complete. 

No,  not  complete !  It  remained  for  him  to  smother  the 
fires  of  his  new  passion  in  the  dead  ashes  of  his  past  life. 
It  was  at  once  his  torture  and  his  crown  to  minister  to  the 
invalid  wants  of  the  real  wife  of  his  manhood,  in  company 
with  the  fair  young  ideal  wife  of  his  youth.  It  was  his 
great  glory  to  feel  the  touch  of  her  warm,  soft  hand  on  his 
brow,  when  he  sometimes  sat  alone  distractedly,  groping 
blindly  in  the  darkness  for  some  clue  to  lead  him  away 
from  the  pitfalls  that  beset  his  path.  He  could  not  help 
seeing  that  he  had  awakened  a  sympathetic  interest  in 
"  Tip's  "  young  heart  —  a  feeling  as  yet  undefined  and  holy 
in  its  nameless  orphan  purity.  But  the  sacrifice  was  not 
complete. 

They  were  sitting  alone  in  the  little  library,  and  she  sat 
opposite  to  him  in  his  wife's  chair.  He  raised  his  eyes  and 
she  drew  her  chair  nearer  to  him,  and  in  her  simple,  artless 
way  asked  his  forgiveness  ! 

"For  what,  Tip?" 

"  Well,  never  mind ;  say  you'  11  forgive  me.  I  once 
thought  worse  of  you  than  you  deserved  and  I  may  have 
said  something  to  Mary  ;  did  she  tell  you  anything  ?  " 

Dick  could  conscientiously  wave  a  negative. 

"  I've  changed  my  mind  since,  brother !  You're  so 
different.     I  'm  sure  I  know  of  no  one  who  could  make 


HIS  wife's  sister  67 

Mary  happier  than  you.  I  judge  so  by  what  I  have  seen 
of  you  and  by  my  own  feelings,  for  you  know,  Mary  and  I 
are  all  that  are  left  of  our  family.  Do  you  think  we  are 
alike  ?  I  think  that  I  shall  never  marry,  for  I  could  not 
find  another  like  Mary's  husband." 

The  artless  simplicity  and  genuine  sincerity  of  poor  Tip 
extorted  a  groan  from  Dick. 

Instantly  she  was  at  his  side.  "  Don't  worry,  brother, 
about  Mary,  she  will  be  better  soon.  I  know  how  you  feel, 
dear,  and  it  must  be  a  comfort  to  Mary  to  know  your  sym- 
pathy." 

How  shall  I  end  my  story,  reader  ?  Shall  I  say  that 
Tip  was  again  wrong ;  that  Mary  did  not  get  better  ?  That 
she  lingered  for  a  while  and,  striving  to  bring  a  feeble,  im- 
mortal soul  into  this  earthly  light,  laid  down  her  own  dear 
woman's  "life,  a  willing  sacrifice  upon  the  altar  ?  Shall  I 
say  that  Tip  and  Dick  stood  by  holding  her  hands,  when 
the  first  cry  of  the  struggling  immortal  heralded  her  way  to 
the  home  it  just  had  quitted  ?  How  that  the  poor  mother- 
less child  found  a  guardian  angel  in  Tip  ? 

How  else  can  I  marry  Dick  to  his  wife's  sister  ? 
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I  nevek  had  any  astonishing  adventure  in  an  omnibus. 
"I  never  had  the  privilege  of  paying  the  fare  of  any  beautiful 
young  lady  who  had  lost  her  porte-monnaie.  I  never  pro- 
tected any  lady  passenger  from  the  advances  of  a  Fiend  in 
Human  Shape.  I  never  got  out  to  give  my  seat  to  a  fair  un- 
known, who  thanked  me  with  a  deep  blush,  and  handed  me 
her  card  —  being  the  only  daughter  of  a  stern  but  well-known 
citizen  with  a  palatial  residence  at  South  Park,  etc.,  etc. 
On  the  contrary,  I  have  held  frantic  children  and  taken 
care  of  dyspeptic  lap-dogs.  I  have  been  entrusted  with 
bundles  which  became  vitalized  in  my  hands,  and  would 
undo  themselves,  and  cover  me  with  hooks  and  eyes,  and 
spools  of  cotton.  I  have  gone  down  from  the  light  of  day 
under  a  cloud  of  crinoline  on  either  side.  I  am  the  un- 
fortunate ' '  gentleman  "  who  always  makes  "  room  for  a 
lady,"  and  have  been  poked  with  a  parasol  for  my  pains.  I 
can't  see  that  putting  people  like  pills  in  a  box  and  shaking 
them  tends  to  make  them  social  —  but  like  the  pills  they 
are  apt  as  perfect  spheres  to  round  off  from  each  other 
whenever  they  come  in  contact. 

Yet,  because  an  apple  never  dropped  on  my  head  I  have 
no  reason  to  doubt  the  theory  of  gravitation  ;  and  I  have  no 
cause  to  be  skeptical  regarding  my  young  friend  Puffer's 
blasted  affections,  just  because  I  never  was  elected  to  ro- 
mance and  adventure. 

It  was  a  bright  May  day  in  San  Francisco,  and   spring 
bonnets  were  just  coming  out,  when  Alexis  Puffer  hailed  a 
1  Golden  Era,  October  21,  1860. 
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South  Park  and  North  Beach  omnibus  on  the  corner  of 
Stockton  and  Pacific  Streets.  He  was  attired  in  the  height 
of  the  prevailing  fashion  and  his  boots  were  glossy  as  the 
raven's  wing.  (You  may  have  met  that  idea  of  the  "  ra- 
ven's wing  "  as  applied  to  the  hair  of  the  human  head.  I 
only  claim  the  merit  of  Boucicaulting  it  in  another  situa- 
tion.) Entering  the  stage,  with  that  graceful  listlessness 
which  betokens  the  perfect  gentleman,  but  exasperates  the 
waiting  passengers  and  drives  the  driver  nearly  to  the  verge 
of  madness,  he  seated  himself  by  the  door,  and  applying  the 
ivory  leg  with  which  the  top  of  his  cane  was  appropriately 
ornamented,  he  sucked  it  thoughtfully  for  five  minutes.  Not 
deriving  the  comfort  therefrom  which  might  he  expected,  he 
turned  his  eyes  for  the  first  time  on  his  fellow-passengers. 
The  people  who  were  looking  at  him  immediately  looked 
out  of  the  door  and  windows  with  that  affected  carelessness 
which  is  always  fatal.  Only  one  sat  unmoved.  It  was  a 
young  girl  on  the  opposite  side,  close  to  the  driver's  box, 
with  her  veil  partially  covering  her  face,  but  with  one  eye 
unmasked  in  the  Turkish  fashion  and  still  gazing  intently 
at  him.  She  was  very  pretty  —  not  perhaps  a  Greek  out- 
line, you  know,  for  since  the  days  of  Phidias,  energy  and 
books  have  wrought  over  the  old  model.  The  brow  has 
been  lifted,  the  curve  of  the  upper  lip  shortened,  and  action 
has  taken  the  place  of  repose.  Electric  telegraphs  and 
steam  engines  have  opened  Juno's  half-shut  eyes.  The 
glance  that  was  turned  on  poor  Puffer  was  thrilling,  and 
bright  and  pitiless.  It  was  the  eye  of  the  beauty  of  A.D. 
1860! 

Puffer  was  not  a  man  to  be  abashed  by  a  pretty  woman's 
glance,  but  he  felt  not  altogether,  exactly  comfortable.  He 
looked  back  at  her  admiringly  and  she  met  his  eyes  with 
unflinching  coolness.  He  smiled  affably.  Her  pretty  lip 
scarcely  quivered,  but  she  did  not  avert  her  gaze.  Suddenly 
Mr.   Alexis  Puffer  felt  a   strange   moisture   come  over  his 


70  A   CASE   OF   BLASTED   AFFECTIONS 

eyes  and  he  was  fain  to  turn  feebly  to  the  window.  Re- 
covering himself,  he  looked  back  at  her  again.  The  big  blue 
eye  met  his  as  before,  and  he  fancied  a  gleam  of  pitiless 
triumph.  But  the  water  coming  into  his  own  again  made 
him  drop  his  lids  and  take  out  his  handkerchief,  in  a  weak, 
foolish  way.     The  contest  was  unequal,  and  Puffer  wilted. 

As  the  omnibus  jolted  along,  Puffer  became  aware  of 
three  things.  First:  That  he  was  in  love  with  the  fair 
unknown.  Second :  That  she  must  be  his  wife.  Third: 
It  wouldn't  do  to  have  a  wife  that  one  couldn't  ogle.  He 
again  slowly  turned  his  head  toward  the  mysterious  female, 
but  with  the  same  result ;  she  had  not  apparently  once 
averted  her  gaze  since  he  had  entered.  One  by  one  the 
passengers  were  dropped  along  the  route,  but  Puffer  re- 
solved to  stay  until  she  had  departed  or  until  they  were  left 
alone  together.  There  was  no  doubt  in  his  mind  that 
this  strange  glance  was  the  result  of  an  unconscious  soul 
seeking  its  affinity.  A  few  moments  would  explain  all. 
At  last  the  portly  stranger  opposite  got  out  and  they  were 
alone. 

Puffer  had  resolved  upon  some  trivial  remark  by  the  way 
of  opening  conversation,  and  on  looking  up  was  relieved  to 
see  that  the  clear  eye  of  the  fair  unknown  was  turned  to 
the  opposite  window.  He  was  about  to  speak,  but  at  this 
moment  the  following  singular  circumstance  intervened. 

To  it,  Puffer  frequently  avers,  he  owes  his  eternal  happi- 
ness. 

A  mosquito  was  buzzing  in  the  vicinity  of  the  lovely 
young  woman.  Once  or  twice  she  raised  a  neatly  gloved 
hand  to  keep  off  the  rash  intruder  who  seemed  bent  upon 
feasting  upon  that  round,  rosy  cheek.  The  winged  guerilla, 
however,  yet  hovered  about  and  approached  the  unconscious 
young  female  who  was  still  absorbed  in  pensive  contempla- 
tion of  the  opposite  window.  It  neared  her  brow  ;  and  again 
retired ;  it  again  approached,  and  oh  gracious !  it  lit  upon  the 
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open  pupil  of  the  big  blue  eye.  It  was  feasting  there  upon 
her  eye,  and  she  sat  unwinking. 

In  an  instant  the  impetuous  Puffer  was  at  her  side  and 
had  dashed  his  fist  in  her  lovely  optic.  She  screamed,  and 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands  murmured  piteously, "  My 
eye." 

Puffer  sank  at  her  feet. 

"  For  God's  sake,  Miss ;  it  is  not  injured  fatally,  I  trust ! 
I  saw  the  insect !  —  perhaps  I  was  rude  —  nay,  rough ;  but 
I  trust  I  have  saved  your  eyesight.  Forgive  me,  dearest ; 
forgive  me  !  "  said  Puffer,  with  heart-rending  accents. 

"  Brute  !  monster !  you  've  knocked  my  eye  out !  " 

"Loveliest  creature,  say  you  jest!  How  could  such  a 
slight  touch  —  " 

"  Oh,  dear !  don't  talk !  but  find  it  —  it 's  here  somewhere," 
and  she  sank  on  her  knees  and  fumbled  among  the  straw. 

Something  was  glistening  there.  Puffer  picked  it  up.  It 
was  her  eye.     A  glass  one! 

Puffer  sank  senseless  in  the  straw.  He  was  removed  at 
the  terminus. 


"RAN  AWAY"1 

At  an  early  and  sensitive  age  I  was  subjected  to  an  act 
of  grievous  injustice.  I  have  no  remembrance  of  what  it 
was,  except  a  general  impression  that  it  must  have  been  of 
an  appalling  and  irremediable  character.  Whether  remotely- 
connected  with  the  quality  of  the  pudding  made  by  my 
maternal  aunt,  or  whether  a  long  sustained  deficiency  of 
butter  and  sugar  on  my  daily  bread  swelled  my  youthful 
bosom  almost  to  bursting  —  I  cannot  remember.  I  only 
know  that  it  was  of  that  crushing,  desolate,  and  irretrieva- 
ble nature,  that  even  the  hopeful  imagination  of  youth, 
looking  into  the  glowing  vista  of  futurity,  saw  but  one 
avenue  of  escape.  It  was  a  dreadful  and  sacrificial  alter- 
native.    I  took  it  and  —  ran  away. 

Ran  Away  !  Let  me  recall  the  figures  which  would 
arise  before  me  at  that  tender  age  in  conjunction  with  those 
awful  words.  I  see  a  small  but  thick-set  young  man,  in  his 
shirt-sleeves,  rather  blurred  and  indistinct,  with  a  stick  on 
his  shoulder  with  a  bag  hanging  on  it,  and  his  leg  raised  in 
\  singular  manner.  I  know  that  he  is  an  "Indented 
Apprentice,"  and  an  indented  apprentice  I  feel  must  be 
worse  than  any  other  kind  of  apprentice.  I  connect  him 
with  a  dreadful  bond  which  I  believe  to  be  signed  with 
tdis  blood,  making  him  body  and  soul  the  property  of  his 
master.  He  is  always  running  away  from  the  "  subscriber." 
I  have  got  him  mixed  up  with  that  dreadful  "Tom  Idle," 
but  he  always  retains  his  bundle  and  stick,  and  that  raised 
leg  is  as  distinctive  a  feature  of  my  childish  memory  as 
Johnny  Horner's  thumb.  I  have  often  lain  awake  in  my 
little  crib  and  pictured  him  rushing  through  the  streets  in 
1  Golden  Era,  Novem&er  4,  1860. 
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his  favorite  attitude,  pursued  by  that  relentless  and  cruel 
"  subscriber."  I  have  tracked  him  in  fancy  on  stormy 
nights,  wandering  over  cold  and  desolate  fields — facing  the 
beating  of  the  pitiless  blast ;  or  stopping  in  a  wayside  inn 
and  picking  up  the  newspaper  containing  that  advertise- 
ment, and  starting  off  again  horror-struck  at  that  dreadful 
picture  of  himself  which  he  surely  must  recognize.  I  have 
seen  that  dreadful  phrase  applied  to  horses  and  dogs.  1 
have  stood  on  the  corners  of  streets,  and  waited  patiently 
for  the  coming  of  that  horse  sixteen  hands  high  with  a  star 
on  his  forehead  and  spot  on  his  off  foreleg,  which  I  should 
instantly  recognize,  and  go  up  to  him  with  a  piece  of  salt 
in  my  hand  (which  in  anticipation  I  always  carried  in  my 
pocket)  and  would  take  him  home  to  that  "  subscriber," 
and  receive  a  large  amount  of  gold  money  which  would 
keep  me  comfortably  in  marbles  and  taffy  for  the  rest  of 
my  existence.  I  have  brought  home  numberless  curs  of  low 
degree  and  compared  them  with  the  description  of  the  white 
and  liver-colored  pointer  belonging  to  another  "subscriber." 
These  were  the  associations  with  which  that  strange  and 
fascinating  phrase  at  that  age  surrounded  me,  and  which  I 
was  destined  to  realize  when  I  ran  away. 

I  gave  myself  five  minutes  for  preparation.  My  outfit, 
I  flattered  myself,  was  complete.  It  consisted  of  an  in- 
valuable Protean  knife  which  professed  to  do  everything 
that  boy  could  ask  —  be  everything  that  boy  could  require 
—  that  commenced  as  a  saw  and  ended  as  a  corkscrew ;  a 
roll  of  twine  and  a  button ;  two  pieces  of  colored  glass  ; 
the  top  of  a  gold  pencil ;  a  peculiar  kind  of  cake  —  resem 
bling  in  shape  the  almanac  cuts  of  the  sun  —  called  a  Boli- 
var ;  two  fish-hooks  deeply  embedded  in  the  lining  of  my 
pocket;  the  round  brass  runner  from  the  leg  of  an  easy- 
chair,  which  I  carried,  as  boys  always  carry  some  one  par- 
ticular article,  for  no  earthly  object  —  but  with  a  strong 
faith  in  its  utility.     I   had  two  cents  accessible.     I  say 
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accessible,  having  once  lost  a  sixpence  which  I  firmly  he-* 
lieved  to  be  in  the  lining  of  my  jacket,  and  which  in  cases 
of  emergency  I  always  felt  sure  I  could  be  able  to  produce 
by  the  aid  of  my  knife.  My  attire  was  a  gray  jacket  with 
the  epidemic  eruption  of  button,  Scotch  plaid  trousers,  drab 
gaiters  buttoning  halfway  up  my  calf,  and  a  straw  hat. 
My  physical  peculiarities  were  a  large  head,  round  stomach, 
ani  short  legs.  My  household  appellative — derived  from 
the  foregoing  description,  I  imagine  —  was  "  Tuhbs." 

When  I  crept  down  the  stairs  and  out  of  the  front  door 
and  thence  down  the  steps,  there  was  a  choking  in  my 
throat  and  a  quivering  of  the  upper  lip  which  only  the 
memory  of  that  Awful  Wrong  could  restrain.  I  had  a  faint 
idea  of  walking  toward  the  country,  where  I  had  no  doubt 
there  was  field  for  adventure  for  all  small  boys  who  ran  away. 
This  preference  was  opposed  to  another  in  regard  to  Desert 
Islands,  which  I  knew  to  be  only  accessible  by  ship.  But 
there  was  one  consideration  paramount  to  all.  Freed  from 
restraint  and  having — I  felt — cut  society,  I  resolved  to 
do  two  things  which  I  had  been  especially  forbidden.  I 
went  down  on  the  wharf  and  with  gloomy  satisfaction 
walked  on  the  string-piece  of  the  pier.  I  never  have  been 
able  to  recollect  why  I  did  so,  except  that  I  knew  my  par- 
ents would  have  been  frantic  if  they  had  known  it.  Then 
there  was  a  certain  disreputable  porter  house  where  I  had 
once  been  found  after  school  hours,  gazing  with  evident 
admiration  at  two  greasy,  red-faced  men  playing  cards,  and 
keeping  count  for  them  on  my  slate.  Having  been  threat- 
ened with  punishment  if  the  offense  was  ever  repeated,  in 
my  present  state  of  lawlessness  and  freedom  I  felt  that  I 
ought  to  go  there.  But  haply  for  my  morals,  on  entering 
the  sanded  room,  a  red-faced,  masculine  woman,  who  was 
killing  flies  with  a  towel,  rushed  up  to  me,  exclaiming, 
"  Home  wid  yez,"  and  whisked  me  out  of  the  house.  I 
was  terribly  frightened:  but  more  than  that,  my  confidence 
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and  inviolability  as  a  runaway  was  bruised  and  shaken. 
The  dreadful  words,  "Home  wid  yez,"  rang  in  my  ears. 
Home  ?  Did  she  not  recognize  in  me  a  bold  adventurer 
who  scorned  such  a  thing  as  home  ? 

Let  me  recall  for  the  sake  of  those  few  grown-up  child- 
ren who  may  read  these  pages  —  turning  back  to  the  leaves 
of  their  childish  memories  to  compare  my  experience  with 
theirs  —  let  me  recall  a  few  incidents  of  that  eventful  occa- 
sion. Behold  me,  when  with  strong  courage  and  deter- 
mined purpose,  I  have  penetrated  to  the  great  throbbing 
artery  of  the  mighty  city.  I  have  become  subdued,  hushed, 
and  awe-stricken.  Everything  looks  so  large.  Though 
familiar  with  this  broad  avenue,  never  do  I  find  it  as  long, 
as  interminable,  as  choked  with  human  life  as  then.  I  feel 
myself  lost  in  the  moving  crowd  —  a  purposeless,  helpless 
little  being,  drifting  on  the  downward  current.  I  fancy 
that  people  notice  my  vagueness  of  purpose,  and  I  take  out 
my  handkerchief  and  tie  up  the  colored  glass  and  the  broken 
runner,  and  make  a  point  of  carrying  the  bundle  thus 
formed  ostentatiously  in  my  hand.  Suddenly  all  the  bells 
ring  throughout  the  city.  I  think  of  Bow  Bells  and 
Richard  "Whittington,  but  my  fancy  refuses  a  favorable 
interpretation.  The  bell  of  St.  John's  is  calling  out : 
"  Ran-a-way,  ran-a-way !  "  St.  Paul's  takes  up  the  burden, 
adding  :  "  Lit-tle-boy,  lit-tle-boy  "  ;  while  Trinity,  away  up 
in  its  smoky  elevation,  calls  out  for  them  to  "  Send-him- 
back,  send-him-back,"  until  the  hand  on  the  dial  passes 
noon,  and  I  sink  upon  a  doorstep  in  poignant  anguish. 

I  shake  out  another  coil  of  my  memory,  and  see  myself, 
as  the  shadows  lengthen,  staggering  along  toward  the  region 
of  green  fields  —  my  ultima  Thule.  I  have  become  pos- 
sessed in  some  mysterious  way  of  half  a  watermelon,  and  a 
miserable  cur  with  whom  I  have  shared  my  cake  has  appar- 
ently made  up  his  mind  to  run  away  in  company  with  me. 
But  when  the  cake  is  gone  his  attention  becomes  distracted 
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by  bones  and  old  boots,  and  at  last  he  openly  deserts.  I  meet 
a  boy  two  or  three  years  my  senior,  who  promises  to  become 
my  man  Friday,  who  informs  me  that  his  name  is  "  Patsey," 
and  who  whistles  in  a  peculiarly  shrill  and  charming  man- 
ner with  his  fingers  between  his  teeth.  After  imparting 
my  plans  to  him,  I  make  a  formal  division  of  my  property. 
I  give  him  my  knife,  the  colored  glass,  and  the  runner. 
He  stipulates  to  erect  a  suitable  stockade  dwelling  by  the 
aid  of  the  magical  knife;  and. the  colored  glass  he  is  to  give 
in  barter  to  the  Indians  which  I  inform  him  we  shall  meet 
in  great  numbers  in  the  country.  The  transfer  of  these 
articles,  however,  seems  to  excite  a  singular  influence  over 
Patsey.  He  once  or  twice  sidles  up  against  me,  with  one 
side  of  his  body  in  a  very  rigid  state  and  the  other  swaying 
loosely  about.  He  turns  up  the  sleeves  of  his  jacket  sus- 
piciously. Suddenly  he  stops,  and  walks  me  up  against 
the  fence,  his  rigid  side  toward  me,  and  puts  the  following 
denunciatory  query :  — 

"  Ain't  you  a  Crosby  Streeter  ?  " 

I  reply  that  I  am  not. 

"  Nor  an  Ellum  Streeter  ?  " 

I  disavow  any  knowledge  of  Elm  Street. 

"  Why,  blank  your  blank  blank  soul,  you  blank  little 
blank  !    Who  in  blank  are  you  lying  to  ?     Blank  you !  " 

In  great  tribulation  at  this  unexpected  change  of  manner, 
I  proceed  to  inform  him  that  my  last  place  of  residence  be- 
ing Abingdon  Square,  I  must  of  necessity  be  an  Abingdon 
Squarer.  To  my  increasing  terror,  his  democratic  bosom 
rebelled  at  the  aristocratic  title,  causing  him  to  suddenly 
knock  my  hat  off,  square  off,  and  dance  backward  on  one 
leg  in  the  most  appalling  manner,  shrieking  out :  — 

"Here's  a  go — my  eye!  Oh,  you  blank  stiffy!  Blank 
you,  I  '11  go  with  you  ?  Oh,  won't  I !  Hello,  Carrots,  Swip- 
sey,  here  's  a  stiffy  !     Blank  him !     Oh,  Blank  !    Blank  !  " 

In  this  manner  he  retreats,  vehemently  calling  upon  Car- 
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rots  and  Swipsey  to  annihilate  me,  and  forgetting  in  his  dis- 
gust to  return  my  knife,  my  colored  glass,  and  my  runner. 
A  doleful  and  sickening  sense  of  loneliness  comes  over  me 
with  his  defection.  I  begin  to  think  there  are  cruelties 
and  wrongs  in  this  world  as  bad  as  that  Awful  Wrong  I  ran 
away  from. 

Another  flash  along  the  back  track.  It  is  twilight  of  the 
long  summer  day,  and  having  given  up  the  idea  of  pastoral  life 
I  am  walking  toward  the  water  with  the  intention  of  shipping 
as  cabin  boy.  I  wonder  if  there  are  any  vessels  up  for  the 
Isle  of  France.  I  should  like  to  go  to  the  island  where 
Captain  Cook  was  killed,  but  I  have  forgotten  the  name. 
I  shall  find  out  probably  when  I  get  down  to  the  ships.  I 
shall  make  a  three  years'  voyage,  at  which  time  I  shall 
have  grown  up  beyond  recognition.  I  shall  come  back  with 
a  great  deal  of  gold  money  which  I  shall  carry  in  little  bags 
marked  $20,000,  $30,000,  etc.  I  will  find  Patsey  and  lick 
him  and  send  him  to  sea,  and  give  a  large  sum  of  money  to 
the  Elm  and  Crosby  Streeters.  I  shall  drive  down  home 
in  a  carriage  just  as  my  Uncle  Ned  did  when  he  came  back 
from  Europe,  and  create  a  great  sensation  and  have  my  aunt 
bring  out  the  pie  which  she  only  gives  to  company.  I  shall 
then  say,  "Behold,  your  long  lost  nephew!"  or  words  to 
that  effect  and  get  into  my  carriage,  and  immediately  drive 
away,  leaving  them  petrified  in  astonishment.  But  I  won- 
der what  they  will  do  with  my  old  clothes,  and  whether 
they  will  put  anybody  in  my  little  bed,  and  if  they  will 
get  anybody  to  repeat  "The  boy  stood  on  the  burning 
deck  "  for  them,  when  there  is  company,  as  I  did.  And  it 
was  real  mean  in  them  to  treat  me  as  they  did  —  and  be- 
hold, I  am  crying ! 

I  look  back  again,  and  lo!  I  am  standing  before  a  great 
building  with  glistening  lights  and  people  passing  into  a 
large  hall,  and  a  great  bill,  in  letters  as  large  as  myself, 
announcing  the  tragedy  of  "  King  John  "  !     I  am  looking 
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wistfully  at  the  handbill,  when  a  young  man  with  a  pleas- 
ant face  takes  me  by  the  shoulder  and  asks  me  if  I  think 
I  '11  honor  the  house  with  my  distinguished  presence.  I 
shrink  hack  bashfully,  but  am  not  frightened  at  the  expres- 
sion of  his  comely  features.  He  repeats  the  question,  when 
I  tell  him  that  I  have  no  money.  He  holds  out  his  hand. 
I  look  at  him,  with  that  quick  perception  of  physiognomy 
which  I  believe  God  gives  peculiarly  to  children  and  wo- 
men, and  take  it,  and  before  I  know  well  where  I  go  I  am 
in  a  blaze  of  gaslight  and  excitement.  I  "  do  "  the  play  of 
"  King  John  "  completely  as  I  have  never  done  it  since  — 
with  a  painful  conception  of  that  Hubert  and  the  hot  irons. 
I  come  out  with  the  funny  young  man,  and  he  offers  to  see 
me  safe  home.  I  dread  to  tell  him  that  I  have  run  away, 
as  I  think  he  will  only  laugh  when  I  talk  about  that  Awful 
Wrong,  and  so  I  tell  him  I  live  in  Fourteenth  Street,  re- 
solving to  leave  him  at  the  corner  of  Broadway  and  pursue 
the  even  tenor  of  my  way  toward  the  ships  and  the  Isle  of 
France.  But  I  distinctly  remember,  as  we  walk  along,  he 
points  to  a  large  house  in  one  of  the  cross-streets  and  tells 
me  incidentally  that  he  "  hangs  out  "  there.  There  is  such 
a  strange  fascination  in  the  expression  that  I  do  not  won- 
der that  many  years  after  I  had  been  Found,  I  always  re- 
verently passed  that  spot  and  looked  up  at  the  windows, 
not  without  a  vague  hope  of  seeing  my  quondam  friend  sus- 
pended from  the  roof  and  smiling  pleasantly  at  me.  But  I 
left  him  at  the  corner  of  the  street  and  never  saw  him 
again. 

One  more  reflect  and  the  last.  I  have  given  up  all  idea 
of  going  to  the  Isle  of  France  that  night,  for  sooth  to  say 
my  head  is  giddy  and  aching  and  I  am  very  weary  and 
sleepy.  I  doubt  very  much  if  I  could  find  the  ships. 
And  I  have  forgotten  in  the  excitement  of  the  play  that  I 
had  no  supper.  And  I  should  like  to  go  to  bed.  I  walk 
along,  but  I  do  not  find  any  tree  to  lie  under,  and  doubt 
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very  much  if  I  did  that  the  robins  would  come  down  at 
that  time  of  night  to  cover  me  with  leaves.  I  keep  shy  of 
policemen  in  my  memory  of  the  Indented  Apprentice,  and 
shrink  in  the  shadow  of  an  area  when  I  see  a  stranger. 
But  I  find  suddenly  that  the  houses  seem  to  he  getting  in 
my  way  and  the  lamp-posts  occur  so  frequently.  I  must 
be  very  sleepy.  And  I  think  I  am  a  little  sick.  I  know 
I  have  a  pain.  My  last  act  of  volition  is  to  crawl  up  a 
flight  of  steps  where  there  is  a  rug  and  lie  down  upon  it. 
I  believe  that  I  am  dreadfully  injured  and  that  the  people 
who  drove  me  to  this  will  never  go  to  the  Heaven  that  I 
see  above  me  and  the  stars  that  twinkle  as  if  they  were 
sleepy,  too.  I  fall  asleep.  It  is  only  to  become  Arthur 
and  know  that  Patsey  is  putting  out  my  eyes.  I  am  em- 
barked on  a  watermelon  for  the  Isle  of  France,  but  I  slip 
off  and  am  drowning.  I  am  very  sick  and  my  head  aches. 
I  am  an  indented  apprentice  running  away  from  my  master. 
I  see  them  putting  bills  up  on  the  theatre,  and  when  I  go 
to  read  them  I  see  "  Ean  Away  "  in  dreadfully  big  letters, 
and  the  bells  suddenly  begin  to  ring  and  say  "  Send-him- 
back."  And  then,  there  is  the  noise  of  a  carriage  and  a 
sweet  woman's  voice,  and  somebody  is  saying,  "Poor  little 
fellow !  "  And  the  sweet  woman's  voice  seems  to  come 
from  somebody  dressed  in  a  ball  dress,  and  there  are  gentle- 
men with  white  kids  on  their  hands  and  a  strong  smell  of 
perfume,  and  then  lights,  and  then  somebody  is  rubbing 
me  and  pouring  something  down  my  throat  and  washing 
my  face.  And  then  I  go  to  sleep  for  several  weeks,  as  it 
seems,  and  somebody  rushes  up  to  me  and  kisses  me  frantic- 
ally and  cries  and  sobs,  which  surely  cannot  be  my  aunt, 
and  I  am  taken  away  in  a  carriage,  and  I  am  a  hero  and 
the  envy  of  my  brother  who  used  to  bully  me,  and  allowed 
to  do  as  I  please,  everybody  believing  that  if  thwarted  in 
any  way  I  will  surely  revenge  myself  again,  and  —  Run 
Away, 


MADAME   BEIMBOKION1 

Madame  Bkimborion  left  New  York  quite  suddenly. 
She  made  up  her  mind  one  morning  while  making  up  her 
long  black  hair  at  the  glass  in  her  neat  little  hack  bedroom. 
She  did  n't  tell  her  bosom  friends  and  relations  —  for  she 
had  n't  any.  But  she  made  some  few  business  arrangements, 
and  that  day  week  put  up  the  shutters  in  front  of  the  three 
straw  bonnets  that  hung  in  the  bow  window  of  her  shop. 
Before  the  neighbors  had  fairly  commenced  wondering  what 
had  become  of  the  pretty  French  Milliner,  the  pretty  French 
Milliner  had  embarked  on  a  long  journey. 

It  was  said  that  some  susceptible  masculine  hearts  were 
crushed  by  this  singular  freak  of  Madame's.  I  don't  think 
it  was  Madame's  fault,  for  although  prompt  of  tongue,  and 
ever  ready  with  the  flash  of  black  eyes  and  white  teeth,  she 
had  given  no  encouragement.  A  majority  of  her  sex  found 
fault  with  her  for  being  "  forward  "  —  of  course,  altogether 
from  her  desire,  and  not  her  ability,  to  please.  The  exhi- 
bition of  these  genial  fascinations  had  the  usual  effect  upon 
the  stronger  and  wiser  of  my  species.  Young  men  winked 
at  each  other  when  Madame  Brimborion's  name  was  men- 
tioned. Indeed,  one  or  two  of  the  most  sagacious,  who  had 
taken  large  and  liberal  views  of  society  from  the  shilling 
side  of  Broadway,  and  indulged  in  like  exhausting  dissipa- 
tions, felt  called  upon  to  express  their  opinions  that  she  had 
gone  off  with  some  "  buck  "  or  other,  just  as  they  expected, 

But  even  the  knowledge  of  the  world  gathered  under  such 
favorable  auspices  was  in  this  instance  incorrect.  The 
black-eyed  gazelle,  Madame  B.,  was  accompanied  by  no 
l  Golden  Era,  February  3, 1861. 
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male  of  her  kind.  She  made  the  long  journey  alone. 
Female  companionship  she  had  none,  except  that  afforded 
her  by  two  of  my  fair  countrywomen  who  shared  her  state- 
room. The  association  was  unharmonious.  Madame  B. 
committed  grave  faults.  She  preferred  the  deck  to  her 
stateroom,  masculine  to  feminine  society,  and  was  unfailing 
in  cheerfulness  and  vivacity.  If  Madame  was  seasick  she 
kept  it  to  herself.  Such  dissimulation  and  deceit,  of  course,, 
met  with  the  proper  degree  of  coldness  and  contempt  from 
the  rest  of  her  sex. 

The  long  journey  had  the  usual  effect  upon  this  floating 
microcosm  of  character.  There  was  the  common  experience 
of  little  vulgarities  and  petty  selfishness.  Gentle  hearts 
boiled  over  with  rage  against  each  other,  and  even  peaceful 
doves  learned  to  peck.  But  Madame  B.  floated  quite  calm- 
ly on  the  top  of  this  seething,  boiling  cauldron.  The  lady  pas- 
sengers conferred  with  each  other.  A  jury  retired,  and  the 
verdict  rendered  was  short  but  decisive.  Impropriety  in 
the  first  degree.      Sentence  —  transportation  to  Coventry. 

Meanwhile  the  steamer  rolled  and  plunged  —  until  a  low 
latitude  was  reached  and  the  green  flash  of  a  tropical  sea. 
When  the  heat  grew  intense  and  the  smell  of  oil  and  bed- 
ding and  victuals  seemed  more  oppressive,  a  fatal  epidemic 
broke  out  among  the  steerage  passengers,  and  occasionally  a 
body  was  committed  to  the  deep. 

If  Madame  B.'s  popularity  with  the  sterner  sex  had  been 
waning,  it  would  have  been  suddenly  revived  by  her  conduct 
on  the  present  occasion.  She  moved  like  an  angel  of  mercy 
among  the  sick.  In  the  foul  gloom  and  dampness  of  a 
crowded  steerage,  she  stood  by  the  little  ready-made  biers 
whereon  the  men  stretched  themselves  out  to  die,  in  the 
midst  of  corruption.  It  was  the  flash  of  Madame's  eyes 
and  teeth  that  lit  up  this  pestiferous  gloom  —  it  was  the 
soft  touch  of  Madame's  fingers  that  seemed  to  have  gone 
over  the  old  wrinkles  and  lines  of  trouble  and  passion  in 
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the  dying  face,  and  to  have  brought  out  the  underlying  of 
a  better  self. 

It  was  a  pleasant  moonlight  night  and  the  passengers 
were  lazily  grouped  about  the  steamer's  deck.  The  regular 
beat  of  paddles  broke  the  monotonous  silence  with  quite  as 
monotonous  an -expression.  The  ship's  bell  had  just  struck, 
when  a  terrible  scream  thrilled  the  crowded  ship  from  stem 
to  stern.  For  a  moment  after,  the  noise  of  the  paddles 
seemed  hushed.  Then  there  was  a  confused  murmur  of  the 
passengers  and  a  rushing  to  and  fro.  Presently  all  was  ex- 
plained. Madame  Brimborion  had  tripped  in  the  darkness 
of  the  lower  deck  and  had  almost  fallen  through  the  hatch- 
way. But  to  all  the  gallant  inquiries  of  the  gentlemen, 
Madame  replied  that  she  was  very  foolish  and  frightened, 
and  that  she  was  better  —  with  the  old  promptness  of  smile 
and  glance.  But  the  ladies  thought  that  Madame  looked 
pale.     And  the  ladies  were  right. 

There  was  another  burial  next  day ;  a  foreigner  with  a 
queer  name  —  a  steerage  passenger.  His  effects  were  taken 
charge  of  by  the  purser  of  the  ship,  who  was  a  quiet  young 
man  with  a  good  deal  of  experience  in  his  duties.  In  one 
of  his  listless  walks  that  day  about  the  deck,  he  stopped  in 
front  of  Madame's  stateroom.  Madame  was  quite  languid, 
but  pleasant  as  ever.  Purser  was  glad  to  see  that  Madame 
looked  so  well,  and  had  something  to  give  her.  He  drew 
a  small,  old-fashioned  ivory  miniature  from  his  pocket  and 
handed  it  to  Madame.  It  was  the  likeness  of  a  young 
woman  with  bright  black  eyes  and  an  expressive  mouth. 
"  I  took  it  from  his  neck  myself,  Madame,  and  I  think 
none  else  saw  it,"  was  the  only  explanation  of  this  discreet 
young  officer,  as  he  departed. 

Madame  Brimborion's  name  has  long  been  changed.  She 
married  very  well,  I  have  heard,  and  makes  an  exemplary 
ornament  to  society,  with  her  strong  social  qualities. 


THE   LOST  HEIEESS1 

A  TALE  OF  THE  OAKLAND  BAB 

One  of  Bret  Harte's  early  burlesques,  a  forerunner  of  his  "  Condensed 
Novels."  J.  Keyser,  whose  inimitable  limnings  of  high-life  form  the 
standing  topic  of  conversation  in  the  polished  circles  of  metropolitan  so- 
ciety, asserts  another  claim  to  the  admiration  of  the  lovers  of  refined  family 
literature,  by  his  remarkably  elegant  tale  of  "  The  Lost  Heiress."  — Press 
Notice  from  the  Golden  Era. 

'NTot  a  hundred  miles  from  the  luxurious  and  glittering 
metropolis  of  this  State  breaks  upon  the  enraptured  view 
the  fair  city  of  Oakland.  Its  inhabitants  are  chiefly  com- 
posed of  pure  and  exalted  beings  whom  it  is  a  pleasure  to 
visit  and  an  honor  to  know.  They  are  generally  affluent 
and  genteel. 

It  has  majestic  groves  and  massy  parks  and  costly  country- 
seats.  Property  is,  indeed,  valuable  in  Oakland.  One  of 
the  largest  country-seats  I  have  ever  beheld  is  in  the  centre 
of  Oakland.*  It  is,  indeed,  an  elegant  place  of  luxury  and 
leisure  and  respectable  refinement. 

Wearied  by  the  duties  of  fashionable  life  and  nearly  con- 
sumed by  ennui,  one  magnificent  Sunday  morning  I  visited 
there.  I  proceeded  instantly  to  the  residence  of  one  of  the 
first  families,  and  was  treated  to  a  sumptuous  entertainment. 
The  table  was  furnished  with  all  that  the  market  could 
afford,  and  I  was  privately  informed  by  my  generous  host 
that  the  wine  of  which  I  partook  was  worth  $5  a  bottle.  I 
merely  quote  this  circumstance  to  give  an  instance  of  the 
real  nature  of  genteel  and  aristocratic  society  with  which 
I  am  familiar. 

*  The  talented  author  has  committed  an  error  — the  building  alluded  to 
vas  the  Agricultural  Pavilion. 

1  Golden  Era^  February  24,  1861. 
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After  dinner  a  gilded  coupe  was  brought  to  the  house, 
and  when  my  host  and  I  were  seated  therein,  we  drove 
through  the  magnificent  suburbs.  As  we  passed  a  large 
mansion  he  pointed  to  it  silently,  and  suddenly  burst  into 
tears.  "Why  this  sudden  emotion?"  I  inquired,  with 
sympathetic  condolence,  proffering  at  the  same  moment  my 
embroidered  mouchoir.  "Leave  me,"  he  only  said  in  a 
choking  voice.  I  immediately  got  out  and  left  him,  assum- 
ing the  character  of  a  pedestrian. 

Two  weeks  after,  when  he  had  sufficiently  recovered 
he  told  me  the  following  affecting  story.  Eespect  to 
his  affluent  circumstances  and  our  mutual  intimacy  is  a 
sufficient  reason  why  I  should  retain  his  own  beautiful 
language : — 

"  Some  years  ago  in  yonder  stately  mansion  dwelt  an 
angelic  being.  She  had  all  the  accomplishments,  and  per- 
formed with  equal  ease  upon  the  piano  and  accordeon.  Ac- 
customed from  her  earliest  infancy  to  gymnastics,  in  the 
Indian  Club  and  Parallel  Bar  exercise  she  stood  unrivaled. 
Sent  to  a  fashionable  boarding-school  at  a  tender  age,  she 
received  a  diploma  for  '  manners.'  It  became  evident  to 
her  doting  parents  that  she  was  too  pure  for  this  world — 
an  earthly  exotic,  transplanted  into  one  of  the  fairest  gar- 
dens in  Oakland.  Such  was  the  gentle  Sophonisba.  It 
was  on  one  of  the  floating  palaces  which  ply  between  San 
Francisco  and  this  elegant  suburb,  that  Sophonisba  first  met 
Algeron  Montfalcon.  He  was  in  the  disguise  of  a  lowly 
deck  hand,  occasionally  alternating  his  duties  with  that  of 
a  fireman. 

"  One  of  those  sudden  reverses  of  fortune  peculiar  to  Cal- 
ifornia, resulting  chiefly  from  the  young-gentlemanly  habits 
of  gaming,  had  reduced  him  to  this  lonely  position  of  tend- 
ing fires.  If  we  may  be  permitted  to  enliven  our  painful 
narrative  by  a  play  of  vivid  fancy,  we  would  say  that  the 
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transition  from  '  poker '  to  the  furnace  was  natural.  But  we 
refrain  from  mirth.  Enough  that  he  was  hurled  from  his 
high  estate. 

"  Their  meeting  was  singularly  romantic.  On  one  occa- 
sion he  handed  her  on  board  the  boat  and  she  was  struck 
with  his  intense  and  noble  bearing.  In  the  bashful  timid- 
ity of  blushing  maidenhood  she  forgot  that  she  had  left  a 
magnificent  reticule  upon  the  wharf.  The  boat  had  already 
proceeded  twenty  feet.  Fired  by  her  distress  the  noble  Al- 
geron  instantly  sprang  overboard,  regained  the  treasure,  and 
laid  it  dripping  at  her  feet.  The  passengers  who  witnessed 
this  self-sacrificing  act  instantly  burst  into  tears.  '  Unex- 
ceptional creature ! '  cried  Algeron,  kneeling  distractedly  at 
her  feet,  '  behold  me  here  without  an  introduction.  Eti- 
quette was  made  for  slaves  ! '  '  You  do  me  proud,  fair  youth,' 
said  Sophonisba  with  an  effort  recalling  her  'manners,'  then 
relapsing  into  gushing  girlish  playfulness,  she  struck  him 
over  the  head  with  her  parasol.  This  characteristic  act 
proved  that  from  thence  their  hearts  were  one.  Such  is  in- 
consistent girlhood. 

"  They  kept  company  for  some  time.  But  the  strange 
guardian  of  the  peerless  young  girl  was  adamantine.  Con- 
scious of  the  immense  wealth  in  which  he  daily  rolled,  could 
it  be  expected  he  could  look  upon  the  gay  and  bold  yet  hon- 
est Algeron  with  sentiments  of  affection  and  esteem  ?  No  ! 
Society  forbids  it.  Tearing  her  from  the  soft  seclusion  of 
Oakland,  he  announced  his  intention  to  proceed  with  her 
forthwith  to  San  Erancisco.  Plunged  in  the  giddy  whirl  of 
fashion  and  aristocracy  she  would  forget  the  past.  Rash 
thought !  Could  she  even  in  the  delights  of  a  Fireman's 
Ball,  the  refined  melodrama  of  Maguire's  or  the  epicurean 
sensations  of  Peter  Job's  forget  the  past  ?     Ah,  no  ! 

"  They  embarked  on  the  last  boat  for  San  Francisco.  The 
nightwas  appropriately  dark  and  the  heavens  seemed  to  frown 
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on  the  rash  father.  The  fog  came  in  heavily.  A  group  of 
anxious  passengers  gathered  around  the  captain,  hut  the  bold 
and  fearless  man  —  recognizing  only  the  stern  calls  of  duty 
—  pushed  boldly  forth  in  the  stream,  himself  guiding  the 
helm.  He  would  make  San  Francisco  or  perish  in  the 
attempt.  A  sentiment  of  awe  and  admiration  thrilled  the 
passengers.  The  gentlemanly  clerk  was  cool.  The  bar- 
keeper remained  at  his  post.  Such  was  the  influence  of 
discipline. 

"  The  boat  neared  the  channel.     She  struck  on  the  Bar  ! 

"  There  was  the  wildest  excitement ;  many  of  the  passen- 
gers rushed  frantically  to  the  barkeeper,  and  ordered  mixed 
drinks  and  fancy  liquors  in  the  unendurable  agony  of  the 
moment.  The  young  barkeeper,  for  an  instant  placed  in  the 
most  responsible  position,  never  shrank  from  his  duty.  But 
two  counterfeit  halves  were  taken  in  that  unguarded  rush. 

"  On  the  dock  were  two  figures  clasped  in  each  other's 
arms  —  Algeron  and  Sophonisba.  His  face  was  turned 
toward  the  distant  lights  of  San  Francisco.  He  quoted 
Byron  with  ease  and  elegance,  as  the  storm  rose  about 
them.  She  sang  in  low  tones  the  maddening  and  popular 
air,  '  Ever  of  Thee  ! '  Suddenly  the  fog  obscured  them  from 
view. 

"  The  affluent  father  of  the  peerless  Sophonisba  had  been 
one  of  the  first  to  participate  in  the  rush  to  the  bar.  The 
excitement  passed,  he  thought  of  his  daughter^  Well  may- 
est  thou  think  of  her  now  —  purse-proud  aristocrat !  He 
rushed  through  the  magnificent  ladies'  saloon.  She  was 
not  there. 

"  In  frantic  agony  he  again  rushed  on  deck.  What  did  his 
eyes  behold  —  and  what  riveted  the  gaze  of  the  awe-stricken 
passengers  generally ! 

"  A  boat  was  drifting  out  in  the  bay.  In  the  stern  sheets 
were  two  figures  —  Algeron,  holding  the  American  Flag  in 
one  hand,  and  Sophonisba  leaning  upon  his  arm  in  the 
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favorite  attitude  of  the  Goddess  of  Liberty.  A  blue  light  was 
burning  in  the  bow  and  stern.  They  drifted  gradually  from 
the  view.  The  purse-proud  aristocrat  sank  senseless  on  the 
deck ! 

"  They  were  never  seen  afterward !  Whether  they  drifted 
ashore  on  the  wild  promontory  of  Gibbon's  Point  and  were 
instantly  sacrificed  by  the  natives  of  that  locality ;  whether 
they  were  cast  away  upon  the  rocky  fastnesses  of  Goat  Is- 
land ;  whether  they  were  sucked  in  the  eddies  of  Mission 
Creek,  or  whether  they  were  fired  into  by  some  chivalrous 
Custom-House  officer,  exasperated  at  the  sight  of  that  glo- 
rious flag  and  its  noble  defender,  has  never  been  known.  It 
is  said,  however,  that  the  youth  and  beauty  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, walking  down  the  elegant  and  enchanting  promenade 
of  Meigg's  Wharf,  sometimes  hear  the  delicious  strains  of 
'  Ever  of  Thee ! '  borne  upon  the  night  wind." 


THE  COUNTESS1 

I  blushed  just  then  as  I  wrote  that  word. 

I  glanced  furtively  over  my  desk  toward  that  one  dear 
woman  whom  it  was  my  privileged  happiness  to  feed  and 
clothe,  and  turned  abashed  from  the  reproachful  spectacle 
of  the  little  stockings  and  shoes  upon  the  hearth.  Heed 
me  not,  wife !  Spin  and  weave,  0  thou  pensive  Arachne, 
while  I  still  unravel  this  tangled  web  of  my  past  life  and 
count  its  lost  and  useless  stitches.  Sleep  on,  0  Adolphus, 
my  latest  born,  nor  move  restlessly  in  thy  slumbers.  Better 
the  pangs  of  colic  than  the  stings  of  remorse.  Happily  mayst 
thou  never  know  the  day  when  Godfrey's  Cordial  shall  no 
longer  bring  balm  to  thy  spirit,  and  paragoric  cease  to  soothe 
thy  repose. 

It  was  twenty  years  ago  this  night.  I  was  returning 
from  boarding-school.  I  was  sixteen,  and  shy.  I  had  that 
usual  tendency  of  young  bipeds  to  run  to  legs  and  neck  and 
bill.  My  form  was  gotten  up  with  distinct  reference  to  my 
retiring  disposition  —  so  economic  were  its  principles  that 
I  slipped  almost  noiselessly  through  the  crowded  cars  of  the 
H.  E.  E.  Eoad  and  slid  into  a  seat  beside  a  portly  man  with 
whiskers.  There  was  a  lady  in  the  seat  opposite  to  me. 
There  is  one  in  this  story.     They  are  identical. 

I  drew  a  book  from  the  pocket  of  my  sack  and  abandoned 
myself  to  intellectual  delights.  I  do  not  remember  the 
name  of  the  work.  I  had  bought  it  from  a  book  peddler, 
chiefly,  I  think,  on  account  of  the  picture  of  a  Countess 
which  adorned,  while  it  explained,  the  title-page.  The  story 
referred  to  a  Countess.  I  believe  that  her  husband,  not- 
1  Golden  Era,  March  24,  1861. 
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withstanding  his  high  social  position,  was  addicted  to  high- 
way robbery  and  murder.  A  young  man  only  eighteen 
years  of  age  had  been  enticed  into  his  den.  He  was  re- 
leased by  the  Countess,  who  fell  passionately  in  love  with 
him.  As  she  knocked  off  the  fetters  from  his  graceful 
limbs  (having  previously  removed  three  obstacles,  occasion- 
ally alluded  to  throughout  the  work  as  "  minions,"  with  her 
"trusty  steel"),  she  gazed  on  his  ingenuous  features  with 
an  expression  of  tender  admiration  and  regard,  and  suddenly 
shrieked  aloud :  "  Away,  womanish  timidity  and  shame  ! 
Know,  then,  0  Rudolph,  't  is  thee  I  love !  thee  for  whom 
I  live  and  die."  And  immediately  sank  fainting  upon  his 
breast ! 

When  I  had  reached  this  thrilling  climax,  I  sighed 
deeply  and  closed  my  eyes  to  allow  my  soul  to  dwell  freely 
on  the  passionate  picture,  and  to  permit  my  lips  to  murmur 
again  and  again  the  touching  and  elevated  sentiments  of  the 
Countess.  When  I  had  opened  my  eyes  again,  I  perceived 
the  sigh  had  attracted  the  attention  of  my  companion,  who 
turned  her  face  toward  me,  and  our  glances  met. 

I  had  a  dreadful  trick  then,  which  I  have  not  yet  gotten 
over,  of  staring  at  people.  It  may  have  been  an  affecting 
relic  of  that  touching,  childish  reliance  in  physiognomy 
which  we  so  speedily  outgrow.  It  came  naturally  to  me  — 
but  it  may  have  been  annoying  to  others.  How  long  I  sub- 
jected the  lady  to  this  mild  impertinence  I  cannot  say.  But 
I  suddenly  became  aware  that  she  was  smiling  encouragingly, 
at  which  I  blushed  violently.  In  the  hope  of  doing  some- 
thing natural,  and  half  mechanically,  I  extended  my  book 
with  a  bow.  As  her  thin,  dexterous  fingers  received  the 
courtesy,  and  turned  carelessly  over  the  leaves,  I  finished  the 
rest  of  my  stare.  She  was  quite  pretty  and  young.  Her  lips, 
perhaps,  were  rather  thin,  so  thin  that  when  she  laughed 
they  drew  up  over  her  white  teeth,  and  showed  another  red 
lip  above  them.      This  peculiarity,  with  her  black  eyes  and 
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white  face  a  little  squared  at  the  lower  angles,  made  her 
look  mysterious  and  foreign.  Her  voice  was  low  and  musi- 
cally soft. 

She  handed  me  the  hook  in  return,  with  another  smile. 
I  accepted  hoth  timidly.  As  I  reopened  the  pages  of  my 
interesting  romance  I  discovered,  immediately  helow  the 
thrilling  prison  scene,  a  few  words  in  pencil.  Again  the 
blood  rushed  to  my  cheeks  as  I  read  the  following :  — 

"  I  am  an  unhappy  woman,  flying  from  a  brutal  husband. 
I  read  sympathy  in  your  thrilling  glances.  You  are  noble 
as  you  are  handsome.     Can  you  not  sit  beside  me  ?  " 

What  young  man,  oppressed  with  a  doubt  of  his  looks, 
could  resist  that  latter  adjective  ?  —  Glowingly  I  raised 
my  eyes  to  hers.  Her  lashes  were  cast  down ;  she  raised 
them  suddenly  with  a  glance,  and  again  settled  the  fringed, 
lids  demurely.  My  brain  swam  round  and  round.  I  found 
myself  repeating  the  beautiful  expressions  of  the  robber's 
wife.  I  looked  over  to  her  companion.  He  was  gazing  out 
of  the  window.  I  shuddered  as  if  with  cold,  and  closed 
the  window.  As  I  expected,  he  looked  at  me  with  a  wrath- 
ful expression.  I  apologized,  but  "  draughts  —  bronchial 
affections,  —  would  change  seats,"  etc.  The  black-bearded 
man  smiled  and  arose.  Unutterable  bliss!  I  slid  beside 
the  lady. 

We  drifted  into  conversation.  She  was  oppressed  by 
bashfulness  ;  what  would  I  think  of  her  ?  What  could  I 
think  of  her  —     Ah,  Madam  ! 

In  proportion  as  she  appeared  reserved,  I  grew  bold.  I 
ventured  to  cross  my  legs,  and  even  reknotted  the  black 
ribbon  of  my  Byron  collar  with  greater  ease  and  graceful- 
ness. Overcome  by  my  subdued,  yet  gallant,  manner,  she 
related  her  painful  history. 

I  cannot  remember  it  all.  In  the  long  retrospect  of 
the  past  I  fear  it  is  somewhat  mixed  with  the  fiction  of  the 
Countess  and  Rudolph.     I  knew  only  that  she  was  flying 
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from  one  whom  she  did  not  love;  that  she  feared  her  late 
companion  was  a  spy  in  the  service  of  her  husband.  That 
she  was  unhappy  and  lone,  until  she  saw  a  face  that  she  — 

Oh,  dear  me  ! 

We  dashed  under  a  long  bridge,  and  its  darkness  favored 
a  bold  design,  which  I  had  been  framing  for  the  last  five 
minutes.  I  possessed  myself  of  her  small  hand.  I  pressed 
it.  The  pressure  was  returned.  I  raised  her  glove  respect- 
fully to  my  lips.  When  we  dashed  out  into  the  world 
again,  I  felt  distraught  and  changed.  It  was  like  closing 
the  pages  of  that  thrilling  romance. 

By  degrees  day  changed  to  twilight  and  twilight  to 
darkness.  In  the  partial  gloom,  her  beautiful  head  sank  on 
my  shoulder.  I  whispered  something  to  her,  in  an  agitated 
voice.  Her  reply  was,  "  Anywhere  with  thee  —  't  is  thee 
alone  I  love  !  "  —  or  words  to  that  effect.  I  started,  the 
words  were  so  like  the  Countess. 

The  conductor  approached  to  collect  the  fare.  I  fumbled 
in  my  pocket  nervously.  I  had  but  enough  to  pay  my  own 
fare  —  all  that  was  left  of  my  scanty  pittance.  How  could 
I  be  her  moneyless  protector !  With  feminine  delicacy 
she  slipped  a  purse  into  my  hand,  and  smiled  sweetly.  I 
blushed  as  I  opened  the  purse.  It  was  filled  with  bank 
bills —  they  were  all  large  denominations.  I  paid  the  fare. 
She  accepted  the  change,  but  begged  I  would  take  charge 
of  the  purse  during  the  rest  of  the  journey.  I  appreciated 
her  ladylike  delicacy,  I  gazed  fondly  upon  her.  She  was  a 
real  Countess ! 

The  train  still  sped  on,  and  station  after  station  was 
passed.  We  were  to  proceed  as  fast  as  steam  could  carry  us 
—  to  Philadelphia  and  thence  to  St.  Louis.  I  had  settled 
in  my  mind  that  I  would  dispatch  a  letter,  at  New  York,  to 
my  expectant  parents,  bidding  them  farewell  —  stating 
vaguely  that  I  was  in  the  hands  of  Love  and  Destiny.  In 
the  mean  time,  at  each  station,  I  procured  little  luxuries 
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for  her,  recklessly,  with  her  own  money,  encouraged  by  her 
gratefulness  at  these  attentions,  and  giving  her  regularly  the 
change.     At  Poughkeepsie  a  singular  event  took  place. 

Weave  and  spin,  0  Arachne  !     Sleep  on,  0  Adolphus ! 

She  wanted  a  railway  rug,  to  keep  her  small  feet  warm. 
I  would  have  preferred,  of  course,  that  they  should  have 
nestled  near  my  own,  as  they  had  done  for  the  last  half- 
hour.  But  her  wishes  were  paramount,  and  —  it  was  her 
own  money.  I  ran  to  a  store  near  the  station.  I  procured 
the  rug  and  handed  the  clerk  a  $50  bill,  the  smallest  de- 
nomination in  the  purse.  It  was  on  the  Poughkeepsie 
Bank.  I  rolled  up  the  rug  and  was  reentering  the  car, 
when  a  hand  was  laid  upon  my  shoulder.  I  turned.  It 
was  the  clerk,  breathless  with  running. 

"  If  you  please,  sir,  will  you  step  back  with  me  a  moment 
to  the  store  ?  " 

"  Yes,  but  make  haste,  we  have  but  five  minutes  before 
the  train  starts." 

We  reached  the  store ;  the  proprietor  was  at  the  door.  A 
silence  ensued,  during  which  he  closed  the  door,  and  care- 
fully reproduced  the  $50  bill  and  handed  it  to  me.  "  That 's 
a  counterfeit  bill,  sir  !  " 

I  looked  at  him  with  one  of  my  long,  honest  stares, 
which  made  him  look  aside  a  moment  and  blush  as  I 
thought,  and  then  took  out  my  purse.  I  handed  him  an- 
other bill,  amid  a  profound  silence,  while  I  looked  haughtily 
around. 

"  That  is  like  the  other,  and  counterfeit,  too ! "  he  re- 
plied after  a  moment's  survey. 

I  hastily  unrolled  the  bills  on  the  counter.  They  were 
all  on  the  Poughkeepsie  Bank! 

"  They  are  not  mine  —  that  is,"  I  said  hurriedly  —  "I 
can  explain  all  in  a  few  moments,"  and  I  started  toward  the 
door.     He  anticipated  me  in  a  moment,  and  stood  before  me. 

I  felt  alarmed.     I  could  not  as  a  gentleman  mention  the 
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name  of  the  lady,  —  in  fact  I  did  n't  know  it ;  but  I  begged 
that  one  of  the  gentlemen  would  accompany  me  to  the  sta- 
tion, and — 

"The  cars  are  gone  already,"  said  the  clerk,  "and  here 

is  Mr. ,  Cashier,  and  Mr. ,  of  the  Town  police 

force." 

I  had  a  long  conversation  with  Mr.  ,  Cashier  of  the 

Poughkeepsie  Bank,  —  to  whom  as  a  gentleman  and  man 
of  gallantry  I  secretly  confided  my  troubles.     In  company 

•with  Mr. ,  of  the  Town  police  force,  I  sat  down  and 

wrote  that  letter  to  my  parents,  but  altered  the  names  of 
the  parties  in  whose  hands  I  had  fallen.  The  next  day  my 
paternal  guardian  arrived  from  New  York  in  company  with 
the  gentleman  with  black  whiskers  who  had  been  the  com- 
panion of  the  lady,  and  probable  spy  of  her  husband.  The 
gentleman  with  black  whiskers  identified  me  at  once,  and 
corroborated  my  statement  to  the  Cashier.     I  found  out 

afterwards  that  he  was  Detective ;  the  lady  was  —  not 

a  Countess. 


THE  PETROLEUM  FIEND1 

A   STORY    OF    TO-DAY 
PART    ONE 

It  was  a  clear  night  in  midsummer.  The  streets  of  San. 
Francisco  were  deserted,  and  wore  that  aspect  of  wind-swept 
loneliness  peculiar  to  a  climate  which  a  local  press  wildly- 
imagined  to  be  Italian.  A  few  dissipated  losels  were  devi- 
ously making  their  way  home  by  the  light  of  the  gas-lamps 
that  flickered  tremulously,  and  of  the  stars  that  high  up  in 
the  breezy  heavens  winked  incessantly,  as  though  they 
were  inclined  to  shut  their  eyes  on  this  and  a  good  many 
other  naughty  exhibitions  of  the  wicked  metropolis.  In 
fact,  it  was  such  a  night  as  the  devil  might  be  popularly 
supposed  to  be  abroad ;  though  why  he,  more  than  we, 
should  prefer  such  exposure  to  an  easy-chair  and  a  sparkling 
fire  has,  I  believe,  never  been  clearly  demonstrated. 

From  the  window  of  a  brilliantly  lighted  apartment  in 
one  of  the  fashionable  thoroughfares,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Spar- 
rowhawk  looked  upon  the  night.  They  had  been  married 
but  a  twelve-month.  Each  being  poor  and  obviously  un- 
fitted for  the  responsibilities  of  wedlock,  their  courtship  had 
met  with  such  strenuous  opposition  from  their  respective 
friends  as  to  result,  as  usual,  in  a  speedy  marriage.  Mr. 
Sparrowhawk  met  the  difficulties  of  his  new  condition  with 
characteristic  philosophy.  Returning  from  the  bridal  trip, 
as  he  handed  his  last  half-dollar  to  the  porter,  the  loving 
bride  ventured  to  ask  the  momentous  question :  — 

"  On  what  are  we  to  live  1 " 

l  Californium,  April  19,  May  6,  1865. 


THE    PETROLEUM   FIEND  95 

"  On  others,"  was  the  quiet  response. 

Hiding  her  white  crape  bonnet  in  his  bosom  the  blush- 
ing girl  expressed  herself  satisfied.  Through  all  the  finan- 
(ial  troubles  of  the  honeymoon  she  proved  herself  a  worthy 
helpmeet.  Her  husband's  old  creditors  looked  with  dis- 
may as  they  found  the  delicate  tact  and  firm  instincts  of 
the  subtle  sex  added  to  the  masculine  audacity  of  the  male 
Sparrowhawk.  Nor  was  this  all.  Her  jewelry,  purchased 
on  credit,  she  freely  sacrificed.  "These  trinkets  are  not 
mine,"  reasoned  that  affectionate  creature,  "  but  his  "  ;  and 
she  saw  them  pawned  without  a  struggle. 

The  sagacious  reader  will  readily  imagine  from  the  fore- 
going that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  S.  were  not  engaged  in  sentimental 
contemplation  of  the  heavens.  The  necessity  of  evading 
the  claims  of  an  impending  creditor  was  just  then  under 
discussion,  and  a  natural  impulse  had  brought  them  both  to 
the  window,  as  if  to  find  some  solution  of  the  financial 
question  outside. 

"  It  does  seem,"  said  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  deliberately,  "  as 
if  the  very  devil  —  " 

A  little  scream  from  his  wife  arrested  him  here,  and  the 
rest  of  his  profane  reflection  was  lost.  And  well  might 
Mrs.  S.  scream.  As  she  turned  away  from  the  window 
with  a  slight  contraction  of  her  pretty  brows  she  suddenly 
came  upon  a  stranger  standing  upright  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  the  intruder,  blandly,  "  but 
you  seem  to  have  been  so  pleasantly  occupied  as  not  to 
hear  my  knock.  May  I  hope  that  I  have  also  spared  you 
the  trouble  of  opening  the  door  for  me  ?  " 

He  was  a  nice  little  bald-headed  old  gentleman,  in  an 
evening  dress  of  black,  neatly  gloved  and  booted.  Perhaps 
his  instep  was  somewhat  too  high,  and  he  moved  gingerly 
as  if  his  boots  hurt  him.  But  otherwise  he  was  evidently 
such  a  parti  as  we  are  in  the  habit  of  meeting  every  even- 
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ing  in  the  lobby  of  the  opera  or  at  social  gatherings.  Mrs. 
S.  recovered  herself  first  —  with  the  readiness  of  her  sex  — 
and  be«g«d  him  to  be  seated. 

"  My  intrusion  will  seem  the  more  pardonable,  or  unpar- 
donable, rather  let  me  say,"  he  added,  with  an  apologetic 
wave  of  the  hand  toward  Mrs.  S.,  "  when  I  state  that  this 
interruption  of  a  conjugal  tete-a-tete  is  occasioned  by  busi- 
ness.    Business  with  Mr.  Sparrowhawk." 

Mrs.  S.,  a  little  mollified,  rose  as  if  to  depart,  but  the 
old  gentleman  skipped  forward  with  a  deprecating  gesture  : 
"Pray,  don't  go  —  oblige  me.  Whatever  the  ungallant 
opinion  of  the  rest  of  mankind,  permit  me  to  say  that  I 
always  found  your  lovely  sex  of  invaluable  service  in  all 
my  business  arrangements.  Besides,"  he  added  a  little 
hastily,  as  if  to  cover  up  an  inadvertence,  "  what  concerns 
your  husband's  welfare  concerns  you." 

Still  more  mollified,  and,  I  grieve  to  say,  even  swallow- 
ing this  little  bit  of  moral  chaff  with  the  rest,  Mrs.  S.  re- 
sumed her  seat  gracefully.  Where  is  the  woman  who  could 
doubt  the  sincerity  of  such  a  compliment  ?  She  may  doubt 
the  tribute  to  her  beauty ;  the  sonnet  to  her  amiability ; 
but  her  business  qualifications,  never ! 

"Between  men  of  business,"  continued  the  old  gentle- 
man, turning  to  the  husband,  "  a  few  words  suffice.  You 
are  a  mining  secretary  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

Sparrowhawk  had  an  office  downtown,  the  door  whereof 
was  ingeniously  decorated  with  the  titles  of  some  twenty  or 
thirty  companies  which  had  no  other  existence.  Here  he 
regularly  read  the  papers,  and  published  lists,  selected  at 
random  from  the  directory,  of  delinquent  stockholders.  It 
certainly  was  not  necessary  for  the  old  gentleman  to  twit 
him  with  that. 

"  And  write  for  the  papers  ?  " 

A  slight  glow  suffused  the  cheek  of  Sparrowhawk  I    We 
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all  have  our  weaknesses.  Here  was  a  young  mail,  of  fine 
predatory  instincts  and  financial  abilities,  actually  pleased 
with  the  accusation  of  literary  effort.  He  answered  quickly 
in  the  affirmative,  and  asked  the  stranger  if  he  had  ever 
read  his  articles  signed  "Brutus." 

"  Or  his  '  Monody  on  the  Death  of  an  Infant '  ?  "  chimed 
in  Mrs.  S. 

"  No  —  no,"  replied  the  stranger,  with  a  sudden  display 
of  nervous  energy;  "that  is  —  yes;  but  I  shall  require 
your  talents  in  both  capacities.  Now  attend  to  me  for  a 
few  moments.  Observe  this,  if  you  please,"  and  he  drew 
from  his  breast-pocket  a  phial  of  amber-colored  liquid  and 
handed  it  to  Mr.  Sparrowhawk. 

Mr.  S.  looked  at  the  phial  dubiously.  Mrs.  S.,  true  to 
her  sex's  instinct,  admired  the  color. 

"Smell  it." 

Sparrowhawk  removed  the  cork  and  sniffed  at  the  fluid. 
Spite  of  its  delicate  color  it  had  an  abominable  sulphurous 
stench.      "  Petroleum  !  "  he  ejaculated. 

"Exactly  so.  That 's  my  business.  I  make  it.  Say  the 
word  and  you  shall  be  my  agent.  You  shall  puff  it  and 
sell  it.  Salary,  twenty  thousand  for  the  first  year  and 
commissions.     Agreement  for  three  years." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sparrowhawk  gasped  for  breath.  "  I  beg 
your  pardon,"  stammered  Mr.  Sparrowhawk,  "  but  did  I 
understand  you  to  say  you  made  it  ?  I  thought  it  was 
found  —  that  is,  discovered  in  wells  —  you  know  —  holes  !  " 
And  the  poor  fellow  glanced  uneasily  at  the  stranger  and 
back  again  to  his  wife. 

But  that  noble  young  woman  did  not  lose  her  self-pos- 
session. "  Of  course  the  gentleman  said  he  made  it,"  she 
replied  somewhat  pettishly  ;  "  and  what  if  he  does  ?  There's 
no  great  harm  in  that.  What  if  he  keeps  a  quantity  on 
hand  —  more  than  he  wants  for  use  ?  —  " 

"  For  use,"  said  the  stranger,  bowing  delightedly. 
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"  Or  Fuel  /  "  said  Mrs.  S. 

"Or  Fuel,"  repeated  the  Httle  old  gentlemaa.  smiling 
and  rubbing  his  hands,  as  he  gazed  at  the  bright  eyes  and 
excited  color  of  the  pretty  Mrs.  Sparrowhawk. 

"  Or,  what  if  he  should  want  a  smart  yonn^  man  to  de- 
vote himself  to  his  interests  at  a  large  salary ;  there  's  no 
harm  in  that,"  continued  Mrs.  S. 

"No  harm  in  that,"  repeated  the  overjoyed  old  gentle- 
man. 

"Or,  if  he  wanted  him  to  sign  an  agreement  ?  " 

"  An  agreement !  "  repeated  that  venerable  echo. 

"Why,  he  'd  be  a  fool  if  he  didn't,"  was  Mrs.  Sparrow- 
hawk's  somewhat  ungrammatical  climax. 

Poor  Sparrowhawk  gazed  with  open  mouth  at  the  mys- 
terious visitor  and  his  ally.  Before  he  could  find  breath 
to  speak,  the  old  gentleman  had  drawn  a  document  from 
his  pocket  and  laid  it  before  him.  His  own  wife  brought 
him  a  pen  already  dipped  in  ink. 

"  Sign  !  "  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"  Sign !  "  repeated  Mrs,  S. 

Sparrowhawk  took  up  the  pen  irresolutely,  and  hesitated. 
A  struggle  took  place  in  his  bosom  and  his  better  genius 
prevailed.  He  laid  down  the  pen.  "Give  me  a  half-year's 
salary  in  advance,"  he  asked  firmly. 

"  Done,"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

Sparrowhawk  signed.  At  the  same  moment  an  earth- 
quake rattled  the  shelves  and  jarred  the  whole  house. 

"The  manufactory  is  at  work,"  quietly  remarked  the  old 
gentleman. 

Another  shock,  stronger  than  before,  caused  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Sparrowhawk  to  rush  wildly  to  the  door.  When  their 
alarm  had  subsided  they  turned  to  their  mysterious  visitor, 
but  he  had  disappeared. 
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PART    TWO 

Nearly  three  years  of  unexampled  prosperity  had  flown 
over  the  head  of  Mr.  Sparrowhawk,  duly  authorized  agent 
of  the  "  Original  Petroleum  Co."  The  company  was  in  a 
flourishing  condition.  It  was  true  that  the  superintendent 
and  agent  had  not  met  since  the  mysterious  interview  we 
have  recorded,  but  this  circumstance  did  not  seem  to  inter- 
rupt business.  There  were  certain  unfailing  wells  belong- 
ing to  the  company,  one  or  two  manufactories  in  full  blast, 
and  a  central  office  over  which  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  presided. 
How  he  kept  his  books,  or  to  whom  he  was  responsible,  was 
nobody's  business.  None  of  the  stock  was  in  market,  and 
the  stockholders  were  unknown.  Sharp  people  whispered, 
"foreign  capital";  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  smiled  significantly, 
but  did  not  deny  it. 

In  fact,  he  had  grown  exceedingly  opulent  and  respect- 
able. His  name  stood  foremost  on  all  subscription  lists  ; 
he  was  director  of  half  a  dozen  charitable  institutions  ;  and 
Mrs.  S.  was  the  President  of  a  Ladies'  Christian  Commis- 
sion for  providing  wounded  soldiers  in  hospital  with  Pox's 
"  Martyrs  "  and  Edwards's  "  Sermons."  Mr.  S.  had  a  pew 
in  a  fashionable  church.  He  rarely  wrote  poetry  now,  and 
only  of  an  inferior  quality.  But  if  riches  enervated  his 
muse  there  was  compensation  in  the  truth  that  criticism  is 
always  lenient  to  prosperity.  That  a  man  with  thirty  thou- 
sand a  year  should  write  any  poetry  at  all  was  enough  for 
society  to  be  thankful  for. 

But  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  had  of  late  been  subject  to  fits  of 
gloomy  despondency  and  abstraction,  and  as  the  third  year 
drew  near  its  close  he  grew  quite  haggard  and  wan.  He 
would  shut  himself  up  for  days  together  studying  his  agree- 
ment, which,  like  most  documents  of  a  similar  nature,  can 
be  made,  by  continued  perusal,  to  exhibit  any  meaning  you 
choose  to  give  it.     Often  in  the  midst  of  gay  company  he 
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■would  lapse  into  a  sullen  silence,  and  once,  at  a  dinner-party, 
given  at  his  palatial  residence,  the  conversation  turning 
upon  the  late  petroleum  conflagration  in  one  of  the  Eastern 
cities,  an  unlucky  guest,  who  was  giving  a  graphic  account 
of  the  burning  .alive  of  some  unhappy  wretches  in  the 
streets,  was  shocked  by  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  fainting  dead 
away  in  his  chair.  Like  Lady  Macbeth  on  a  similar  occa- 
sion, Mrs.  Sparrowhawk  undertook  the  disagreeable  duty  of 
apologizing  to  the  guests.  Unlike  that  somewhat  overrated 
Scotchwoman,  she  did  it  gracefully,  and  did  not  commit  the 
egregious  blunder  of  sending  the  guests  away  before  they 
had  finished  their  dinner  and  thus  giving  them  the  oppor- 
tunity of  indulging  in  mischievous  remarks.  It  was  ob- 
served after  this  that  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  avoided  fires,  even 
on  the  coldest  evenings,  and  seemed  to  shun  lights  and 
matches  as  if  he  had  been  tinder. 

Besides  his  town  residence,  he  had  a  magnificent  country- 
house  erected  on  the  oil  lands  of  the  company,  and  located 
over  one  of  the  deepest  wells  in  that  region.  The  house 
was  warmed  by  petroleum  fires  and  lighted  by  its  vapor. 
Here  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  had  invited  a  number  of  guests  on 
the  occasion  of  his  retiring  from  the  agency  —  an  event 
which  was  to  be  duly  celebrated.  A  select  and  brilliant 
circle  of  admirers  and  friends  of  all  classes  and  conditions 
—  clergymen,  bankers,  brokers,  editors,  and  doctors  —  all 
of  them  more  or  less  interested  in  petroleum  —  gathered  on 
that  day.  A  remarkable  and  peculiar  gayety  held  possession 
of  the  host  and  hostess.  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  had  never 
talked  more  ably.  Mrs.  S.  had  never  shone  more  brilliantly 
at  the  head  of  her  festive  board.  An  editor,  who  was 
seated  on  her  left,  took  that  occasion  to  whisper  in  her  ear 
something  about  the  "Isles  of  Greece"  and  "Burning 
Sappho,"  but  was  chagrined  that  his  fair  companion  did  not 
blush,  but  only  turned  pale  and  shuddered.  As  these 
physiological  effects  were  not  inconsequent  to  so  atrocious  a 
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pun,  the  other  guests  took  no  further  notice  of  them.  The 
seat  of  honor  on  the  right  of  Mr.  Sparrowhawk  was  occu- 
pied by  a  nice  little  bald-headed  old  gentleman,  who,  by  the 
power  of  his  conversation,  had  fascinated  the  whole  assem- 
bly, and  who,  as  an  apparently  old  friend  of  the  host  and 
hostess,  assisted  in  dispensing  the  honors  of  the  house.  It 
was  the  little  old  gentleman  who  proposed  a  visit  to  the 
lower  regions,  and  undertook  to  conduct  a  number  of  se- 
lected guests  through  one  of  the  oil  shafts  and  brought  them 
back  afterward,  smelling  strongly  of  benzoine.  It  was  the 
little  old  gentleman  who  also  proposed  charades  in  the  pri- 
vate theatre  attached  to  the  country-seat,  and  under  whose 
artistic  management  a  number  of  surprising  and  astonish- 
ing effects  were  produced.  "Benzine,"  "Coal  Oil,"  and 
"  Kerosene  "  were  successively  spelled  out  by  the  company. 
But  the  final  charade,  as  the  old  gentleman  remarked,  would 
require  some  preparation,  and  would  include  some  new 
effects  which  would  astonish  them.  Selecting  his  actors 
from  the  assembled  company,  he  retired  behind  the  cur- 
tain. An  interval,  long  enough  to  enable  the  audience  to 
indulge  in  exciting  speculation,  followed,  and  then  the 
curtain  rose. 

As  the  little  old  gentleman  had  truly  prophesied,  the 
effect  was  wonderful  and  intensely  dramatic.  The  scene 
before  them  represented  a  vast  temple  brilliantly  illumi- 
nated. This  was  singularly  effected  by  a  circling  row  of 
statues  placed  on  short  pedestals  at  equal  distances  around 
the  temple  —  each  statue  gleaming  with  incandescent  bril- 
liancy. A  closer  inspection  revealed  the  fact  that  each  fig- 
ure was  represented  by  some  well-known  guest,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Sparrowhawk  occupying  a  prominent  central  position 
and  gleaming  with  almost  insupportable  lustre.  The  bland 
features  of  a  well-known  clergyman  beamed  gloriously  from 
a  conspicuous  plinth  on  the  right,  while  a  prosperous 
banker  glittered  and  scintillated  on  the  left.     A  tremend- 
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O'  '  round  of  applause  burst  from  the  audience.  Suddenly 
a,  ^;ntion  was  directed  to  the  little  old  gentleman,  who  en- 
tered upon  the  scene  carrying  several  large  covers  like  ex- 
tinguishers.  Striding  up  to  each  of  these  animated  burners 
h_j  one  by  one,  gravely  covered  them  with  an  extinguisher, 
bjinning  with  the  host  and  hostess,  until  the  stage,  lately 
s<»  brilliant,  was  left  in  total  darkness.  A  slight  snuffy 
Si- ell,  in  spite  of  this  precaution,  pervaded  the  theatre. 

The  spokesman  consulted  a  moment  with  the  audience, 
a*id  then  announced  the  word  :  — 

"  Extinguisher." 

No  answer  came  from  the  stage. 

The  word  was  repeated. 

Still  no  answer.  A  little  alarmed  he  leaped  upon  the 
stage  and  lifted  the  extinguisher  which  covered  Mr.  Spar- 
rowhawk.  A  heap  of  discolored  ashes  with  a  strong  pe- 
troleum odor  was  all  that  lay  underneath.  He  repeated 
the  experiment  with  Mrs.  Sparrowhawk  and  the  remaining 
statues,  but  with  the  same  result.  Diligent  inquiry  was 
made  for  the  little  old  gentleman,  but  he  was  nowhere  to 
be  found. 

As  may  be  expected,  the  guests  were  somewhat  embar- 
rassed. But  good  breeding  prevailed,  and  they  quietly  re- 
turned to  town  without  confusion.  A  little  justifiable 
indignation  was  felt  toward  the  host  and  hostess,  but  even 
that  was  tempered  by  philosophy,  and  the  most  ill-temperec 
confessed  that  but  little  better  could  be  expected  from  the 
parties. 

So  perished  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Sparrowhawk.  I  am  aware 
that  this  story  has  no  moral.  Whatever  interest  it  may 
have  is  based  entirely  upon  its  merit  as  a  statement  of 
facts. 
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I  have  noticed  with  some  indignation  a  tendency,  in  the 
popular  stories  of  childhood,  to  give  all  the  heroic  enter- 
prises to  boys,  and  to  utterly  ignore  girls  as  adventurous 
heroines.  As  daughters  predominate  in  my  own  family,  I 
humbly  protest  against  their  being  put  off  with  such  feeble 
notoriety  as  "  Cinderella "  affords  them,  or  such  doubtful 
fame  as  belongs  to  "  Little  Red  Riding  Hood."  Firmly  be- 
lieving in  the  superior  energy,  tact,  and  invention  of  the  sex, 
I  consider  the  latter  story,  of  a  wolf  deceiving  a  little  girl 
by  personating  her  grandmother,  as  the  puerile  invention  of 
some  envious  old  bachelor,  and  have  felt  a  consciousness  of 
imbecility  in  reading  it  aloud  to  young  ladies,  any  one  of 
whom  I  am  satisfied  would  have  detected  Mr.  Wolf  in  his 
first  hypocritical  sentence.  As  to  Cinderella,  we  all  know 
she  had  no  interest  except  that  conferred  on  her  by  the 
Prince.  In  point  of  fact,  "Contrary  Mary"  seems  to  have 
been  the  only  young  lady  in  childish  fiction  who  is  recorded 
to  have  had  any  independence  of  character ;  but  even  here 
the  masculine  chronicler,  by  simply  stating  the  fact  of 
"  contrariness "  without  explanation,  unfairly  leaves  us 
to  suppose  that  it  was  of  a  purposeless  and  ineffective 
quality. 

Not  content  with  merely  lifting  my  voice  against  this  in- 
justice, I  am  convinced  that  if  I  have  any  particular  mis- 
sion, it  is  to  fill  this  void  in  the  literature  of  children.  The 
ages  have  waited  for  this  event,  and  childish  fingers,  among 
which  the  thumb  of  Jack  Horner  appears' preeminent,  point 
l  Californian,  May  20,  1865. 
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to  me  as  the  man.  I  shall  not  shrink  from  the  appointed 
task.  A  shrill  chorus  of  infantile  voices  applaud  my  reso- 
lution, and  with  fingers  trembling  with  excitement,  I  dash 
into  my  first  effort  which  is 

THE  STORY  OF  MISS  MARY  CRUSOE 

At  the  age  of  fifteen,  Miss  Mary  Crusoe  undertook  a 
voyage  to  the  South  Pacific  to  visit  her  desolate  aunt,  whose 
husband,  a  worthy  missionary,  had  lately  furnished,  in  his 
own  person,  food  and  raiment  for  the  benighted  islanders. 
As  he  did  not  survive  this  Christian  act,  Miss  Crusoe's 
aunt  sent  for  her  niece  to  relieve  her  increasing  loneliness. 
The  voyage  had  been  quite  prosperous,  but  one  day  a  terrific 
storm  came  on,  and  the  vessel  struck  on  a  rock.  Miss  Crusoe 
was  the  only  one  that  escaped.  Buoyed  up  by  her  crinoline 
on  a  monstrous  wave,  she  was  washed  on  a  desert  island 
where  she  lay  for  a  few  moments  insensible. 

When  she  recovered  her  senses,  she  rose  and  carefully 
removed  her  stockings  and  spread  them  on  a  rock  to  dry. 
For  a  moment  she  regretted  not  having  brought  a  change  with 
her  from  the  ship  —  but  a  sense  of  gratitude  to  Providence 
for  her  deliverance  checked  the  foolish  thought.  She  then 
made  a  tour  of  the  island,  meeting  only  a  few  crabs  on  the 
beach,  who  turned  quite  red  at  the  spectacle  of  her  bare 
little  ankles,  and  walked  away  holding  their  claws  before 
their  eyes.  But  Miss  Crusoe  did  not  despair.  Finding 
one  of  the  ship's  sails  on  the  beach,  she  drew  a  housewife 
from  her  bosom,  and  taking  a  needle  and  scissors  therefrom, 
in  a  very  short  time  made  and  fitted  to  her  pretty  figure  a 
coarse  but  neat  morning  wrapper,  which  she  fastened  around 
her  waist  with  the  bolt  ropes.  Having  lost  her  comb  in 
the  surf,  her  back  hair  came  down.  A  rusty  spike  which 
she  picked  from  a  portion  of  the  wreck  served  her  for  a  hair- 
pin, and  the  seaweed  which  still  clung  to  it  added  ornament 
to  the  coiffure.     As  Miss  Mary  glanced  at  her  reflection  in 
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a  pool  of  water  beside  her,  a  pleasurable  blush  mantled  her 
cheek  at  the  becoming  effect  of  her  costume.  But  she  sighed 
at  the  thought  that  there  was  no  other  human  eye  to  be- 
hold it. 

With  a  broom  made  of  dried  boughs  and  leaves  fastened 
to  a  piece  of  bamboo,  Miss  Mary  swept  away  the  sand  from 
the  leeward  side  of  a  large  rock  so  as  to  form  a  comfortable 
couch.  This  she  draped  with  fragments  of  the  old  sail,  and 
saying  her  prayers  like  a  good  girl,  laid  down  her  fair  head 
on  a  sandy  pillow,  and  presently  fell  asleep.  The  moon 
came  up,  and  touching  the  little  island  here  and  there  with 
silver  radiance,  out  of  respect  to  Miss  Mary's  modesty, 
left  her  sleeping  place  in  shadow.  The  waves  talked  in 
whispers  so  as  not  to  disturb  her,  and  the  sea-breeze 
sang  a  pleasant  lullaby.  So  passed  the  first  day  on  the 
island. 

The  next  morning,  after  a  careful  toilette  and  a  breakfast 
of  wild  grapes,  which  grew  plentifully  on  the  rocks  beside 
her,  Miss  Mary  hastened  to  the  beach.  Here  she  found  the 
sea  had  providentially  washed  ashore  from  the  wreck  the 
following  articles :  A  tea-kettle  and  canister  of  tea,  a  bottle 
of  Eau  de  Cologne,  a  set  of  crochet-needles,  a  few  pounds 
of  worsted,  some  tape,  a  guitar,  an  assortment  of  hairpins, 
and  a  box  of  matches.  (If  any  objection  be  made  to  this 
list  as  improbable,  I  point  to  the  masculine  inventory  of 
Robinson  Crusoe's  spoils  as  a  precedent.)  After  making  a 
cup  of  tea,  Miss  Mary  confessed  she  felt  better,  and  at  once 
began  the  construction  of  that  bower  which  for  years  after- 
ward formed  her  residence  on  the  island.  In  this  she  was 
assisted  only  by  her  needle,  thread,  and  scissors.  The  cli- 
mate was  miraculously  mild,  and  admitted  of  the  lightest 
material  for  building  purposes.  A  wild  kid  which  Miss 
Mary  caught  during  this  week  was  of  some  service  to  her 
as  a  household  pet;  this  family  was  afterward  increased  by 
two  canaries,  a  pet  field-mouse,  and  a  jarboe.     Not  having 
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the  slightest  idea  what  this  latter  animal  may  be,  I  am 
unable  to  describe  it.  It  is  peculiar  to  desert  islands  I  am 
told. 

But  even  these  companions  failed  to  give  Miss  Mary  suit- 
able society.  Her  domestic  duties  were  growing  exceedingly 
onerous.  She  was  in  despair,  and  her  young  cheek  grew 
pale  and  thin.  One  day,  while  walking  on  the  beach  at  the 
extremity  of  the  island,  she  perceived  a  footprint  in  the 
sand.  It  was  of  a  female  gaiter  of  a  large  size,  evidently  a 
No.  10,  while  Miss  Mary  wore  a  2|,  narrow.  There  could 
be  no  mistake;  some  other  woman  had  trodden  the  lonely 
shore.  When  Miss  Mary  had  recovered  from  the  shock  of 
her  surprise,  she  deliberated  calmly.  With  feminine  quick- 
ness she  reasoned  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  two  women 
to  live  on  equal  terms  together  on  a  desert  island.  Some 
one  must  dominate.  Miss  Mary,  with  a  determined  shake 
of  her  pretty  head,  made  up  her  mind  who  that  one  should 
be.  The  next  day  the  beach  was  strewn  with  fragments  of 
a  wreck,  and  she  discovered  that  an  emigrant  ship  from 
Ireland  to  Australia  had  gone  ashore  upon  the  fatal  rocks. 
Providence  again  smiled  kindly  on  Mary  Crusoe.  She  en- 
countered the  mysterious  castaway,  who  proved  to  be  a  stout 
woman  with  a  North-Country  accent.  The  astonished  Celt 
instinctively  saluted  Miss  Crusoe  as  "Missus."  This  set- 
tled the  matter.  Miss  Crusoe  engaged  her  on  board-wages, 
and  called  her  "Biddy,"  which  is  the  feminine  for  "Man 
Friday." 

The  history  of  Miss  Mary  Crusoe  from  this  point  to  her 
final  deliverance  from  the  island,  becomes  somewhat  unin- 
teresting. As  she  married  the  young  sailor  who  rescued 
her,  the  merit  of  the  story  as  a  narrative  of  purely  feminine 
adventure,  of  course,  is  lost.  She  brought  her  pets  with  her 
to  New  York,  and,  as  her  female  acquaintances  declare,  a 
good  many  foreign  airs  also.  She  stuck  up  her  nose  at  the 
best  hotels  of  that  city,  and  talked  somewhat  ostentatiously 
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about  "  her  island."     For  this  reason  I  deem  it  prudent  to 
end  her  history  here. 


The  above  is  merely  a  specimen  of  what  I  expect  to  do 
in  the  way  of  filling  the  void  I  have  spoken  of.  I  propose 
hereafter  to  give  a  short  sketch  of  "  Susan  the  Giant  Killer," 
and  "Jane  and  her  Rose  Tree."  Until  then,  I  wait  the 
recognition  of  a  grateful  juvenile  public. 


MISCELLANEOUS 
1860-1870 


SHIPS  1 

In  the  mind  of  every  naturally  developed  boy,  there  is  a 
distinct  impression  that  fortune  is  intimately  associated 
with  the  sea,  and  a  strong  leaning  toward  ships  !  To  every 
grown-up  masculine  member  of  my  species  there  must  at 
times  occur  recollections  of  days  when  he  cut  oblong  billets 
of  wood  into  ravishing  models  of  ships,  which,  when 
launched,  had  a  common  propensity  to  keel  over,  and  con- 
tinue the  rest  of  the  voyage,  bottom  up.  Without  men- 
tioning anything  about  that  one  unparalleled  ship  which 
every  boy  has  loved  and  lost  —  I  pass  to  a  few  general  asso- 
ciations connected  with  this  subject,  of  course  altogether  un- 
professional, which  comprise  the  experience  of  a  landsman. 

The  child's  ships  :  The  ships  furtively  read  about  under 
the  desks  at  school,  and  by  the  firelight  at  dark  before  can- 
dles came.  The  ship  that  was  wrecked  so  opportunely  for 
Robinson  Crusoe,  and  the  ship  he  constructed.  Noah's  Ark. 
The  ship  of  Philip  Quarles.  The  ship  in  which  Bernardin 
de  St.  Pierre  cruelly  wrecked  poor  Virginia  (when  she  might 
just  as  well  have  been  saved)  for  the  sake  of  displaying 
that  sickly  French  sentiment  which,  thank  God,  few  chil- 
dren understand.  The  dreadful  ship  in  which  Captain  Kidd 
sailed  and  sailed.  The  ships  in  which  Sinbad  made  ^his 
wonderful  voyages.     The  Phantom  Ship. 

The  boy's  ships  and  the  ships  oi  schools  :  Argo,  Theseus, 
and  bis  black  sails.  Old  Roman  galleys  with  their  many 
banks  of  oars.  The  Viking's  ditto.  High-pooped  semi-lunar 
barques  of  Columbus  and  Amerigo  Vespucci.  The  many 
galleries  and  stubby  masts  of  the  illustrations  in  Froissart's 
1  Golden,  Era,  November  25,  1860. 
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"Chronicles."  Brave  old  bully  Tan  Tromp's  kettle-bot- 
tomed galliots  with  Dutch  brooms  at  their  royal  mast-heads. 
The  "Fighting  Temdraire,"  The  Greek  caiques  and  the 
triangular  lateen  sails  of  the  Mediterranean.  Chinese  junks 
with  matting  sheets.  The  wicked,  rakish-looking  crescent- 
topped  ship  of  the  Algerine  corsair,  and  all  the  rest  of  that 
wonderful  fleet  which  pass  over  the  sea  of  reading,  exchang- 
ing signals  with  the  weary  schoolboy. 

In  my  character  as  landsman,  having  a  liking  —  albeit  it 
is  a  distrustful  fascination  —  for  the  deceitful  and  "  feline  " 
element,  no  alloy  enters  into  my  affection  for  the  dear  old 
ships.  Even  now  I  recognize  their  burly  cheerful  presence 
as  I  did  when  a  boy,  and  have  a  strong  inclination  to  go  up 
to  them  and  pat  their  big  sides  as  they  lie  tied  down  by 
their  noses  to  the  wharves,  even  as  I  did  then.  For  I  have 
not  entirely  gotten  over  the  idea  that  a  ship  is  endowed  with 
sentient  life  —  a  strong  and  willing  beast  of  burden  —  good- 
natured  and  lovable  in  its  very  strength.  An  incident 
which  I  once  witnessed,  which  would  in  many  have  materi- 
alized the  whole  idea,  only  seemed  to  strengthen  that  fancy — 
a  shipwreck!  The  ship  lay  over  a  little  bight,  and  her  old 
vassal  had  her  at  a  wicked  vantage.  Every  time  the  cruel 
sea  lifted  its  merciless  white  arm  to  smite,  it  seemed  to  me 
that  the  ship  recoiled  in  affright,  and  again  bounded  toward 
the  shore  as  if  for  succor.  Every  curve  that  the  sweeping 
mast  described  in  the  heavens  was  the  writhing  of  agony 
and  distress ;  the  wild  tossing  of  the  hanging  yards  were  the 
outstretched  hands  of  an  expiring  swimmer ;  and  when  at 
last  the  wreck  was  complete,  and  you  could  see  only  the 
breakers  that  fought  and  wrangled  over  the  spot,  a  year 
afterward,  passing  there  at  low  tide,  the  bleached  ribs  and 
battered  skeleton,  seemed  things  to  be  put  away  and  buried 
from  the  sight  of  man  forever. 

But  there  are  two  other  incidents,  which,  impressing  me 
at  an  early  age,  may  have  formed  the  mould  to  shape  this 
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odd  fancy.     As  they  may  be  new  to  some  of  my  readers 
I  give  them  more  in  detail :  — 

The  first  was  a  strange  story  in  connection  with  a  sea- 
side village  where  I  had  been  sent  at  a  sickly,  callow  age 
to  be  preserved  in  brine.  There  had  been  a  port  of  entry 
there  once,  and  a  good  harbor  still  existed,  but  the  ships 
perhaps  for  certain  reasons  had  taken  a  dislike  to  it,  and 
persistently  went  somewhere  else.  For,  fifty  years  ago,  one 
pleasant  summer  evening,  the  inhabitants  walking  on  the 
little  break-water,  saw  a  goodly  ship  in  the  offing,  standing 
on  and  off,  till  night  fell.  The  news  of  the  ship  spread 
from  lip  to  lip,  and  great  was  the  expectation  and  surmise 
created.  At  daybreak  the  next  day  the  village  was  astir, 
and  then  everybody  saw  the  ship  with  all  sail  set  standing 
in  to  the  harbor.  She  crossed  the  bar  easily  at  about  eight 
o'clock  and  entered  the  stream.  The  harbor-master  in  his 
boat  hailed  her,  but  received  no  reply.  She  kept  her  course 
with  all  sail  set  directly  for  the  wharf.  Then  the  harbor- 
master and  some  few  others  pulled  alongside,  and,  clamber- 
ing over  the  bulwarks,  jumped  on  deck.  To  their  surprise 
it  was  vacant.  The  wheel  was  lashed  amidships,  the  run- 
ning-gear carefully  belayed,  and  everything  taut  and  sea- 
manlike.  They  went  below,  but  found  no  evidence  of  life. 
A  fire  was  burning  in  the  galley  and  a  pot  of  coffee  remain- 
ing on  the  stove.  In  the  tenantless  cabin  the  table  was 
set  apparently  for  breakfast.  Still  more  singular,  books 
and  papers,  and  all  that  might  lead  to  identification,  were 
likewise  gone.  Clothing,  bedding,  stores,  etc.,  were  still 
there.  There  were  no  evidences  of  violence ;  the  decks 
were  spotless,  the  brass  stanchions  polished,  and  everything 
neat  and  orderly  as  though  the  usual  routine  of  careful  dis- 
cipline had  been  only  interrupted  at  the  moment  of  board- 
ing. Messages  were  dispatched  to  the  nearest  shipping 
point,  and  in  the  mean  time  she  was  moored  in  the  stream 
and  a  watch  placed  on  board.     That  night  one  of  those 
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terrible  thunderstorms  peculiar  to  New  England  swept  over 
the  little  village.  Above  the  whistling  wind  and  the  crash 
of  thunder,  people  living  near  the  water's  edge  declared 
they  heard  the  rattling  of  ropes  and  creaking  of  a  windlass. 
An  old  weather-beaten  tar  who  lived  at  the  point  saw,  by 
the  aid  of  a  night-glass  and  the  flashing  of  lightning,  a  large 
ship,  with  all  sail  set,  crossing  the  bar  at  the  flood  of  the 
tide.  When  morning  dawned,  the  ship  was  gone.  Of 
course  there  were  not  wanting  those  who  believed  that  the 
ship-keepers  ran  away  with  the  mysterious  vessel  —  as  nei- 
ther ship  nor  watch  were  ever  heard  of  since  ;  but  my  child- 
ish fancy  always  inclined  to  the  more  popular  belief  that 
the  ship  ran  away  with  them.  I  remember  that  often  at 
sunset  I  would  watch  the  horizon  when  the  tide  was  flood- 
ing on  the  bar  to  meet  that  other  flood  of  outgoing  crimson 
glory  ;  waiting  in  the  half-fearful,  half-adventurous  hope  of 
seeing  a  mysterious  ship  standing  off  and  on,  as  in  the  olden 
time. 

The  other  is  a  waif  from  some  book  of  travels.  It  was 
an  adventure  of  some  French  Voyager.  It  might  have  been 
told  by  Dampierre,  but  I  have  forgotten.  My  gallant  French 
captain  is  a  gentleman  born,  and  they  call  him  M.  le  Conite, 
and  he  has  estates  in  Brittany,  and  has  a  commission  in  the 
breast-pocket  of  his  laced  coat,  signed  by  Louis  XIV.  He 
has  a  fine  ship,  and  a  jolly,  rollicking  crew,  and  his  officers 
are  young  men  of  family  and  honor.  He  has  gotten  up  in 
pretty  high  latitudes  for  a  Frenchman,  and  has  traced  a  line 
along  the  75th  parallel  to  be  followed  years  after  by  Parry, 
Scoresby,  Franklin,  and  Kane.  Here  they  are  beset  in  the 
pack,'  and  there  they  all  stay  for  six  months.  M.  le  Comte 
frets  and  fumes.  The  crew  all  fret  and  fume.  One  or 
two  mutinies  break  out,  and  the  young  officers  have  an 
occasional  "affair"  with  each  other  on  the  ice  behind  the 
hummocks.  Polar  hibernation  don't  agree  with  fiery  young 
Frenchmen,  and  when  one  or  two  are  on  the  point  of  com- 
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mitting  suicide  through  sheer  ennui,  a  sail  is  discovered  in 
an  open  sea  to  the  southward.  There  is  great  speculation 
made ;  she  is  signaled,  but  does  not  answer.  They  can't 
get  to  her,  though  she  apparently  hovers  near  them  for 
many  days.  At  last  the  ice  breaks  up,  and  out  fly  the 
lively  Gauls  like  peas  from  a  pod.  M.  le  Comte  steers  to  the 
southward  with  his  impetuous  brethren.  Then  the  strange 
ship  is  seen,  and  a  boat  is  dispatched  by  M.  le  Comte,  in 
charge  of  a  fiery  young  Gascon  —  a  Lieutenant.  The 
strange  ship  is  a  vessel  of  six  hundred  tons  burthen,  and 
when  they  hail  her  she  does  not  respond.  Then  the  ire  of 
the  young  Gascon  is  aroused,  and  he  orders  his  men  to  lay 
him  alongside.  This  the  men  do  reluctantly,  and  at  last  the 
bow-oar  throws  his  blade  apeak,  and  declares  that  the  Devil 
is  in  the  strange  ship,  and  that  he  won't  pull  another  stroke. 
Then  a  great  fear  seizes  the  rest  of  the  boat's  crew,  and 
they  all  begin  to  pull  about. 

"  Oh,  ho  !  What  is  this,  my  children  ?  "  says  the  young 
Gascon. 

"  Parbleu,  M.  Lieutenant !  We  are  going  back,  and  not 
to  the  Devil's  ship." 

"  Do  you  think  so,  my  pretty  ones  ?  Excuse  me,  my 
darlings,  hot  now." 

And  so  M.  Lieutenant  draws  from  his  belt  a  heavy  trum- 
pet-mouthed pistol,  such  as  Drake  and  Frobisher  carried  in 
their  arm-chests,  and  looks  at  the  priming,  then  at  the  bow- 
oar.  So  the  bow-oar  can  do  nothing  but  pull  about  again, 
and  they  all  give  way  together  until  the  boat  grazes  the 
sides  of  the  strange  ship.  Then  the  fiery  young  Lieutenant 
mounts  the  deck  alone,  and  sees  the  sails  hanging  loosely, 
and  everything  in  confusion.  There  is  a  man  standing  at 
the  wheel,  and  the  gay  young  Lieutenant  calls  him  "Bro- 
ther, "  and  asks  him  if  this  is  the  way  he  receives  company, 
and  slaps  him  on  the  back,  but  immediately  recoils  in  hor- 
ror.    For  the  man  at  the  wheel  is  simply  a  frozen  corpse 
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holding  the  spokes.  Then  the  fiery  young  Lieutenant  takes 
off  his  hat  and  he  and  one  of  his  boldest  men,  quite  awe- 
stricken  and  subdued,  walk  forward  and  encounter  the  body 
of  a  man  frozen  in  the  act  of  making  a  fire.  Near  by  a 
woman  is  sitting  ;  pulseless,  lifeless,  and  statue-like.  They 
go  down  in  the  cabin  and  a  man  is  sitting  by  a  table  making 
entries  in  an  open  log-book.  They  go  up  to  him  and  speak, 
but  he  does  not  answer.  A  green  mould  covers  his  face 
and  hands,  and  he  is  rigid  and  cold.  They  see  the  last 
entries  in  the  log-book,  and  the  Lieutenant,  who  under- 
stands a  little  English,  makes  out  that  they  have  been  frozen 
in  the  ice  for  three  months,  that  provision  has  given  out, 
and  that  scurvy  has  taken  down  the  crew.  "  My  wife  died 
yesterday,"  says  the  Captain  in  the  log-book  —  and  "  God 
help  us  all,  for  we  can  do  nothing ! "  Then  the  young 
Gascon  takes  the  log-book  and  reembarks  silently,  and  the 
men  make  the  ashen  blades  smoke  in  the  row-locks  in  their 
hurry  to  get  away,  and  the  Lieutenant  shows  the  book  to 
M.  le  Comte,  who  at  once  bears  away  for  La  Belle  France. 
Then  inquiries  are  made  and  the  fate  of  a  missing  English 
ship  is  accidentally  discovered. 

These  were  the  two  prominent  incidents  which  were 
wont  to  invest  my  boyish  superstition  with  a  strange  faith 
in  the  personal  and  sensitive  qualities  of  ships.  Since  then 
I  have  known  them  more  intimately  in  connection  with  the 
sea,  but  never  as  pleasantly  as  in  the  old,  old  time.  I  have 
sailed  in  them,  but  have  lost  their  identity  in  that  of  the 
captain  and  crew  who  bullied  them,  and  carried  away  their 
spars  by  crowding  on  sail.  Then  I  have  seen  them  in  con- 
nection with  that  horrible  hybrid  —  the  steamship ;  and 
now  I  never  go  down  to  the  docks  to  see  the  old  Sky- 
scraper when  she  comes  in,  without  a  fear  of  seeing  a  smoke- 
funnel  sticking  out  from  her  decks,  or  finding  her  graceful 
contour  destroyed  by  paddle-boxes.  But  for  all  that  it  is 
pleasant  to  view  them  from  the  land — whether  nestling  at 
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the  wharves  or  trying  their  pinions  for  another  flight  to 
distant  lands. 

Connecting  in  their  long  voyages  the  East  and  the  West 
of  a  weary  life,  I  know  they  bring  to  my  fainting  sense  — 
even  as  the  Indian  ships  —  balm  from  those  warm,  sunny 
islands  of  my  youth,  now  past  to  me  forever.  I  know  they 
bring  messages  of  peace  and  good  will ;  and  I  have  some- 
times looked  forward,  not  regretfully,  to  the  time  when  one 
shall  wait  for  me  down  the  stream  of  Time,  with  braced 
yards  and  anchor  atrip  for  my  last  long  voyage.  For  my 
earliest,  dearest,  and  holiest  remembrance  I  can  trace  back 
to  the  ship.  Not  alone  the  ship  —  but  the  luminous  track 
over  the  black  waters  of  Galilee,  the  timid  disciples,  and 
the  One  lonely  central  figure  who  walked  nightly  on  the 
quiet  sea  where  I  sailed  in  childish  dreams,  saying  to  them 
—  to  me  !  —  "  Be  of  good  cheer,  be  not  afraid  —  it  is  I." 


WANTED  — A  PEINTEE1 

(Suggested  to  Bret  Harte  bv  His  Employment  as  a  Compositor  on  the 
'"'  Golden  Era  ") 

"  Wanted  —  a  printer,"  says  a  contemporary.  Wanted, 
a  mechanical  curiosity,  with  -brain  and  fingers  —  a  thing 
that  will  set  so  many  type  in  a  day  —  a  machine  that  will 
think  and  act,  but  still  a  machine  —  a  being  who  under- 
takes the  most  systematic  and  monotonous  drudgery,  yet 
one  the  ingenuity  of  man  has  never  supplanted  mechanically 
—  that 's  a  printer. 

A  printer  —  yet  for  all  his  sometimes  dissipated  and  reck- 
less habits  —  a  worker.  At  all  times  and  hours,  day  and 
night ;  sitting  up  in  a  close,  unhealthy  office,  when  gay 
crowds  are  hurrying  to  the  theatre  —  later  still,  when  the 
street  revelers  are  gone  and  the  city  sleeps  —  in  the  fresh 
air  of  the  morning  —  in  the  broad  and  gushing  sunlight  — 
some  printing  machine  is  at  the  case,  with  its  eternal  un- 
varying click  I.  click  ! 

Click  !  click  I  the  polished  type  fall  into  the  stick  ;  the 
mute  integers  of  expression  are  marshaled  into  line,  and 
march  forth  as  immortal  print.  Click!  and  the  latest  in- 
telligence becomes  old  —  the  thought  a  principle  —  the 
simple  idea  a  living  sentiment.  Click!  click!  from  grave  to 
gay,  item  after  item  —  a  robbery,  a  murder,  a  bit  of  scandal,  a 
graceful,  a  glowing  thought  —  are  in  turn  clothed  by  the 
impassive  fingers  of  the  machine,  and  set  adrift  in  the  sea 
of  thought.  He  must  not  think  of  the  future,  nor  recall 
the  past  —  must  not  think  of  home,  of  kindred,  of  wife  or 
1  Golden  Bra,  January  27,  1861. 
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of  babe  —  his  work  lies  before  him,  and  thought  is  chained 
to  his  copy. 

Ye  who  know  him  by  his  works,  who  read  the  papers  and 
are  quick  at  typographical  errors  —  whose  eye  may  rest  on 
these  mute  evidences  of  ceaseless  toil :  correspondents,  ed- 
itors, and  authors,  who  scorn  the  simple  medium  of  youi 
fame,  think  not  that  the  printer  is  altogether  a  machine  — 
think  not  that  he  is  indifferent  to  the  gem  to  which  he  is  but 
the  setter —  but  think  a  subtle  ray  may  penetrate  the  recesses 
of 'his  brain,  or  the  flowers  that  he  gathers  may  not  leave 
some  of  their  fragrance  on  his  toil-worn  fingers. 


WASHINGTON1 

The  resemblance  of  a  face  long  dead,  with  clear,  blue  ej'es 
and  massive,  slumbering  features,  has  been  to  me  a  familiar 
presence.  Out  of  the  past  that  serene  face  has  been  lifted 
with  sublime  suggestion,  as  to  my  boyish  fancy  the  mighty 
Sphinx  lifted  its  passionless  eyes  and  immovable  lips  from 
the  century  dust  that  hid  its  awful  shoulders.  When,  as  a 
child,  I  read  hesitatingly  from  the  book  upon  my  knee  of  this 
wonderful  man,  whose  face  I  knew,  I  could  only  look  upon 
him  as  the  conception  of  a  principle,  which  like  the  myth- 
ological creation  had  taken  the  form  and  figure  of  humanity. 
I  could  not  expect  to  see  him  or  know  him  but  as  some- 
thing vague  and  past. 

But  chiefly  because  I  had  had  enough  of  Hector  and 
Achilles,  and  more  of  Agamemnon ;  and  a  great  deal  too 
much  of  that  glittering  staff  of  general  officers  and  brave 
men  since  the  Grecian  general,  I  did  not  turn  to  him  as  a 
mighty  warrior.  But  I  knew  of  him — patient  and  strong 
in  the  winter  camp  at  Valley  Forge.  Again  and  again, 
looking  down  that  dreary  valley  I  have  seen  the  snow  fall- 
ing, and,  in  mercy  to  the  general's  prayer,  blotting  out  the 
crying  eloquence  of  the  blood-stained  tracks  of  frost-bitten 
and  weary  feet.  I  have  seen  this  struggling  poverty  and  suf- 
fering with  that  quick  appreciation  known  best,  I  think, 
to  the  Northern  boy.  I  have  pictured  the  crossing  of  the 
Delaware  in  a  way  that  made  the  painter's  canvas  a  feeble 
show,  and  so  from  the  fear  that  I  might  make  a  sectional 
man  out  of  this  Washington,  I  went  to  hear  of  him  from  one 
who  was  a  seer  and  a  magician,  and  who  knew  the  truth  and 
dared  to  show  it.* 

i  Golden  Bra,  February  24,  1861. 

2  Rev.  T.  Starr  King,  Pastor  of  the  Unitarian  Church,  San  Francisco, 
California. 
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Then,  wrought  upon  by  the  magic  of  an  eloquent  tongue 
and  eye  and  hand,  the  dead  Washington  again  arose.  The 
stone  was  rolled  away  from  the  sepulchre,  and  the  waiting 
goddess  with  wings  trailing  in  the  dust  again  welcomed  the 
Hero.  He  beamed  luminously  through  that  crowded  and 
awe-hushed  chamber  —  not  the  Washington  of  history,  but 
the  living  man,  sympathetic  and  human,  with  every  chord 
of  his  great  soul  thrilling  responsive  with  that  audience, 
whose  every  pulse  kept  time  with  the  perfect  movement  of 
his  own. 

And  when  the  silence  fell  with  the  hushed  magic  of  that 
orator's  wonderful  voice,  the  sea  below  him  broke  again  in 
great  reacting  waves  of  applause  against  the  walls  of  the 
chamber.  Then  the  spellbound  audience  arose  from  their 
cramped  positions  and  went  wonderingly  away  as  in  a  dream. 

But  the  echo  of  that  voice  and  the  spell  of  that  Presence 
had  not  died  away  in  their  hearts.  For  some  time  after, 
when  the  noise  of  wheels  broke  the  stillness  of  quiet  streets, 
and  footfalls  echoed  from  the  walls  of  darkened  houses, 
people  were  constrained  to  speak  as  they  walked  along  of 
that  resurrected  Presence  of  which  they  had  known  so  much 
and  yet  so  little.  And  they  talked  it  over  at  breakfast- 
tables  the  next  morning,  nor  dreamed  that  this  was  the 
magician's  art.     I  wonder  if  it  were  ? 

And  so  the  anniversary  of  the  birth  of  George  Washing- 
ton passed  quietly  away.  When  night  came,  the  moon  rid- 
ing high  in  the  heavens  seemed  to  look  down  upon  the 
resurrected  face  of  the  dead  hero,  as  on  that  night  above  the 
crags  of  Latmos  she  touched  and  strove  to  wake  the  sleeping 
Endymion.  When  the  fog  veiled  her  face  at  last,  there  was 
a  clear  blue  heaven  at  the  north,  and  the  pole  star  glittered 
above  the  crest  of  the  distant  hill. 

And  with  the  stars  and  night,  a  fierce  west  wind  arose 
from  the  sea,  and  moving  landward  swept  over  the  city. 
It  caught  the  bunting  of  the  shipping,  and  drifted  it  steadily 
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toward  the  east.  It  straightened  and  stiffened  the  red  bars 
of  the  national  flag  in  its  sturdy  breath,  and  then  swept 
away  on  its  mission. 

Oh,  if  the  day  of  omens  be  not  passed,  would  it  have  been 
wrong  to  have  whispered  it  "  God  speed  "  on  that  mission  ? 
That  it  might  meet  and  greet  our  Eastern  brothers  as  the 
grateful  land  wind  met  the  first  discoverer  of  our  ever- 
blessed  country,  even  in  the  midst  of  mutiny  and  despair  ? 
That  it  might  steal  into  the  hearts  of  the  rebellious  crew 
of  that  laboring  ship  of  State,  as  the  west  wind,  fragrant 
with  the  spiced  breath  of  the  welcoming  land,  stole  into 
the  senses  of  the  distracted  mutineers  and  drew  them  gently 
to  the  land  ? 


THE   ANGELUS1 

As  I  sit  by  my  window  in  the  sharp  shadows  of  this 
flinty  twilight,  the  faint  far  tolling  of  a  bell  comes  to  me 
with  a  peculiar  significance.  I  have  been  looking  over  the 
Mission  Valley  along  a  prospective,  shut  in  by  the  lonely 
mountain  and  its  shining  cross.  In  the  middle  distance  a 
few  incisive  looking  roofs  oppose  their  hard  outlines  to  the 
sky.  The  steeple  of  St.  John's  in  the  wilderness  has  a 
bigoted  way  of  pointing  its  uncompromising  pinnacles 
upward  — but  that 's  owing  to  the  atmosphere,  and  it's  easy  to 
look  beyond  to  the  sincere  lonely  mountain  and  its  crowning 
cross. 

I  can  fancy  also  a  strange  sympathy  with  the  Angelus, 
from  the  hills  capped  and  cowled  with  fog  like  gray  friars, 
to  the  sun,  prematurely  and  mistily  going  down  with  a  red 
disk  like  the  descending  Host.  I  am  conscious,  too,  of 
feeling  something  like  the  Captive  Knight  who  looked 
"from  the  Paynim  tower,"  and  am  half  convinced  that 
telling  beads,  playing  upon  a  lute,  and  tracing  my  name  with 
a  rusty  nail  upon  the  window  ledge  would  be  a  very  natural 
and  appropriate  expression.  But  a  shriek  from  the  Mis- 
sion locomotive  brings  back  the  Nineteenth  Century — and 
lo,  the  Angelus  is  dead.  A  motherly  cow  walks  up  and 
down  the  street  as  if  she  were  hired  to  give  a  rural  effect  to 
the  locality.  A  mild  fragrance  of  tea,  bread,  and  butter 
rises  from  the  area  railings.  The  long  sidewalks  have  a 
dreary  and  wind-swept  loneliness  —  the  Angelus  has  only 
rung  home  a  few  married  men,  belated,  who  have  lost  their 
dinners,  and  who  taste  a  bitter  premonition  of  their  wel- 
come in  the  shrewish  air. 

1  Golden  Era,  October  19,  1862. 
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With  this  formal  symbol  of  Faith  still  ringing  in  my 
ears,  a  few  unbeliefs  of  my  childhood  oddly  recur  to  me.  I 
think  that  children  are  much  more  skeptical  on  religious 
subjects  than  most  people  imagine  ;  I  know  that  my  first 
hypocrisy  was  on  such  topics. 

Why  do  I  recall  with  a  tingling  of  the  cheeks  my  infant 
knowledge  of  the  Heathen  ?  Why  does  the  blush  of  shame 
mantle  my  brow  as  I  look  back  to  the  systematic  deceit  I 
practiced  in  reading  a  certain  book  entitled  "  Conversation 
between  a  Converted  Heathen  and  a  Missionary  "  ?  Did  I 
dislike  that  Heathen  in  his  unconverted  state  ?  No  !  Did  I 
not  rather  rejoice  in  his  tuft  of  plumes,  his  martial  carriage, 
his  oiled  and  painted  skin  ?  Was  not  his  conduct  creditable 
and  romantic  compared  with  that  dreadful  Missionary  who 
resembled  the  Sunday-School  Teacher,  who  systematically 
froze  my  young  blood  ?  What  did  they  offer  me  instead  ? 
Had  I  any  respect  for  an  imbecile  black  being  who  groveled 
continually,  crying  "  Me  so  happy  —  bress  de  lor !  send  down 
him  salvation  berry  quick,"  in  uncouth  English  ?  Believed 
I  in  his  conversion  ?  Did  I  not  rather  know,  miserable  little 
deceiver  that  I  was,  that  during  this  conversation  his  eyes 
were  resting  on  the  calves  of  that  Missionary's  legs  with 
anthropophagous  lust  and  longing  ? 

The  Angelus  brings  likewise  the  "  Children's  Hour  "  — 
mentioned  by  Mr.  Longfellow.  But  the  "  blue-eyed  ban- 
ditti "  of  this  vicinity  do  not  confine  their  raids  to  demon- 
strative embraces  in  the  library,  but  congregate  on  the  side- 
walks and  demand  each  other's  gingerbread  with  a  more 
sincere  conception  of  the  character.  Nursery-maids  occa- 
sionally air  their  young  charges,  and  compare  bonnet-strings 
on  the  steps.  There  is  a  very  round  little  boy  who  makes 
a  point  of  falling  down  at  the  top  of  the  hilly  street,  and  be- 
gins to  roll  to  the  bottom  with  the  most  alarming  rapidity. 
But  some  one  is  sure  to  stop  him  on  the  way.  From  his 
peculiar  conformation,  it  is  terrible  to  think  of  an  omission 
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of  this  customary  check,  which  he  seems  to  confidently  look 
for  on  every  occasion. 

So  with  the  pleasant  voices  of  children,  the  Angelus,  the 
fragrance  of  bread  and  butter,  and  the  abiding  influence  of 
old  memories,  the  day  fades  into  night.  As  the  darkness 
slips  from  the  Contra  Costa  hills  a  light  comes  out  brightly 
and  hopefully.  It  is  pleasant  to  know  that  all  hours  of  the 
night  it  may  be  seen  there,  undimmed  and  unquenched. 
Looking  off  from  this  lonely  tower  I  am  strengthened,  and 
am  inclined  to  so  far  imitate  the  lonely  captive  as  to  write 
with  a  diamond  upon  the  pane  the  line  that  flashes  with 
that  light  upon  my  memory.  It  was  written  above  Dr. 
Kane's  Journal  in  the  longer  Arctic  night :  "Keeping  our 
trust,  in  darkness." 


ARTEMUS  WARD1 

Aetemus  Wakd  has  gone.  The  Showman  has  folded 
his  exhibition  tent  like  the  Arab  and  silently  stolen  away. 
But  like  the  Arab,  Artemus  has  been  accused  of  certain 
Bedouin-like  qualities,  and  has  been  viewed  by  some  in- 
terior critics  as  a  literary  raider  —  scouring  the  face  of  the 
land  and  skimming  the  fatness  thereof.  Others  have 
thought  themselves  humbugged  at  his  lectures  and  openly 
assert  that  his  "  Babes  "  are  stuffed  with  sawdust  —  the 
sawdust  of  old  circus  arenas  at  that. 

Of  course  this  sort  of  thing  is  new  to  Californians.  They 
are  by  nature  excessively  cautious.  They  never  invest 
money  in  doubtful  speculations.  They  are  never  carried 
away  by  excitements,  and  it  is  clear  that  if  Artemus  has 
issued  stock  at  a  dollar  a  share  and  people  consider  it  don't 
pay,  the  imposition  is  altogether  unprecedented  and  worthy 
of  reprehension. 

But  has  it  been  an  imposition  ?  Did  Artemus  by  impli- 
cation or  reputation  profess  more  than  he  has  accomplished  ? 

He  came  to  us  as  the  author  of  an  admirable  series  of 
sketches  which  exhibit  a  special  type  of  humor.  It  is  not 
exactly  the  highest  nor  the  most  ennobling  type.  Artemus 
is  not  the  greatest  American  humorist,  nor  does  he  himself 
profess  to  be,  but  he  deserves  the  credit  of  combining  cer- 
tain qualities  which  make  him  the  representative  of  a  kind 
of  humor  that  has  more  of  a  national  characteristic  than  the 
higher  and  more  artistic  standard.  His  strength  does  not 
lie  simply  in  grotesque  spelling  —  that  is  a  mechanical  trick 
suggested  by  his  education  as  a  printer  —  and  those  who 
i  Golden  Era,  December  27,  1863. 
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have  gone  to  hear  him  in  this  expectation  have  been  prop- 
erly punished  —  but  it  is  the  humor  of  audacious  exaggera- 
tion —  of  perfect  lawlessness  ;  a  humor  that  belongs  to  the 
country  of  boundless  prairies,  limitless  rivers,  and  stupendous 
cataracts.  In  this  respect  Mr.  Ward  is  the  American  hu- 
morist, par  excellence,  and  "his  book"  is  the  essence  of 
that  fun  which  overlies  the  surface  of  our  national  life,  which 
is  met  in  the  stage,  rail-car,  canal  and  flat  boat,  which  bursts 
out  over  camp-fires  and  around  bar-room  stoves  —  a  humor 
that  has  more  or  less  local  coloring,  that  takes  kindly  to, 
and  half  elevates,  slang,  that  is  of  to-day  and  full  of  present 
application.  The  Showman  has  no  purpose  to  subserve  be- 
yond the  present  laugh.  He  has  no  wrongs  to  redress  in 
particular,  no  especial  abuse  to  attack  with  ridicule,  no 
moral  to  point.  He  does  not  portray  the  Yankee  side  of 
our  national  character  as  did  Sam  Slick,  partly  because  there 
is  a  practical  gravity  and  shrewdness  below  the  clockmaker's 
fun  —  but  chiefly  because  it  is  local  rather  than  national. 
He  has  not  the  satirical  power  of  Orpheus  C.  Kerr. 

Of  such  quality  was  Artemus  Ward's  literary  reputation 
as  received  by  us.  And  yet  some  people  are  surprised  and 
indignant  that  his  late  lectures  exhibited  this  lawless  con- 
struction —  that  he  gave  us  fun  without  application.  This 
is  a  pretty  hard  criticism  from  people  who  are  content  to  go 
night  after  night  to  the  Minstrels  and  listen  to  the  pointless 
repetition  of  an  inferior  quality  of  this  humor.  But  it  af- 
fords a  key  to  their  criticism.      Let  the  Minstrel  wash  his 

face and  remove  his  exaggerated  shirt-collar  —  and  how 

long  will  they  stand  his  nonsense  ?  When  a  keen-looking, 
fashionably -dressed  young  fellow  mounts  the  stage  and  be- 
gins to  joke  with  us  in  this  fashion  without  the  accessories 
of  paint  or  costume,  we  feel  uneasy.  Had  Artemus  ap- 
peared habited  as  the  Showman,  surrounded  by  a  few  wax 
figures  even  the  most  captious  critic  would  have  been  satis- 
fied. 
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Artemus  Ward's  career  in  California  has  been  a  pecuniary 
success.  The  people  have  paid  liberally  to  see  the  Show- 
man, and  he  has  reaped  a  benefit  greater  than  he  might  have 
made  from  the  sale  of  his  works.  It  was  a  testimonial  to 
the  man's  talent,  which  is  not  objectionableper  se  —  though 
better  judgment  might  have  kept  the  subscription  paper  out 
of  his  own  hand.  It  is  a  success  that  will  enable  him  for 
some  time  to  live  independent  of  mere  popularity  -.—  to  in- 
dulge his  good  taste  and  prepare  something  more  enduring 
for  the  future.  In  the  mean  time  no  one  enjoying  the 
pleasure  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  his  frank,  genial 
nature  ;  none  who  have  observed  his  modest  and  appreciative 
disposition,  or  the  perfect  health  and  vigor  that  pervades  his 
talent,  will  grudge  him  that  success. 


FIXING   UP  AN   OLD   HOUSE  * 

When  I  had  secured  the  possession  of  my  new  home, 
and  stood  in  its  doorway,  thoughtfully  twirling  the  key  in 
my  hand,  the  words  of  the  retiring  tenant  struck  me  with 
renewed  intensity  and  vigor.  "  It 's  a  snug  little  cottage," 
he  had  said,  confidentially,  "  and  a  cheap  rent  —  but  it 
wants  to  be  painted  and  papered  bad."  As  I  looked  around 
it,  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  one  of  these  requirements 
had  already  been  met  —  that  it  had  been  "  papered  bad," 
and  that  its  present  ragged,  torn,  and  dirty  walls  looked 
better  now  than  they  must  have  looked  in  the  primal  horrors 
of  their  original  paper.  There  was  something  peculiarly 
provoking  about  the  old  pattern,  which  bore  marks  of  having 
been  picked  at  here  and  there  as  if  by  exasperated  and 
vicious  fingers.  But  the  rent  was  cheap,  and  Mr.  Chase  had 
said,  "Economy  was  the  lesson  of  the  times  "  ;  and  as  an 
humble  employee  of  that  officer  and  a  recipient  of  his 
notes,  I  could  not  do  better-than  take  the  advice  and  the 
house,  which  I  did  at  once. 

"  Why  could  n't  you  paper  it  yourself  ?  "  asked  my  wife 
suddenly,  with  a  gleam  of  inspiration.  "  You  know  that 
you  're  —  "  But  she  did  not  proceed  any  further  in  this 
feminine  attempt  to  associate  my  literary  habits  with  this 
branch  of  upholstering,  and  only  said :  "  You  might  do  it 
after  office  hours  instead  of  writing,  and  you  'd  save  money 
by  it." 

The  house  was  not  large,  and  as  I  could  look  forward  to 
finishing  it  within  a  reasonable  time  during  my  leisure  hours, 
I  rashly  consented  to  put  aside  my  pen  and  take  up  the 
l  California,  July  16,  1864. 
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paint-  and  paste-brush.  The  choice  of  paper  next  occupied 
and  perplexed  me  for  some  days ;  it  was  odd  how  critical 
and  fastidious  my  taste  in  regard  to  patterns  developed  with 
this  first  opportunity  I  ever  had  to  indulge  it.  After  some 
hesitation  I  finally  selected  two  kinds,  but  I  had  not  pro- 
ceeded far  before  I  discovered  that  the  most  charming  pat- 
tern was  extremely  difficult  to  match  and  involved  a  waste 
of  material  that  was  as  ruinous  to  my  pocket  as  it  was 
knowingly  profitable  to  the  losel  knave  who  sold  it  to  me. 
This  was  my  first  intimation  of  difficulties.  I  would  will- 
ingly pass  over  the  rest.  I  would  like  to  forget  the  sin- 
gular propensity  which  that  paper  displayed  to  entwine 
itself  lovingly  in  damp  curves  around  my  legs,  and  how  I 
vainly  endeavored  to  evade  its  chaste  and  cold  embrace  as  I 
was  putting  it  on.  It  is  not  pleasant  to  think  how  I  papered 
one  side  of  the  room  before  I  discovered  that  the  pattern 
was  upside  down,  and  how  during  this  time  I  felt  generally 
of  the  paste,  pasty,  and  could  n't  rid  myself  of  the  un- 
comfortable impression  that  I  was  a  loaf  of  bread  not  quite 
done.  Let  me  hurry  over  these  things  to  that  day  when 
I  found  myself  standing  in  abject  humility  before  a  paper- 
hanger  whom  I  had  finally  been  obliged  to  call  in.  He  was 
a  serious  man  of  about  forty,  with  a  becoming  pride  in  his 
profession.  After  casting  a  rapid  and  supercilious  glance 
around  the  walls,  he  approached  my  paste-bucket,  and  taking 
a  little  of  the  mixture  on  his  finger,  smelt  of  it,  and  tasted 
of  it.  As  he  turned  away  with  a  pained  yet  forgiving  smile 
on  his  fine  features,  I  ventured  to  humbly  ask  his  opinion 
of  my  work.  "  As  a  amatoor  I  've  looked  at  wuss  walls  nor 
that,"  he  replied,  somewhat  vaguely.  At  any  other  time 
I  would  have  been  tickled  with  the  idea  of  an  amateur 
paper-hanger,  but  I  am  ashamed  to  say  that  my  failures  had 
brought  me  to  such  a  low  state  of  moral  dejection  that  I 
eagerly  seized  this  miserable  straw,  and  subsequently  gave 
him  to  understand,  in  rather  general  terms,  that  I  was 
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possessed  of  a  singular  monomania  for  paper-hanging;  that 
it  was  not  economy,  but  love  of  a  noble  profession  which 
had  incited  my  work,  and  that,  in  the  language  of  William 
Birch,  "  my  parents  were  wealthy." 

I  should  state  here  that  my  labors  during  that  time  had 
been  materially  assisted  by  the  presence  of  several  white- 
headed  but  youthful  denizens  of  the  neighborhood,  who, 
having  at  first  watched  my  progress  by  flattening  their  snub 
noses  against  the  window,  finally  grew  bolder  and  came  in 
and  out  of  the  house  and  assisted  me  in  removing  the  old 
paper,  scattering  it  far  and  wide  through  the  streets,  and 
also  otherwise  proffered  their  assistance  and  learned  to  ad- 
dress me  by  name,  and  to  whom  I  offered  a  kind  of  provi- 
dential excitement  in  the  reaction  which  followed  the  fierce 
festivities  of  the  Fourth. 

My  ill.  success  in  papering  did  not,  however,  deter  me 
from  my  original  resolution  of  painting  the  house.  Accord- 
ingly, I  procured  what  seemed  to  me  to  be  an  extraordinary 
quantity  of  white  lead,  and,  armed  with  two  brushes,  seri- 
ously set  myself  to  work.  Here  my  progress  was  marked 
with  complete  success.  It  was  evidently  a  more  scientific 
and  higher  profession  than  my  previous  one,  and  I  reflected 
with  satisfaction  that  it  was  next  to  frescoing  —  and  what 
was  Michael  Angelo  but  a  fresco  painter  ?  Yet  I  could 
not  help  noticing  that,  although  the  paint  looked  white  when 
it  was  first  applied,  it  gradually  faded  out  and  permitted 
primal  stains  to  appear  —  "  damned  spots  "  that  would  not 
"  out "  —  and  that  singular  drops  —  pearly  tears  —  broke 
out  along  the  joints  and  panels  of  the  doors.  Finally,  when 
the  whole  wood-work  had  taken  to  weeping,  I  was  forced  — 
I  write  it  with  shame  —  to  call  in  a  painter  —  a  remarkably 
polite  man  —  who  praised  my  mechanical  dexterity,  but  in- 
formed me  courteously  that  in  mixing  the  color  I  had  omitted 
some  important  ingredient.  This  I  had  remedied  somewhat 
by  the  extra  quantity  of  paint  I  had  used.     "  It 's  nothing 
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—  nothing  —  a  mere  trifle  ;  an  accident  that  frequently 
occurs, "  he  remarked,  with  genuine  good  breeding.  "  It  will 
take  a  week  or  two  longer  to  dry,  that 's  all ;  and  then  you 
can  give  it  another  coat "  ;  and  bowed  himself  out  of  my 
presence.  I  may  support  his  assertion  by  stating  that  it 
still  exhibits  a  wonderful  humidity  and  stickiness,  sufficient 
to  retain  incautious  visitors  in  the  position  they  often  assume 
in  leaning  against  it,  and  that  I  keep  a  small  sponge  and 
turpentine  constantly  on  hand  against  accidents.  In  the 
mean  time  there  is  a  mild  suggestion  of  its  presence  in  the 
odor  that  fills  the  house  —  an  odor  that  is  not  unhealthy, 
as  my  polite  painter  assures  me  he  has  worked  in  it  for 
fifteen  years  and  never  found  it  even  disagreeable. 

The  usual  effect  of  partial  renovation  gradually  developed 
itself  in  my  new  house.  Each  improvement  threw  into 
new  and  unexpected  relief  some  defect  which  otherwise 
might  have  passed  unnoticed.  Thus,  new  paper  rendered 
fresh  paint  an  imperative  necessity.  Presently  I  discovered 
that  the  doors  wanted  fixing  and  the  windows  new  weights, 
and  that  a  carpenter  was  required.  As  a  friend  had  recom- 
mended to  me  a  workman  whom  he  described  as  a  "good 
fellow  and  the  very  man  I  wanted,"  I  engaged  him  at  once. 

He  certainly  was  a  good  fellow.  Our  terms  of  agreement 
were  that  he  should  superintend  the  work,  and  I  should 
render  him  such  assistance  as  lay  in  my  power.  Having 
entered  heartily  into  all  my  plans  and  the  difficulties  of  my 
situation,  he  began  his  arduous  duties  by  an  animated  and 
desultory  conversation  in  which  he  delivered  an  account  of  his 
past  life  and  history.  Digressing  easily  and  gracefully  into 
the  present  topics,  he  gave  me  his  opinion  of  the  war  and 
described  the  situation  before  Richmond  by  a  diagram  drawn 
on  a  board  with  a  piece  of  chalk.  Before  we  had  definitely 
settled  the  success  of  Grant,  it  was  high  noon,  and  declin- 
ing his  invitation  to  drink  with  him,  I  took  the  opportunity, 
while  he  was  absent  at  lunch,  to  drive  a  few  nails  and  plane 
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off  the  top  of  a  door.  When  he  returned  we  continued  our 
conversation  by  the  aid  of  more  diagrams,  until  nightfall 
when  we  had  put  up  two  shelves,  driven  half  a  dozen  nails, 
and  used  up  all  our  chalk.  The  assistance  I  rendered  him 
was  not  clearly  definite.  I  think  it  amounted  to  handing 
him  nails  when  required,  and  bringing  him  tools  out  of  his 
chest.  But  he  was  a  very  good  fellow.  When  we  parted 
at  night  he  assured  me  that  he  liked  to  work  for  a  gentle- 
man that  was  quiet  and  sociable-like,  and  promised  to  bring 
me  a  newspaper  containing  some  lines  written  on  the  death 
of  his  cousin's  child  by  scarlet  fever.  He  charged  me,  I 
think,  five  dollars,  but  he  was  a  clever  fellow,  and  we  got 
along  together  very  well ;  and  I  am  now  seriously  consider- 
ing whether  I  shall  not  employ  him  in  fitting  up  my  next 
new  house. 


ON  A  PEETTY  GIEL  AT  THE  OPERA1 

Being  at  the  Opera  the  other  night,  I  chanced  to  be 
seated  near  an  exceedingly  pretty  girl.  For  various  reasons, 
I  shall  not  attempt  to  describe  her  here.  I  might  as  well 
try  to  convey  the  effect  of  that  particular  passage  of  Doni- 
zetti which  seemed  an  accompaniment  of  her  loveliness,  by 
introducing  the  musical  score  at  this  point,  as  to  describe 
the  bright  beauty  of  her  face  in  those  formal  epithets  and 
somewhat  serious  and  decorous  sentences  which  my  thoughts 
are  apt  to  assume  in  the  process  of  composition.  Had  I 
the  glowing  pen  of  a  Cobb,  a  Braddon,  or  a  Southworth,  or 
could  I  borrow  for  a  moment  the  graceful  style  of  that 
ingenious  young  person  who  writes  the  love-stories  for 
"  Harper's  Magazine,"  I  think  I  could  fire  each  masculine 
bosom  with  an  inventory  of  her  charms.  I  say  masculine, 
as  women  do  not  always  sympathize  with  our  delineation 
of  their  sex's  loveliness,  and  are  apt,  when  we  allude  to 
flowing  ringlets  or  a  beautiful  complexion,  to  question  the 
genuineness  of  the  one  and  the  ownership  of  the  other.  I 
leave  the  task  to  more  competent  hands.  Even  as  Falstaff 
spoiled  his  voice  by  the  too  early  "  singing  of  anthems,"  so 
perhaps  I  have  been  unduly  impressed  in  my  youth  by  those 
short-hand  axioms  which  were  the  text  of  my  copy-book, 
and  caught  not  only  the  outline  and  letter,  but  much  of  the 
formal  seriousness  of  the  original.  Perhaps  the  young  beauty 
detected  traces  of  this  quality  of  mind  in  my  lugubrious 
visage  and  the  sad  civility  of  my  demeanor,  for  she  allowed 
her  lorgnette  to  rest  upon  me  with  a  frank  and  fearless  sim- 
plicity which  a  few  years  ago  I  might  have  foolishly  misin- 
i  Californian,  November  5,  1864. 
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terpreted.  Ah  me  !  I  knew  only  too  well  why  she  did  so,  now, 
and  why  she  slyly  glanced  but  once  at  the  brisk  young  fellows 
who  lined  the  walls,  and  pensively  sucked  the  handles  of 
their  canes.  She  saw  that  I  was  harmless.  Her  quick 
feminine  instincts  told  her  that  I  had  already  fallen  in  the 
toils  of  her  strategic  sex  —  perhaps  something  about  my 
hair  betokened  the  frequent  presence  of  infant  fingers,  and 
even  the  careless  movement  of  my  right  foot  thrown  over 
my  left  leg  betrayed  the  habit  of  figurative  journeys  to  Ban- 
bury Cross  in  quest  of  that  apochryphal  old  horse-woman. 
O  my  brother  Benedicks,  we  may  assume  the  youthfulness 
and  habiliments  of  twenty-one,  we  may  jest  and  wear  our 
chains  with  a  wild  and  hysterical  freedom  ;  somewhere  about 
us  we  carry  the  private  mark  of  the  one  woman  who  con- 
trols our  destinies  —  a  mark  invisible  to  ourselves,  but  one 
by  which  the  rest  of  her  sex  know  and  weigh  us.  We  de- 
tect it  not  in  others  —  the  knowledge  is  peculiar  to  them  — 
a  terrible  freemasonry  which  obtains  among  these  guileless 
creatures  to  an  extent  which  I  sometimes  shudder  to  think 
of.  And  yet  —  and  it  is  another  reason  why  my  fair  young 
friend  dropped  that  mask  of  coquetry  which  is  woman's 
natural  weapon  of  defense  —  she  knew  that  by  virtue  of  my 
very  condition  I  held  her  at  a  disadvantage.  I  knew  how 
much  artifice  went  to  make  up  the  ensemble  of  that  charm- 
ing figure.  I  knew  the  disenchanting  processes  which  ended 
in  such  an  enchanting  result.  I  had  peeped  into  the 
veiled  mysteries  which  surround  the  feminine  toilette,  and 
knew  — 

But  the  music  changed,  and  my  thoughts,  changing  with 
it  as  the  curtain  rose,  spared  me  the  unmanly  disclosure. 
How  pretty  she  looked  as  she  leaned  slightly  forward,  her 
white  cloak  dropping  from  her  bare  little  shoulder  as  the 
mists  might  have  slipped  down  Mount  Ida  and  disclosed  the 
sacred  summits  to  the  dazzled  shepherd.  Then  it  was  that 
Capricornicus,  father  of  half  a  dozen  grown-up  daughters, 
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leaned  forward,  too,  and  applied  his  opera-glass  to  eyes 
whose  wickedness  even  that  fashionable  media  could  not 
make  respectable.  Then  it  was  that,  seeking  to  escape  his 
scrutiny,  she  raised  her  glass  to  the  opposite  wall  where 
seventeen  young  gentlemen,  splendidly  attired,  and  having 
a  general  atmosphere  of  kid  gloves  about  them,  were  de- 
cently ranged.  Poor  girl!  Instantly  seventeen  opera- 
glasses  were  leveled,  and  seventeen  hands  went  up  to  an 
equal  number  of  neckties  to  arrange  them  as  she  gazed. 
There  was  one  exception.  One  young  man  modestly  dropped 
his  eyes  and  affected  deep  concern,  just  then,  with  the  busi- 
ness of  the  stage,  while  a  deep  flush  mounted  his  cheeks. 
He  was  evidently  thinking  of  the  girl,  while  the  others 
were  thinking  of  themselves.  However,  she  did  not  seem 
to  notice  it,  and  the  sincerer  compliment,  as  usual,  passed 
unheeded.  Her  mission  that  evening  was  to  be  observed 
—  not  to  observe.  The  object  of  her  existence  was  fulfilled 
in  looking  pretty. 

Perhaps  there  is  no  gift  of  nature  that  requires  as  little 
exertion  on  the  part  of  the  owner  as  personal  beauty.  I 
am  not  certain  but  that  it  is  this  very  absence  of  effort  which 
excites  our  admiration ;  for  it  is  one  of  the  cruel  paradoxes 
of  life  that  the  very  attempt  to  please  often  militates  against 
the  desired  result.  A  few  yards  from  my  fair  friend  sat  a 
plainer  young  girl,  who  by  amiability  of  manner  was  evi- 
dently seeking  to  impress  the  gentleman  at  her  side  ;  on  the 
next  bench  an  intelligent-looking  little  brunette  was  as 
evidently  exerting  her  talents  of  conversation  to  the  same 
end.  Yet  there  sat  my  pretty  girl,  unconsciously  absorbing 
even  the  wandering  attention  of  those  gallants ;  there  she 
was,  enchanting,  bewitching  —  what  you  will  —  with  no 
exertion  on  her  part,  nay,  without  even  tickling  the  mascu- 
line vanity  by  giving  them  the  least  reason  to  suppose  that 
^ny  scintillation  of  her  dark  eyes  was  induced  by  them. 
Still  more  :  there  was  an  artful  suggestion  of  the  very  quali- 
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ties  which  belonged  to  her  neighbors  in  her  beauty.  There 
was  amiability  nestling  in  the  curves  of  her  dimpled  cheeks, 
brightness  and  intelligence  in  the  quick  turn  of  her  eye, 
love  in  its  liquid  depths,  piety  in  its  upward  glance,  mod- 
esty in  the  downward  sweep  of  its  maiden  fringes.  Yet  if 
her  performance  of  these  virtues  kept  well  in  the  rear  of  her 
promises,  who  was  to  blame  ?  A  burst  from  the  orchestra 
obviated  any  answer  to  that  last  question,  and  I  turned  to- 
ward the  stage. 

I  have  forgotten  the  exact  plot  of  the  opera ;  suffice  that 
it  was  the  old  duet  of  Love  and  Youth ;  the  pleasing  fic- 
tion, which  we  always  accept,  that  genuine  passion  finds  its 
best  interpreter  in  the  tenor  and  soprano  voices ;  that  all 
vice  is  of  a  baritone  quality ;  that  disappointed  love  or  jeal- 
ousy seeks  an  exponent  in  the  contralto  :  and  that,  whatever 
may  be  our  trials,  we  have  a  number  of  sympathizing  friends 
always  handy  in  the  chorus.  As  the  handsome  tenor,  glit- 
tering with  gold-lace,  velvet,  and  spangles,  gallantly  leads 
the  black-eyed  soprano,  equally  resplendent  and  unreal,  in 
satin  and  jewels,  down  to  the  footlights,  and  pours  forth  his 
simulated  passion  in  most  unnatural  yet  romantic  song,  I 
cannot  help  a  slight  stirring  at  my  breast  and  turn  toward 
my  beauty,  as  if  she  were  in  some  way  a  part  of  the  perform- 
ance. I  can't  help  thinking  how  pleasant  it  would  be  were 
I  a  few  years  younger,  and  she  would  permit  me  to  ramble 
with  her,  hand  in  hand,  under  the  canvas  trees  beside  the 
pasteboard  rocks  ;  to  sit  at  her  feet  as  she  reclined  on  the 
bank  at  the  E.  U.  E.,  and  so  tell  her  of  my  passion  in  B 
natural.  I  would  promise,  and  we  should  mutually  agree, 
that  our  engagement  should  not  go  beyond  the  clasping  of 
hands,  amidst  the  voices  of  a  joyful  chorus,  as  the  curtain 
descends  before  the  winking  footlights.  I  have  my  doubts 
about  the  romance  extending  further.  In  the  absence  of 
any  opera  which  goes  beyond  the  simple  act  of  espousal,  I 
should  hesitate.     I  have   sometimes  been  tormented  with 
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vague  surmises  as  to  what  became  of  the  heroines  I  have  so 
often  seen  happily  disposed  of  at  the  fall  of  the  curtain.  I 
fear  that  within  a  month  after  the  marriage  of  the  Daughter 
of  the  Regiment,  Toneo  addressed  his  wife  somewhat  after 
this  fashion :  "  Now,  my  dear,  considering  your  aunt's  pre- 
judices and  the  circles  in  which  we  move,  you  really  must 
try  to  get  over  that  infernal  barrack-room  slang  "  ;  or,  sar- 
castically, "  Oh !  I  suppose  that  was  when  you  were  in  the 
army " ;  or,  vindictively,  when  Sulpice  came  to  see  her, 

"D me,  madam,  if  a  regiment  of  fathers-in-law  ain't 

drawing  it  a  little  too  heavy."  I  have  no  doubt  that  Amina 
often  had  that  circumstance  of  being  found  in  the  Count's 
bedroom  thrown  in  her  face  by  her  credulous  spouse ;  and 
if  Miss  Linda  of  Chamounix  succeeded  in  explaining  the 
circumstances  of  that  little  Parisian  episode  in  her  life,  sat- 
isfactorily to  her  husband,  it 's  more  than  she  has  done  to 
me. 

I  would  not  have  the  thoughtless  reader  suppose  that  this 
terrible  picture  of  matrimonial  experience  is  at  all  biased. 
Can  any  one  doubt  from  Madelaine's  character  that  she  did 
not  lead  the  poor  Postillion  of  Lonjumeau  a  devil  of  a  life 
after  she  finally  captured  him  ?  or  that  she  did  not  occasion- 
ally make  him  feel  who  had  the  money,  and  talk  hypocriti- 
cally of  her  dear  deceased  aunt  in  the  Isle  of  France,  when 
he  had  a  fellow-actor  down  to  dinner  ?  I  fear,  too,  that 
there  is  no  musical  accompaniment  which  can  lend  an  air 
of  romance  to  the  bringing-up  of  a  small  family,  and  that 
Mozart  himself  could  n't  invest  whooping-cough  with  har- 
mony, or  express  croup,  even  with  the  air  of  a  bassoon,  in 
a  manner  that  would  be  entertaining.  And  the  more  that 
I  look  at  my  young  beauty  as  she  laughs  and  chats  away 
at  her  companion,  I  fear  that  T  should  not  choose  her  for . 
any  of  the  emergencies  I  have  just  suggested,  were  I  one  of 
those  who  are  standing  against  the  wall,  pensively  sucking 
their  canes.     Why  I  should  not  is  a  question  that  as  I  am 
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about  to  answer  the  curtain  falls,  and  with  the  sudden  ex- 
tinguishing of  the  bright  but  unreal  world  beyond,  as  if  she 
were  a  part  of  it,  rises  my  beauty,  draws  her  cloak  about  her 
polished  shoulders,  and  mixing  with  the  crowd  passes  away 
from  these  pages  forever. 


OUK  LAST   OFFERING1 

ON   THE   ASSASSINATION    OF    ABRAHAM   LINCOLN 

If  I  had  not  heard  the  terrible  news,  and  were  inclined 
to  write  upon  some  other  topic,  I  fancy  that  I  should  be 
dimly  conscious  of  a  something  in  the  air  —  a  moral  miasma 
tainting  the  free  atmosphere  and  benumbing  the  play  of 
brain  and  fingers.  As  it  is,  there  is  an  indefinable  magnet- 
ism in  the  grief  of  twenty  millions  of  people  ;  a  strange  and 
new  sense  of  insecurity  in  those  things  which  we  have  hith- 
erto looked  upon  as  most  secure,  which  disturbs  that  mental 
equipoise  most  conducive  to  composition.  My  pen,  accus- 
tomed to  deal  glibly  enough  with  fiction  and  abstract  char- 
acter, moves  feebly,  and  finally  stops  still  before  the  terrible 
reality  of  this  crime  which  has  put  a  Nation  in  mourning, 
and  leaves  my  poor  tribute  an  uninterpreted  symbol  upon 
the  altar-tomb  of  a  man  whose  honesty,  integrity,  and  sim- 
ple faith  I  most  reverenced  and  respected.  It  is  the  cruel 
fate  of  the  imaginative  scribbler,  that  finding  a  tongue  for 
fanciful  griefs,  or  the  remoter  afflictions  of  others,  he  is  too 
often  denied  expression  to  those  real  sorrows  which  touch 
him  more  closely. 

Abler  pens  than  mine  have  demonstrated  how  the  rhetoric 
of  chivalry,  which  expressed  itself  in  the  attack  on  Charles 
Sumner,  found  a  fitting  climax  in  the  assassination  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln,  but  as  yet  I  have  not  seen  recorded  that  which 
seems  to  me  to  be  a  better  illustration  of  their  peculiar 
logic.  Four  years  ago  the  Slave  Power  accepted  the  usual 
arbitrament  of  the  ballot-box  with  seeming  faith  and  sin- 
i  Californian,  April  22,  1865. 
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cerity.  Their  principles  were  fairly  defeated,  and  they 
made  war  on  the  Nation.  Four  years  later  and  the  rem- 
nants of  the  same  power  in  the  North  again  submitted  their 
principle  to  a  like  arbitrament.  They  were  again  defeated 
—  and  they  assassinated  the  President ! 

No  other  public  man  seems  to  me  to  have  impressed  his 
originality  so  strongly  upon  the  people  as  did  Abraham  Lin- 
coln. His  person  and  peculiar  characteristics  were  the 
familiar  and  common  property  of  the  Nation.  In  his  char- 
acter and  physique  the  broad  elements  of  a  Western  civil- 
ization and  topography  seem  to  have  been  roughly  thrown 
together.  The  continuity  of  endless  rivers  and  boundless 
prairies  appeared  to  be  oddly  typified  in  his  tall  form  and 
large  and  loosely-jointed  limbs,  and  that  uncouth  kindliness 
of  exterior  which  in  nature  and  man  sometimes  atones  for 
the  lack  of  cultivation.  His  eloquence  and  humor  partook 
of  the  like  local  and  material  influences,  mixed  with  that 
familiar  knowledge  of  men  and  character  which  the  easy 
intercourse  of  the  pioneer  had  fostered,  and  the  whole  sea- 
soned with  those  anecdotes  which,  like  the  legendary  ballads 
of  early  European  civilization,  constituted  the  sole  literature 
of  the  Western  settlements.  Let  me  go  further  and  say 
that,  in  my  humble  opinion,  he  was,  as  a  representative 
Western  man,  the  representative  American.  That  correct 
and  sometimes  narrow  New  England  civilization  and  its 
corresponding  crisp  and  dapper  style  of  thought,  which  for 
years  represented  the  North  in  the  councils  of  the  Nation, 
has  always  seemed  to  me  to  be  at  best  an  English  graft, 
which,  if  it  has  not  dwarfed  the  growth  or  spoiled  the  vitality 
of  the  original  stock,  has  at  least  retarded  the  formation  of 
national  character.  Nor  do  I  say  this  with  any  the  less 
reverence  for  that  Puritan  element,  and  its  deep  reliance  on 
the  familiar  presence  of  God,  which  I  believe  has  to-day 
saved  this  Nation.  Yet  there  has  always  seemed  to  me  to 
be  a  certain  grim,  poetic  justice  and  symbolic  meaning  in 
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the  providential  selection  of  this  simple-minded,  uncouth, 
and  honest  man,  in  preference,  perhaps,  to  one  of  our  more 
elevated  and  elegant  philosophers  and  thinkers,  as  the  in- 
strument to  humble  white-handed  and  elegantly  dressed 
arrogance ; —  this  cheap  chivalry  of  the  circus-rider  which 
has  imposed  on  so  many  good  people  —  the  sophistries  of 
truth  and  position,  and  the  last  expiring  remnants  of  feudal- 
ism and  barbarism.  I  know  of  no  more  touching  illustra- 
tion of  the  instinctive  appreciation  of  this  fact  in  the  Nation 
than  that  spectacle  which  the  advertising  columns  of  the 
newspapers  offer  in  the  many  resolutions  of  condolence  and 
sympathy  from  all  organizations  of  trades  and  workingmen, 
and  the  sorrowing  faces  of  the  mechanics  who  walked  in 
last  Wednesday's  procession. 

Even  as  the  martyrdom  of  this  great  and  good  man 
brought  him  down  to  the  level  of  the  humblest  soldier  who 
died  upon  the  battle-field  for  his  country,  so  the  common 
sympathy  of  our  loss  has  drawn  us  all  closer  together. 
Nor  has  the  great  law  of  compensation  failed  us  now ;  already 
we  can  fancy  our  national  atmosphere  is  cleared  by  a  peo- 
ple's tears,  and  the  soil  beneath  quickened  to  a  more 
spontaneous  yielding.  Leaving  out  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances of  our  great  sorrow,  it  has  seemed  to  me  that  any 
event  which  could  bring  thirty  millions  of  people  in  solemn 
and  closer  relations  to  their  God  is  not  altogether  profitless. 
Perhaps  it  was  necessary  that  we  of  the  North,  engaged  in 
peaceful  avocations,  who  had  never  really  appreciated  the 
magnitude  of  our  soldiers'  sacrifice,  should  be  thus  brought 
to  a  nearer  contemplation  of  violent  death ;  that  we  who 
read  of  the  slaughter  of  twenty  and  thirty  thousand  men 
with  scarcely  a  tremor  of  the  voice  or  quickened  pulse, 
should  be  stricken  into  speechless  tears  and  sorrow  by  the 
death  of  a  single  man.  Knowing  this,  I  believe  that  our 
Nation  stands  to-day  nobler  and  purer  in  faith  and  principle 
ihan  ever  before  since  the  April  sunshine  glanced  brightly 
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on  the  bloody  dews  and  green  sward  of  Lexington,  and  be- 
lieving thus,  can  echo  the  poet's  tribute  to  one  who  passed 
away  but  a  short  year  before,  and  perhaps  stood  first  to 
welcome  the  martyred  hero  :  — 

"Mingle,  O  bells,  along  the  western  slope, 
With  your  deep  toll  a  sound  of  faith  and  hope! 
Droop  cheerily,  0  banners,  halfway  down, 
From  thousand-masted  bay  and  steepled  town; 
Let  the  deep  organ,  with  its  loftiest  swell, 
Lift  the  proud  sorrow  of  the  land  and  tell 
That  the  brave  sower  saw  his  ripened  grain." 


EAELY  CALIFORNIAN   SUPERSTITIONS1 

No  one,  in  looking  over  the  ancient  chronicles  of  Cali- 
fornia, can  fail  being  struck  hy  the  important  part  which 
the  Devil  played  in  the  earlier  settlement  of  the  country. 
Without  wishing  to  detract  from  his  performances  during 
the  American  occupation,  it  must  be  admitted  that  he  passed 
out  of  history  as  an  individual,  and  merged  into  an  abstract 
principle.  In  the  good  old  days  of  Juni'pero,  however,  he 
was  distinguished  by  an  active  personality  and  a  consistent 
malevolence.  He  did  not  compromise  with  sanctity  as  in 
these  degenerate  days.  He  plagued  the  good  fathers  sorely, 
and  kept  them  in  hot,  or  rather  holy,  water,  all  the  time. 
His  open  hostility  was  a  matter  of  common  report.  It  is 
true  that  skeptics  assert  that  the  ascetic  habits,  privations, 
and  lonely  vigils  of  these  monkish  missionaries  prepared 
them  for  singular  visions  and  trancelike  experiences ;  that 
the  bleak  plains  and  dense  forests,  habited  only  by  raven- 
ous beasts,  might  have  easily  been  transformed  into  a  lurk- 
ing-place for  the  Enemy  of  Souls,  and  that  the  misfortunes 
and  trials,  common  to  the  pioneer,  might  have  seemed  in 
this  instance  of  special  and  personal  origin. 

The  metamorphoses  of  the  Fiend  were  varied  and  start- 
ling. He  had  made  his  appearances  as  a  bear  on  the  rocky 
fastnesses  of  Mount  Diablo.  He  had  assumed  the  figure 
of  a  dissolute  whaler  seated  upon  a  sand  hill  near  the  Mission 
Dolores,  who  harpooned  belated  travelers.  He  had  held 
high  revel  at  Point  Diablo  with  a  phantom  boat's  crew  of 
Sir  Francis  Drake.  Although  most  of  these  transforma- 
1  Californian,  December  2,  1865. 
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tions  were  done  with  an  eye  to  business,  he  occasionally 
unbent  himself  in  pure  exuberance  of  mischief. 

It  is  related  that  one  evening,  Juanita,  an  old  woman 
who  dwelt  beyond  the  present  city  limits,  while  looking 
after  her  poultry,  heard  the  faint  chirping  of  little  chickens 
in  the  brush  beyond  the  house.  Following  the  sound,  she 
presently  saw  on  the  road  before  her  a  young  brood,  appar- 
ently just  hatched.  The  old  woman  called  to  them,  but 
they  fled  from  her  and  the  grain  she  cast  before  them.  She 
followed.  In  the  eagerness  of  the  chase,  she  quite  forgot 
the  lateness  of  the  hour  and  the  distance  she  was  straying, 
and  at  last  came  upon  a  black  misshapen  figure  sitting  in 
the  road,  under  whose  batlike  wings  the  brood  quickly 
nestled.  The  figure  called  to  her,  and  offered  her  one  of 
a  number  of  eggs  on  which  it  was  sitting.  Juanita,  who 
was  not  lacking  in  courage  or  enthusiasm  as  a  poultry 
fancier,  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and  accepted  the  present, 
upon  which  the  figure  vanished.  The  story  goes  on  to 
say  that  Juanita  placed  the  egg  under  a  setting  hen,  who 
in  due  time  hatched  out  a  fine  young  Shanghai.  As  the 
newcomer  waxed  in  size  and  strength,  he  developed  extra- 
ordinary fighting  qualities.  In  less  than  a  week  he  killed 
off  the  old  Senora's  poultry,  and  challenged  every  cock  in 
the  neighborhood.  Extending  his  depredations  to  the 
neighboring  hen-yards,  he  was  finally  killed  and  eaten  by 
Incarnacion  Briones,  a  luckless  Indian.  The  most  singular 
part  of  the  story  is  yet  to  come.  It  is  gravely  stated 
that  a  few  days  after  eating  the  mysterious  game-cock,  In- 
carnacion startled  the  worshipers  at  the  Mission  Church  by 
flapping  his  arms  and  crowing  like  a  cock  during  high  mass, 
and  that,  although  naturally  of  a  timid  and  inoffensive  dis- 
position, he  began  to  exhibit  belligerent  symptoms,  and 
after  beating  furiously  one  half  the  population,  was  finally 
dispatched  by  one  Dominguez  Robles,  a  valiant  soldier  at 
the  Presidio. 
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Equally  gratuitous  but  less  pleasant  in  result  was  the  ex- 
ploit of  the  Evil  One  at  the  Mission  of  San .  The  cir- 
cumstance of  the  event  being  still  fresh  in  the  memories  of 
many  native  Californians,  for  certain  reasons  proper  names 
are  omitted  from  this  veracious  chronicle.  One  moonlit 
evening  as  a  few  youthful  Senoritas  were  lounging  upon  that 
open  colonnade  or  gallery  which  is  a  familiar  appurtenance 
of  all  Spanish  adobe  houses,  they  were  startled  by  the  tramp- 
ing of  horses'  hoofs.  The  elder  members  of  the  family  were 
visiting  the  home  of  a  distant  neighbor ;  it  was  too  early  for 
their  return,  the  road  was  seldom  traveled,  and  the  unusual 
sound  naturally  excited  fear  and  suspicion.  As  they  looked 
across  the  road  toward  the  old  Mission  Chapel,  whose  white- 
washed gable  the  moonlight  brought  out  with  vivid  distinct- 
ness, they  saw  to  their  infinite  horror  a  tall  figure,  mounted 
on  a  white  horse,  issue  from  the  heavily  barred  door  and 
gallop  furiously  down  the  road.  A  moment,  and  the  horse 
and  rider  clothed  in  a  mysterious  light,  were  visible ;  the 
rushing  wind  which  attended  his  furious  progress  fanned  their 
blanched  cheeks  as  he  passed,  but  in  the  next  instant  he  had 
disappeared.  One  of  the  party  avers  that  she  distinctly 
saw  him  melt  away  as  he  crossed  a  little  brook  over  which 
a  few  planks  were  laid,  and  that  he  never  reached  the  other 
side,  but  when  or  how  he  disappeared  has  never  been  dis- 
tinctly settled.  The  popular  belief  that  evil  spirits  cannot 
pass  over  a  stream  of  running  water  might  seem  to  obtain 
in  this  instance,  but  as  the  spirit  is  alleged  to  have  been 
that  of  a  former  ranchero  who  was  a  hard  drinker,  it  has 
been  argued  with  some  show  of  reason  that  the  only  stream 
he  could  not  pass  would  have  been  one  of  whiskey,  and  that 
the  theory  is  untenable. 

It  is  said  that  in  opposition  to  the  extension  of  the  do- 
main of  the  Holy  Church,  the  Devil  figured  in  some  of  the 
earlier  land  grants,  but  as  it  is  doubtful  to  what  extent  su- 
perstition has  become  blended  with  contemporary  history, 
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I  am  compelled  to  pass  over  certain  wild  legends  connected 
■with  the  prices  paid  by  some  landowners  for  their  property, 
and  the  peculiar  construction  of  their  title-deeds,  to  come 
to  a  story  which,  although  of  comparatively  recent  origin, 
seems  to  possess  all  the  features  of  the  early  California 
legend.     The  names  are,  of  course,  fictitious. 

For  some  time  after  the  American  occupation,  the  lower 
country  was  infested  with  strolling  desperadoes,  who  had 
hung  on  the  skirts  of  the  war,  sustaining  themselves  by  in- 
discriminate pillage,  and  who,  in  the  chaotic  state  of  society 
which  followed  peace,  availed  themselves  of  the  fears  and 
weaknesses  of  the  country  people.  The  sparsely  settled 
districts,  where  the  ranches  were  leagues  apart,  the  lonely 
roads  over  which  the  expressman  passed  but  once  a  week, 
afforded  these  ruffians  ample  opportunity  for  lawless  out- 
rage. 

The  rancho  of  Pedro  Feliz  was  situated  in  one  of  those 
lonely  localities;  it  was  a  low,  one-story  adobe,  with  pro- 
jecting eaves  and  galleries.  Its  occupants  at  the  time  of  this 
story  consisted  of  the  family,  seven  in  number,  and  Pachita 
Gomez,  a  young  Senorita,  who  was  a  visitor.  Pachita  was 
a  good  girl  and  a  devout  Catholic.  She  went  to  mass  regu- 
larly, to  matins  and  prime,  and  never  forgot  her  saint's  day. 
Perhaps  it  was  owing  to  her  conscientious  fulfillment  of  her 
religious  duties  that  her  patron  saint  watched  over  her  with 
such  care  — -  but  I  anticipate  my  story.  One  night  Pachita 
retired  early  to  her  bedroom ;  lighting  a  consecrated  taper  be- 
fore a  little  crucifix,  she  opened  her  missal  and  began  her  even- 
ing prayer.  She  had  scarcely  reached  the  middle  of  her  first 
supplicatory  sentence  before  she  felt  a  breath  of  warm  air 
upon  her  cheek,  and  her  candle  went  out.  She  lighted  it 
again  and  recommenced  her  prayer,  when  the  same  warm 
current  swept  by  her  cheek  and  —  puff  —  the  candle  was 
blown  out  a  second  time.  Pachita  rose,  a  little  pettishly, 
from  her  knees,  carefully  examined  the  door  and  the  win- 
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dow,  which  was  covered  with  a  strip  of  cotton  cloth  that 
served  as  curtains  by  night,  and,  moving  her  candle  and 
crucifix  to  another  part  of  the  apartment,  once  more  began 
her  devotions.  The  candle  was  blown  out  a  third  time ! 
Pachita  now  became  alarmed,  but,  with  an  inward  prayer  to 
her  patron  saint,  she  took  a  vase  of  holy  water,  and  after 
sprinkling  and  purifying  the  apartment  relit  her  votive  taper 
and  again  addressed  herself  to  her  orisons.  Alas  for  the 
efficacy  of  the  blessed  fluid  !  a  rush  of  warm  air  by  her  cheek, 
and  —  puff !  —  the  candle  was,  for  the  fourth  time,  extin- 
guished. There  is  a  limit,  however,  to  human  confidence, 
even  in  holy  water  and  prayer.  Pachita  dropped  her  smok- 
ing taper,  and  hastily  wrapping  a  shawl  around  her  head, 
rushed  from  the  house.  She  did  not  stop  to  take  leave  of 
its  inmates.  Perhaps  she  felt  that  a  tenement  in  which  the 
Devil  was  so  much  at  home  was  no  place  for  a  virtuous 
young  woman.  The  night  was  dark  and  windy,  but  still 
Pachita  fled  onward.  Buoyed  up  by  faith,  which  seemed 
to  return  to  her  proportionately  as  she  increased  her  distance 
from  the  house,  she  actually  reached,  otherwise  unassisted, 
her  own  house,  at  least  ten  miles  away.  Pachita  did  not 
disclose  her  diabolical  experience,  but  assigned  as  a  reason 
for  her  sudden  departure  the  presence  of  two  rough-looking 
and  mysterious  strangers,  who  had  claimed  her  friend's  hos- 
pitality for  the  night.  A  few  days  passed,  and  the  return- 
ing courier  from  San  Luis  Obispo  brought  fearful  news.  A 
traveler,  passing  by  on  the  morning  after  Pachita's  midnight 
flight,  found  the  door  of  the  house  open,  and  entering,  dis- 
covered the  lifeless  bodies  of  the  murdered  family.  The 
house  had  been  pillaged  and  stripped,  and  the  mysterious 
strangers  had  fled. 

What  connection  there  was  between  the  evil  spirit  who 
blew  out  Pachita's  taper  and  the  material  villains  who 
achieved  the  massacre,  cannot  be  distinctly  ascertained. 
There  are  skeptics  who,  in  the  face  of  these  notorious  facts, 
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sneer  at  the  experience  of  the  young  girl  as  illusive  ani 
fabulous.      But  as  these  heretical  losels  go  even  so  far  as  tc 
disbelieve  in  the  existence  of  the  Devil  altogether,  their  opin- 
ions can  weigh  but  little  in  comparison  to  the  convictions  of 
consistent  Catholics. 


POPULAR  BIOGRAPHIES1 

SELF-MADE    MEN    OF    OUE   DAT 
NO.    1.       SYLVESTER    JAYHAWK 

The  birth  and  parentage  of  the  subject  of  our  sketch  is 
involved  in  some  obscurity.  If  we  may  ask  for  Homer 
some  credit,  from  the  fact  that  five  cities  claimed  the  honor 
of  his  birthplace,  a  decent  respect  is  due  to  our  hero,  whose 
parentage  is  alleged  to  have  been  divided  among  as  many 
individuals.  The  name  of  "  Jayhawk  "  cannot  be  traced 
beyond  the  present  possessor,  but,  as  the  peculiar  and  ardu- 
ous nature  of  his  putative  father's  pursuit  often  rendered  an 
alias  necessary,  this  fact  should  not  militate  against  the 
antiquity  of  the  family.  It  is  believed  that,  in  conformity 
with  an  aboriginal  custom,  the  title  of  "Jayhawk"  might 
have  been  bestowed  on  our  hero  in  recognition  of  certain 
accipitrine  qualities  which  he  possessed  in  common  with 
that  energetic  but  ingenious  fowl. 

Of  his  early  boyhood  we  know  but  little.  That  it  was 
entirely  devoid  of  interest,  or  of  a  prophetic  nature,  we  have 
every  reason  to  believe.  "I  disremember,"  said  Mr.  Jay- 
hawk, in  conversation  with  a  high  county  official  a  few  days 
previous  to  his  decease,  —  "I  disremember  much  before  I 
shot  a  nigger.  It  was  in  Missouri,  when  I  was  about  four- 
teen. I  had  no  call  to  kill  him  in  partikler,"  he  repeated, 
thoughtfully  ;  "  he  was  worth  more  'n  three  hundred  dollars, 
and  the  old  man  kinder  fancied  him."  The  tender  and  regret- 
ful manner  in  which  Mr.  Jayhawk  was  accustomed  to  allude 
l  California*,,  May  12,  1866. 
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to  this  act  of  boyish  folly  furnishes  us  a  convincing  proof 
of  that  cautious  judgment  and  economical  application  of 
power  which  distinguished  him  in  after  years.  He  had 
"no  call"  to  kill  this  helpless  African;  his  older  and  more 
critical  judgment,  looking  back  upon  an  active  and  not 
altogether  useless  life,  saw  much  to  regret  in  this  gratui- 
tous and  reckless  waste  of  destructive  energy.  How  many 
of  us  have  been  guilty  of  committing  some  indiscretion  for 
which  we  had  "no  call";  how  few  of  us  have  had  the  sin- 
cerity to  regret  it  as  frankly  and  openly  as  the  truthful 
Jayhawk. 

We  follow  young  Sylvester  from  his  paternal  home  to  the 
State  of  Kansas.  With  no  other  property  than  a  knife  and 
pistol,  he  early  faced  the  cold  world  and  began  his  career. 
Even  the  horse  he  rode  was  not  his  own,  but  borrowed  per- 
manently from  a  neighbor.  An  incident  of  his  departure, 
which  he  was  fond  of  relating,  beautifully  illustrates  the 
depths  of  maternal  affection,  and  the  prophetic  promptings 
of  a  mother's  heart.  "As  I  rode  away,  the  old  woman  heaved 
arter  me  what  I  reckoned  was  a  rock.  I  picked  it  up  and 
found  it  was  a  paper  parsil.  That  'ere  parsil  I  have  kept 
to  this  day."  On  being  interrogated  as  to  its  contents, 
Mr.  Jayhawk,  with  that  quaint  humor  which  was  peculiar 
to  him,  would  reply,  "  It  war  n't  a  Bible.  It  was  an  old 
deck  of  the  old  man's — the  identical  deck  of  keerds  with 
which  he  won  Sam  Handy's  colt  and  niggers."  Some  com- 
mentators have  looked  upon  this  act  of  the  maternal  Jay- 
hawk as  ill-advised  and  perhaps  indiscreet.  But  who  shall 
fathom  the  mysterious  logic  of  a  mother's  heart?  Perhaps 
some  instinctive  premonition  of  his  future  occupation  —  per- 
haps the  mere  desire  to  gratify  a  beloved  son  —  determined 
this  gift.  It  is  certain  that  Sylvester  never  forgot  it,  and 
when,  returning  a  few  years  later  in  his  professional  capa- 
city, he  burned  up  the  family  homestead  and  both  of  his 
parents,  he  seems  to  have  experienced  some  regret  on  gazing 
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at  the  remains  of  Mrs.  Jayhawk.  "  She  was  always  good 
to  me,"  he  remarked  to  a  reverend  gentleman  with  whom 
he  conversed  some  days  before  his  death,  "  and  we  found 
no  money  on  her.  I  could  n't  help  thinking  about  her  giv- 
ing me  them  keerds,  and  how  foolish  it  was  in  me  to  have 
forgotten  that  she  kept  her  money  in  an  old  stocking." 

In  Kansas,  our  hero  seems  to  have  taken  a  partner  in 
the  prosecution  of  his  profession,  and  to  have  connected 
himself  with  the  celebrated  Colonel  McSnaffle.  But  the 
self-reliant  disposition  and  independent  character  of  Jayhawk 
could  not  long  brook  the  alliance.  In  an  address  to  a  com- 
mittee of  the  citizens  of  Lawrence,  Who  waited  upon  him 
heyond  the  confines  of  the  town,  Sylvester  alluded  to  the 
circumstances  of  his  separation  from  Colonel  McSnaffle. 
"  When  we  found  we  could  n't  get  along  together,  we  agreed 
to  divide  our  money  and  separate.  I  counted  out  three 
hundred  dollars  apiece,  and  divided  the  weapons.  McSnaffle 
wanted  to  give  me  five  hundred,  and  take  the  weapons  him- 
self. But,"  says  Mr.  Jayhawk,  with  playful  irony,  "I 
did  n't  see  it.  We  then  shook  hands  and  parted  like  men, 
each  man  a-walking  backwards  until  he  was  out  of  rifle- 
shot. Being  in  a  hurry,  I  kinder  forgot  myself  and 
turned  my  back  too  soon,  and  when  I  faced  round  again, 
he  had  me  covered !  He  was  a  mighty  smart  man,"  he 
added,  in  a  tone  not  entirely  free  from  emotion ;  "  and 
when  I  see  that,  I  kinder  felt  sorry  we  had  separated." 
Mr.  Jayhawk  seldom  spoke  of  McSnaffle  save  in  the 
highest  terms,  and  cheerfully  bore  evidence  —  on  behalf 
of  the  State  —  in  regard  to  McSnaffle's  professional  zeal 
and  character. 

But  it  was  in  California  that  Sylvester  found  a  fitting 
theatre  for  the  exercise  of  his  talent,  and  his  career  may  be 
said  to  have  begun  with  his  entry  into  this  State.  His  advent 
was  modest,  and  free  from  display  or  ostentation.  The  re- 
moval of  several  employees  of  the  Overland  Mail  Company 
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along  the  line,  the  quiet  absorption  of  valuable  mail-matter, 
the  permanent  withdrawal  of  stock  from  the  different  stations 
alone  marked  his  progress.  Talent  of  this  high  order  at 
once  commanded  respect;  he  was  retained  by  the  Overland 
Company  as  one  of  their  chief  overseers ;  the  unnecessary 
and  irregular  shedding  of  blood  was  in  a  measure  checked, 
and  an  authoritative  and  systematized  rule  of  slaughter  sub- 
stituted for  wild  and  sporadic  bloodshed.  "  It  is  n't  as 
lively  as  it  used  to  be,"  Mr.  Jayhawk  remarked  to  an  in- 
telligent traveler.  "  I  killed  ten  men  the  first  year  I  came 
to  the  Rocky  Ridge  station ;  but  there 's  a  kind  o'  falling 
off  in  sport."  Later,  during  a  temporary  sojourn  in  Virginia 
City,  he  was  enabled  to  prosecute  his  profession  with  less 
restraint.  Here  he  fell  a  victim  to  an  exalted  but  mis- 
guided ambition.  "  I  had  killed  twenty-nine  men  up  to 
the  fall  of  1860,"  he  writes ;  "  I  wanted  to  finish  the  year 
with  an  even  number.  So  I  killed  a  man  keerlessly  and 
without  forethought."  This  thoughtless  act  cost  Mr.  Jay- 
hawk  his  life.  A  brilliant  future  was  destroyed  in  a  mo- 
ment of  unguarded  enthusiasm. 

From  a  portrait  in  the  possession  of  a  distinguished  offi- 
cial of  Nevada,  Mr.  Jayhawk  seems  to  have  been  of  middle 
height.  His  presence  would  have  been  more  imposing  had 
his  person  exhibited  the  usual  quantity  of  organs  and  mem- 
bers which  the  conventionalities  of  society  seem  to  require. 
His  one  eye,  in  its  depth  and  lustre,  seemed  to  rebuke  the 
popular  prejudice  which  leaned  in  favor  of  two.  Another 
portrait  in  the  possession  of  the  Chief  of  Police  of  San  Fran- 
cisco, though  taken  anterior  to  the  Nevada  picture,  exhibits 
a  much  older  man,  and  one  whose  hair  is  of  entirely  differ- 
ent color.  It  is  a  singular  instance  of  the  difficulty  with 
which  facts  in  regard  to  prominent  men  are  obtained,  that 
the  same  number  of  fingers  do  not  exist  in  any  two  portraits 
of  Mr.  Jayhawk.  In  one  we  find  the  nose  entirely  absent. 
The  expression  of  our  hero's  face,  though  not  intelligent, 
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was  mild  and  pleasing ;  the  loss  of  his  upper  lip  in  a  prize- 
fight on  the  banks  of  the  Carson  led  to  the  frequent  and 
cheerful  exhibition  of  his  front  teeth,  and  produced  an  open 
and  not  unpleasant  breadth  of  feature.  Mr.  Jay  hawk, 
though  he  never  married,  left  a  large  family  to  mourn  his 
loss. 
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Scene  —  a  stage-coach  en  route  to  a  California  watering- 
place.  Driver,  expressman,  passengers,  etc.  A  gloomy 
silence  has  prevailed  for  ten  minutes,  during  which  time  a 
palpable  dust  pours  into  the  windows.     Passengers  perspire. 

Agricultural  Passenger  (looking  at  view,  and  addressing 
nobody  in  particular).      "  Them 's  fine  oats." 

His  next  neighbor  (finding  the  other  passengers  glancing 
toward  him,  and  feeling  painfully  conscious  that  his  position 
makes  him  in  some  way  responsible  for  reprehensible  con- 
duct of  A.  P.,  but  knowing  nothing  about  grain),  feebly, 
"Yes." 

A  gloomy  silence,  broken  by  Agricultural  Passenger  (who 
has  been  encouraged  to  rashness  by  this  attention).  "  Too 
much  baird  [beard]  on  that  barley,  though." 

His  Next  Neighbor  (wishes  he  had  said  nothing,  but  find- 
ing the  other  passengers  looking  at  him  for  an  answer,  puts 
on  a  critical  expression).      "I  should  say  so  —  rather!" 

Elderly  Rustic  Pemale  (with  round  basket  containing  a 
suspicious  napkin),  vivaciously,  to  His  Next  Neighbor, 
*'  Ranchin'  out  this  way  ?  " 

His  Next  Neighbor  (who  is  really  a  dry-goods  clerk,  but 
feels  that  he  has  somehow  lost  caste  with  the  other  passen- 
gers by  being  identified  with  Agricultural  Man),  sharply, 
"No,  ma'am!" 

Interval  of  five  minutes.  Passengers  stare  hard  out  of 
the  windows,  and  affect  to  be  intensely  interested  in  nothing. 
Dust  silently  pours  in  and  powders  them.     Perspiration. 

Elderly  Female  (who  has  been  revolving  His  Next  Neigh 
l  California*,,  May  26,  1866. 
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tor's  answer,  and  is  dimly  conscious  of  having  made  some 
mistake),  soothingly,  "  Daguerreotypin  '  ?  " 

Passenger  in  linen  duster  and  passenger  in  straw  hat  both 
smile,  but,  detecting  each  other,  repudiate  the  sympathy, 
and  frown  out  of  their  respective  windows.  Stage  crosses 
a  bridge. 

Father  of  Family  (confidentially  to  two  grown-up  daugh- 
ters). "Did  you  notice  the  peculiarly  hollow  sound  of  the 
horses'  hoofs  on  that  bridge  ?  " 

Agricultural  Passenger  (seeing  a  chance  to  put  in  his  oar), 
"  Rotton  timbers  ;  cave  in  some  day !  " 

Father  of  Family  (sternly  oblivious  of  A.  P.).  "  It  re- 
minds me  of  a  line  in  the  classics." 

Daughters  (together).      "  Yes  ?  " 

Father  of  Family  (begins  amid  a  general  silence). 
"  Quaduedante  putrem  —  no  — petrum  —  no  —  bless  my 
soul "  (finds  he  's  forgotten  it,  but  makes  a  wild  dash  to  a 
conclusion)  —  "  quatit  ungula  campum. " 

Passengers  endeavor  to  look  as  if  they  understood  it. 
Gent  in  corner  smiles,  and  pulls  his  hat  over  his  eyes.  Gent 
in  white  choker  audibly  repeats  the  quotation  correctly. 
Father  of  Family  resolves  never  to  quote  again  in  mixed 
company.  Agricultural  Passenger  sets  him  down  as  a  for- 
eigner. 

Pretty  Girl  (to  her  young  man).  "  What 's  that  he 's 
saying  ?  " 

Young  Man  (not  wishing  to  commit  himself).  "Some- 
thing from  Homer." 

Sharp  Young  Lady  (confidant  of  Pretty  Girl,  and  a  little 
vexed  at  somebody's  want  of  attention).  "  But  Homer  was 
a  Greek  Poet,  and  I've  seen  that  line  in  the  Latin  grammar." 

The  other  passengers  try  to  look  as  if  they  had  seen  it  in 
the  Latin  grammar,  too,  and  glance  superciliously  at  Father 
of  Family.  F.  of  F.  wishes  he  hadn't  said  anything.  Stage 
reaches  top  of  hill  and  comes  in  view  of  ocean. 
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Bride  (to  Bridegroom  in  back  seat,  on  wedding  trip). 
"How  lovely  the  ocean  looks!  " 

Bridegroom  (who  wishes  to  show  that  he  can  quote  also, 
murmurs  in  an  undertone  as  if  to  himself).  "Break  — 
hreak  [stage  commences  to  go  downhill,  and  careens  fright- 
fully]—Break." 

Elderly  Rustic  Female  (who  doesn't  recognize  Tennyson, 
but  is  "  timersom  ").  "  You  don't  think  there  is  any  danger 
of  breakin'  down,  do  you  ?  " 

Bridegroom  :  — 

"  On  thy  dark  gray  crags,  O  sea." 

Stage  clatters  so  frightfully  that  Bridegroom  is  obliged  to 
raise  his  voice  :  — 

"  And  I  would  that  my  soul  could  utter 
The  thoughts  that  arise  in  me." 

Bridegroom  (to  himself,  finding  that  the  stage  has  sud- 
denly come  to  level  ground,  and  that  he  has  delivered  the 
concluding  lines  in  a  stentorian  voice  which  has  attracted 
every  eye  to  him).      "D n  it." 

Outside  Passenger  (confidentially,  to  expressman). 
"Drunk!" 

Dead  silence.  Several  passengers  (to  each  other).  "How 
far  is  it  yet  ?  " 

General  depression. 

Agricultural  Passenger  (deliberately  to  His  Next  Neigh- 
bor, settling  himself  in  a  comfortable  position).  "In  the 
fall  of '49— " 

His  Next  Neighbor  (to  expressman,  nervously).  "  How 
far  did  you  say  ?  " 

Driver  (suddenly).     " Mugginsville !     Change  Horses !  " 
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I  am  not  familiar  with  the  details  of  the  Roman  occupa- 
tion of  Britain  —  my  memory  being  under  obligations  to  the 
opera  of  Norma  for  freshening  on  that  point  —  but  I  doubt 
not  that  a  society  of  British  Pioneers  was  early  formed  by 
the  invaders.  That  they  knocked  down  a  few  of  the  old 
Druid  temples  and  glorified  themselves ;  that  the  morning 
paper  alluded  to  the  breaking-up  of  a  rotten  old  galley  as 
"  another  landmark  gone,"  no  one  familiar  with  high  Roman 
civilization  and  the  manners  of  that  imperious  race  can  for 
a-  moment  doubt.  That  they  made  a  distinction  between 
the  different  dates  of  their  galleys'  arrival,  awarding  a  higher 
honor  to  the  Ninth  Legion  than  the  Tenth  seems  equally 
probable.  No  doubt  the  immediate  descendants  of  Adams, 
the  original  mutineer,  regard  themselves  as  better  than  the 
other  Pitcairn's  Islanders.  The  thrilling  question,  there- 
fore, whether  the  California  Pioneers,  who  came  in  the  fall 
of  1849  shall  admit  to  equal  privileges  the  people  who  came 
in  the  spring  of  1850,  is  no  new  one.  For  my  part,  I  — 
albeit  not  a  Pioneer  —  incline  to  the  views  of  the  aristocrats 
of  "  Forty-nine."  If  we  have  not  the  distinction  of  pri- 
ority, what  have  we  ?  The  mere  fact  of  one's  coming  to 
California,  although  doubtless  commendable,  is  still  too  com- 
mon for  extra  distinction.  As  the  Pioneers,  unlike  the 
Puritans  of  New  England,  the  Huguenots  of  South  Carolina, 
the  Cavaliers  of  Virginia,  or  even  the  Mormons  of  Salt  Lake, 
did  not  emigrate  for  conscience'  sake,  but  purely  from  pecu- 
niary motives,  what  claim  have  they  for  distinction  if  that 
of  priority  be  left  out  ?  If  we  are  to  have  an  aristocracy, 
1  Overland  Monthly,  AugUBt,  1868. 
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this  seems  to  have  about  as  sensible  a  foundation  as  most  of 
those  found  in  a  Heralds'  College.  To  be  proud  of  one's 
ancestor  because  he  arrived  in  San  Francisco  on  the  last  day 
of  December,  1849,  is  not  a  bit  more  ridiculous  than  to 
honor  him  because  he  came  to  England  after  the  battle  of 
Hastings.  The  passenger  list  of  the  steamer  California,  as 
a  passport  to  celebrity,  is  only  a  trifle  more  snobbish  than 
the  roll  of  Battle  Abbey.  The  origin  of  some  of  the  oldest 
families  of  England,  and  what  will  be  some  of  the  oldest  of 
California,  are  equally  ignoble.  Let  us  by  all  means  cling 
to  the  distinction  of  "  Forty -nine."  It  is  true  that  it  may 
not  have  been  a  poetical  era  ;  it  is  true  that  it  may  not  have 
been  a  heroic  era  ;  it  may  have  been  a  hard,  ugly,  unwashed, 
vulgar,  and  lawless  era;  but  of  such  are  heroes  and  aris- 
tocracies born.  Three  hundred  years,  and  what  a  glamour 
shall  hang  about  it !  How  the  painters  shall  limn  and  the 
poets  sing  these  picturesque  vagabonds  of  "  Forty-nine  "  ; 
how  romantic  shall  become  the  red  shirts,  how  heroic  the 
high  boots  of  the  Pioneers  !  What  fancy-dress  balls  shall 
be  given  then,  and  how  the  morning  journals  shall  tell  of 
Mr.  F.'s  distinguished  appearance  as  a  "  Pioneer  of  ( Forty- 
nine.'  "  A  thousand  years,  and  a  new  Virgil  sings  the 
American  ^Eneid  with  the  episode  of  Jason  and  the  Cali- 
fornia golden  fleece,  and  the  historians  tell  us  it  is  a  myth ! 
Laugh,  my  Pioneer  friends,  but  your  great-great-great-great- 
grandchildren shall  weep  reverential  tears.  History,  as  was 
said  of  martyrdom,  is  "  mean  in  the  making,"  but  how  heroic 
it  becomes  in  the  perspective  of  five  centuries !  How  we 
once  loved  Sir  John  Holland  and  Sir  Reginald  De  Rove. 
And  yet  we  know  now  that  they  were  unpleasant  company 
at  table.  Did  the  suspicion  ever  cross  our  minds  that  the 
Knights  Templar  seldom  changed  their  linen,  and  that  the 
knights-errant  must  have  smelt  of  the  horse,  horsey  ? 

Though  there  may  not  be  much  that  is  picturesque  or 
heroic  in  the  Pioneers  of  "  Forty-nine,"  still  I  am  far  from 
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discouraging  anything  that  in  our  too  skeptical  and  material 
civilization  points  to  reverence  of  the  past.  Perhaps  it  would 
be  well .  if  the  bones  of  those  old  Pioneers  who  have  been 
dust  these  fifteen  years  were  collected  from  Yerba  Buena 
Park  and  not  disseminated  gratuitously  over  the  city.  And 
I  cannot  help  thinking  that  there  are  some  traditions  of  the 
soil  —  some  few  guideboards  to  older  history  —  that  are 
worthy  of  respect.  Besides  the  Spanish  archives  of  Cali- 
fornia—  consulted  only  for  gain  and  too  often  interpreted 
by  fraud  —  we  have  the  old  Missions  —  those  quaintly 
illuminated  Missals  of  the  Holy  Church.  Here,  too,  are 
those  rude  combinations  of  the  bucolic  and  warlike  expres- 
sion of  a  past  age  —  the  Presidios.  One  —  a  few  miles  from 
the  plaza  of  San  Francisco  —  was  the  scene  of  as  sweet  and 
as  sad  a  love-story  as  ever  brought  the  tear  of  sensibility  to 
the  eye  of  beauty.     Is  it  possible  you  do  not  remember  it  ? 

Dona  Concepcion  Arguello  was  the  commandante's  daugh- 
ter. She  was  young,  and  the  century  was  young,  when  Von 
Besanoff,  the  Bussian  diplomat,  came  to  the  Presidio  to  treat 
with  the  commander  in  amity  and  alliance.  But  the  sensitive 
diplomat  began  by  falling  in  love  with  Dona  Conception 
and  this  complicated  affairs,  and  Von  Besanoff,  being  of  the 
Greek  Church,  found  that  his  master  the  Czar  must  ratify 
both  alliances.  So  he  bade  adieu  to  the  weeping  Concep- 
cidn, and  sailed  away  to  Eussia  to  get  his  master's  permis- 
sion to  be  happy.     He  broke  his  neck,  and  did  not  return! 

What  do  young  ladies  do  in  such  circumstances  ?  In 
novels  they  pine  away  and  die  ;  sometimes  they  take  that 
last  desperate  revenge  of  womanhood  —  marry  somebody 
else  and  make  him  unpleasantly  conscious  of  their  sacrifice. 
In  poetry  they  follow  the  missing  lover,  like  that  beautiful 
but  all  too  ghostlike  Evangeline.  But  here  was  a  young  lady 
of  flesh  and  blood,  if  you  please,  who  had  read  little  romance 
and  certainly  had  no  model.  She  did  not  become  delirious, 
and  beat  the  wall,  like  Haidee,  "with  thin,  wan  fingers." 
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She  did  not  dress  herself  in  male  attire  and  wander  away 
she  did  not  walk  the  shore  at  unseemly  hours,  decollete  ana 
with  hair  flying.  She  waited.  She  had  that  sublime  virtue, 
patience,  which  the  gods  give  to  these  feeble  creatures  — 
despite  all  that  your  romancers  say.  She  did  not  refuse  her 
victuals.  Her  little  white  teeth  were  not  unfamiliar  with 
the  tortilla,  and  she  still  dressed  becomingly  and  looked 
after  the  charms  that  Von  Eesanoff  admired.  Sir  George 
Simson  saw  her  in  '42,  and  she  was  still  fine-looking.  "  She 
took,"  says  the  chronicle,  "  the  habit  but  not  the  vows  of  a 
nun,  and  ministered  to  the  sick."  Poor  Concepcidn !  that 
one  exception  was  the  piteous  evidence  of  a  lifelong  faith. 

Did  she.  suffer  ?  I  think  she  did,  in  a  quiet  way,  as 
most  women  suffer.  Your  true  heroine  goes  about  her  round 
of  household  duties,  outwardly  calm.  I  think  this  brave 
little  heart  trembled  of  nights  when  the  wind  moaned  around 
the  white  walls  of  the  Presidio,  and  the  rain  splashed  drea- 
rily in  the  courtyard.  I  think  those  honest  eyes  dilated 
when  the  solitary  trader  swept  into  the  gate,  and  filled  with 
moisture  when  she  found  it  brought  him  not.  There  are 
nights  and  days,  too,  in  this  blissful  climate  that  are  as  irri- 
tating to  old  heart-sores  as  they  are  to  mucous  membranes. 
In  that  chill  hour  of  twilight  when  the  Angelus  rings,  one 
may  shudder  to  think  of  Concepcidn. 

It  is  said  she  did  not  fairly  know  her  lover's  fate  until 
Sir  George  Simson  told  her.  I  doubt  it.  Whether  revealed 
to  her  inner  consciousness  or  gathered  from  the  lips  of  some 
dying  sailor  at  whose  side  she  ministered,  she  knew  it,  and 
kept  it  to  herself  as  part  of  the  burden.  And  now  she  has 
followed  her  lover,  and  the  treaty  of  alliance  she  was  to  grace 
has  been  made  by  other  hands.  But  are  not  these  things 
told  in  the  chronicles  of  De  Nofras  and  Simson,  and  in  the 
pages  of  Eandolph  and  Tuthill  ? 


LESSONS  FROM  THE  EARTHQUAKE 

On  the  morning  of  October  21, 1868,  a  destructive  earthquake  shook  the 
citj-  of  San  Francisco.  A  select  committee  of  bankers,  merchants,  and 
"leading  citizens"  visited  the  various  newspaper  offices  and  requested 
that  the  "trembler"  be  treated  as  lightly  as  possible  for  fear  that  it  would 
■work  injury  to  California,  and  that  Eastern  people  might  be  frightened 
away  by  exaggerated  reports.  Bret  Harte's  amusement,  in  consequence, 
found  vent  in  the  following  editorial  which  appeared  in  the  November 
issue  of  the  Overland  Monthly. 

Much  has  been  written  about  the  lesson  of  this  earth- 
quake. Judging  from  the  daily  journals,  it  seems  to  have 
been  complimentary  to  San  Erancisco.  In  fact,  it  has  been 
suggested  that,  with  a  little  more  care  and  preparation  on 
our  part,  the  earthquake  would  have  been  very  badly  dam- 
aged in  the  encounter.  It  is  well,  perhaps,  that  Nature 
should  know  the  limitation  of  her  strength  on  this  coast,  and 
it  is  equally  well  that  we  should  put  a  cheerful  face  on  our 
troubles.  But  the  truth  is  sometimes  even  more  politic. 
Very  demonstrative  courage  is  apt  to  be  suggestive  of  in- 
ward concern,  and  logic  is  necessary  even  in  averting  panics. 
It  makes  little  matter  how  much  we  assure  our  friends  that 
we  have  lost  nothing  by  this  convulsion,  if  our  method  of 
doing  so  strongly  suggests  that  we  have  not  yet  recovered 
our  reasoning  faculties. 

Yet,  while  there  remains  a  tendency  in  the  ink  to  leap 
from  the  inkstand,  and  the  blood  to  drop  from  the  cheeks, 
at  the  slightest  provocation,  the  conditions  are  hardly  favor- 
able for  calm  retrospect  or  philosophical  writing.  Theories 
that  the  next  second  of  time  may  explode,  speculations  that 
no  man  may  be  able  to  test,  are  at  such  moments  out  of 
place.  Enough  that  we  know  that  for  the  space  of  forty 
seconds  —  some  say  more  —  two  or  three  hundred  thousand 
people,  dwelling  on  the  Pacific  slope,  stood  in  momentary  fear 
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of  sudden  and  mysterious  death.  As  we  are  not  studying 
our  commercial  "  lesson,"  we  shall  not  discuss  now  whether 
their  fears  were  or  were  not  justified  by  the  facts.  That 
they  were  for  the  moment  thrilled  by  this  sympathy  of  ter- 
ror, is  enough  for  the  pregnant  text  of  this  sermon.  In 
that  one  touch  —  or  rather  grip  —  of  Nature,  all  men  were 
made  kin.  What  matters,  0  Cleon  !  thy  thousand  acres 
and  thy  palace  that  overshadows  this  humble  cot  ?  Thy 
hand — 0  wretched  mendicant  on  my  doorstep  —  we  are  as 
one  on  this  trembling  footstool !  The  habitations  we  have 
built  unto  ourselves  and  our  gods  are  ours  no  longer  —  this 
blue  canopy  must  we  occupy  together.  How  spacious  it  is 
—  how  superior  to  those  fretted  roofs  we  called  our  home  ! 
Free  of  those  walls  which  we  have  built  up  between  us,  let 
us  here  join  hands  once  and  ever  more  ! 

Did  we  utter  such  nonsense  as  this?  Not  if  we  remem- 
ber ourselves  rightly.  We  ran  like  cowards  —  as  the  best 
of  us  are  before  the  presence  of  the  unseen  power  —  in  the 
garments  that  were  most  convenient,  and  laughed  each  other 
derisively  to  scorn.  We  ran,  thinking  of  our  wives,  our 
children,  our  precious  things  and  chattels.  Did  we  not  ex- 
perience a  secret  satisfaction  when  we  thought  that  Jones's 
house  —  much  larger  and  finer  than  ours  —  would  be  a  ruin, 
too  ?  Did  we  not  think  that  we  should  be  saved  before 
Jones?  We  did.  We  had  learned  the  commercial  "lesson" 
thoroughly.  How  much  of  an  earthquake  will  it  take  to 
shake  out  of  us  these  conventionalities  of  our  life  ? 

But  it  seems  to  have  been  settled,  by  the  commercial  in- 
stinct, that  the  maximum  strength  of  an  earthquake  has 
been  reached.  The  shock,  it  is  true,  was  heavier  at  Hay- 
wards  and  San  Leandro ;  but  it  has  also  been  settled,  in 
some  vague,  mysterious  way,  that  San  Francisco  will  never 
be  the  focus  of  any  great  disturbance.  It  is  also  stated, 
that  the  heaviest  shocks  and  the  ones  that  do  the  greatest 
damage  are  alwavs  the  first  —  the  only  record  we  have  of 
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severe  Californian  earthquakes  to  the  contrary  notwith» 
standing.  This  is  satisfying  to  the  commercial  mind,  which, 
of  course,  deprecates  panic.  But  if  the  commercial  mind, 
consistent  with  its  statements,  still  continue  to  occupy  badly 
built  structures  on  "  made  ground,"  commerce  will  suffer. 
It  is  only  a  question  of  time.  The  commercial  statement  is 
useful  in  keeping  up  our  credit  abroad  ;  but  one  of  the  cheap 
photographs  of  the  ruins  in  San  Francisco  and  San  Leandro, 
taken  by  the  sun  who  looked,  if  possible,  even  more  calmly 
on  the  whole  disaster  than  the  entire  Chamber  of  Com- 
merce —  one  of  these  photographs  in  an  Eastern  city  will, 
it  is  to  be  feared,  outweigh  the  commercial  circular,  although 
signed  by  the  most  influential  men. 

The  earthquake  had  no  lesson  that  has  not  been  taught 
before.  It  is  one  of  the  feeble  egotisms  of  our  nature  — 
from  which  Californians  are  not  exempt  —  to  look  upon  this 
class  of  phenomena  as  freighted  with  a  peculiar  mission  for 
our  benefit  —  it  may  be  the  price  of  flour,  the  importance  of 
piling,  the  necessity  of  a  new  religion.  It  is  surprising  how 
little  we  know  of  the  earth  we  inhabit.  Perhaps  hereafter 
we  in  California  will  be  more  respectful  of  the  calm  men  of 
science  who  studied  the  physique  of  our  country  without 
immediate  reference  to  its  mineralogical  value.  We  may 
yet  regret  that  we  snubbed  the  State  Geological  Survey 
because  it  was  impractical.  There  was  something  intensely 
practical  in  the  awful  presence  in  which  we  stood  that 
morning  —  the  presence,  whose  record,  written  in  scar  and 
cliff,  these  men  had  patiently  transcribed.  We  know  little 
else.  It  need  not  frighten  us  to  accept  the  truth  fairly. 
We  are  not  relieved  of  the  responsibilities  of  duty,  because 
our  lot  is  cast  in  an  earthquake  country,  nor  shall  we  lose 
the  rare  advantages  it  offers  us,  in  obedience  to  the  great 
laws  of  Compensation.  We  pay  for  our  rare  immunities  in 
some  such  currency.  But  it  will  not  help  us  if  we  franti- 
cally deny  the  Law,  and  challenge  its  power. 


CHAELES   DICKENS 

The  following  editorial  was  hurriedly  written  by  Bret  Harte  on  the  day 
that  the  news  of  the  death  of  Dickens  reached  him.  He  was,  at  this  time, 
camping  out  in  the  California  foothills.  The  last  sheets  of  the  issue  of 
the  Overland  Monthly,  for  July,  1870,  already  edited  by  him,  were  going 
to  press.  He  telegraphed  to  San  Francisco  to  delay  the  publication,  and 
the  next  morning  this  editorial,  accompanied  by  his  well-known  poem, 
"  Dickens  in  Camp,"  was  forwarded. 

Of  one  who  dealt  so  simply  and  directly  with  his  read- 
er's feelings  as  Charles  Dickens,  it  is  perhaps  fit  that  little 
should  he  said  that  is  not  simple  and  direct.  In  that  sense 
of  personal  bereavement  which  the  English -reading  world 
feels  at  his  death,  there  is  not  so  much  the  thought  of  what 
we  should  say  of  him,  as  what  he  has  said  of  us ;  not  how 
we  should  describe  his  Art,  but  how  he  has  depicted  our 
Nature.  And  it  is  to  be  feared  that  the  world  is  so  con- 
stituted that  it  will  turn  from  finely  written  eulogies  to 
"David  Copperfield,"  or  the  "Old  Curiosity  Shop,"  to  in- 
dulge its  pathos  and  renew  its  love.  The  best  that  the  best 
of  us  could  say  of  him  could  not  give  this  real  man  the 
immortality  conferred  by  his  own  pen  upon  some  of  his 
humblest  creations. 

Indeed,  it  may  be  said  of  his  power  that  no  other  writer, 
living  or  dead,  ever  transfused  fiction  with  so  much  vitality. 
In  the  late  cartoon  by  Mr.  Eytinge,  where  "  Mr.  Pickwick  " 
reviews  the  characters  of  which  he  was  the  illustrious  pre- 
decessor,—  a  cartoon  which  held  a  pathetic  prophecy  be- 
neath its  original  design,  —  there  is  no  finer  compliment 
can  be  made  to  the  greater  artist  than  that  the  lesser  one 
could  reproduce  them  with  the  fidelity  of  living  portraits. 
"Dick  Swiveler,"  "Captain  Cuttle,"  "Mr.  Dombey," 
"  Micawber  "  —  surely  these  are  not  puppets,  pulled  by  a 
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hand  that  has  lost  its  cunning  in  death,  but  living  acquaint- 
ances, who  have  merely  survived  their  introducer. 

Of  his  humor,  it  may  be  said  that  for  thirty  years  the 
world  has  accepted  it  as  its  own  —  as  the  articulate  voicing 
of  some  sense  of  fun  that  was  not  so  much  Mr.  Dickens's 
as  common  property.  A  humor  so  large  that  it  was  not 
restricted  to  the  eccentricity  of  animate  being,  but  found 
fun  in  inanimate  objects  —  in  drawers  "that  had  to  be 
opened  with  a  knife,  like  an  oyster,"  in  door-handles  that 
"  looked  as  if  they  wanted  to  be  wound  up,"  in  well-like 
parlors  "  where  the  visitor  represented  the  bucket "  ;  a  hu- 
mor that  was  a  delightful  and  innocent  pantheism,  and,  as 
in  "  Martin  Chuzzlewit,"  invested  even  the  wind  with  jocu- 
lar sympathies.  The  reader  has  but  to  look  back  to  tha 
limitations  of  the  humorists  of  a  preceding  age  to  appreciate 
what  the  world  gained  thirty  years  ago  in  the  wonderful 
spontaneity  of  Mr.  Dickens,  and  has  not  entirely  lost  now. 
For  its  influence  has  been  since  then  steadily  felt  in  litera- 
ture —  not  entirely  in  the  way  of  imitation,  but  in  the  recog- 
nition that  humor  is  nearly  akin  to  human  sympathy  and  love. 

Of  his  poetry  perhaps  the  best  that  can  be  said  is  that 
he  taught  us  by  his  prose  how  we  could  do  without  it ;  not 
only  through  the  delicate  beauty  of  his  conceptions,  but  in 
the  adaptation  of  his  style  to  his  thought,  and  the  musical 
procession  of  his  sentences.  Not  only  is  the  character  of 
"  Paul  Dombey  "  purely  poetical,  but  the  relations  of  sur* 
rounding  objects  become  so,  in  the  clock  that  talks  to  him, 
the  sea  that  whispers  to  him,  the  golden  water  that  dances 
on  the  wall.  And  so  strongly  is  this  indicated  in  the  death 
of  "  Little  Nell, "  that  not  only  are  the  surroundings  brought 
into  actual  sympathy  with  her  fate,  but  at  the  last  the  very 
diction  falters,  and  trembles  on  the  verge  of  blank  verse.  This 
may  not  be-  poetry  of  the  highest  order,  so  much  as  it  is 
perhaps  the  highest  order  of  prose  —  but  it  is  well  to  re- 
member that  it  began  with  Charles  Dickens. 
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Of  his  humanity,  it  is  pleasant  now  to  think.  He  was 
an  optimist,  without  the  disadvantage  of  heing  also  a  phil- 
osopher. So  tender  were  his  judgments  and  so  poetic  his 
experience  that  the  villains  of  his  art  were  his  weakest  cre- 
ations. Not  only  in  the  more  obvious  philanthropic  con- 
secration of  his  stories,  —  the  exposition  of  some  public 
abuse,  or  the  portrayal  of  some  social  wrong,  —  but  in  his 
tender  and  human  pictures  of  classes  on  whom  the  world 
hitherto  had  bestowed  but  scant  sentiment,  was  he  truly 
great.  He  brought  the  poor  nearer  to  our  hearts.  He  had 
an  English  fondness  for  the  Hearth  —  making  it  the  theme 
of  one  of  his  sweetest  idyls  —  and  the  simple  joys  of  the 
domestic  fireside  found  no  finer  poet.  No  one  before  him 
wrote  so  tenderly  of  childhood,  for  no  one  before  him  carried 
into  the  wisdom  of  maturity  an  enthusiasm  so  youthful  —  a 
faith  so  boy-like.  In  his  practical  relations  with  the  public 
life  around  him,  he  was  a  reformer  without  fanaticism,  a 
philanthropist  without  cant.  Himself  an  offspring  of  the 
public  press,  he  stood  nearer  in  sympathy  with  its  best  ex- 
pression than  any  other  literary  man. 

And  all  that  is  mortal  of  him,  of  whom  this  may  be  fairly 
said,  lies  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Around  him  presses  the 
precious  dust  of  the  good  and  wise  —  men  who  were  great 
in  great  things,  who  conferred  fame  upon  their  island  and 
large  benefits  upon  mankind  —  but  none  who,  in  their  day 
and  time,  were  mourned  more  widely  than  he.  For ,  his 
grave  is  in  every  heart,  and  his  epitaph  on  every  hearth- 
stone. 


LATER  PR0SE3 
STORIES 
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It  was  night  at  the  Soldiers'  Home.  Mr.  President  was 
tired,  Mr.  President  was  weary,  Mr.  President  was  bewil- 
dered and  bored.  As  he  tossed  upon  his  bed,  a  thousand 
tangled  recollections  of  that  day's  Executive  business  —  of 
office-giving,  of  proclamations,  of  suggestions,  of  advice,  of 
policy  —  knotted  themselves  in  his  brain.  "  If  Civil  Ser- 
vice Reform,"  he  murmured  vaguely,  "  were  carried  out  at 
Martinsburg,  and  Resumption  introduced  in  the  National 
Republican  Convention,  so  that  no  office-holder  could  pur- 
sue Mexican  raiders  into  their  own  territory  except  upon 
the  recognition  of  Chief  Joseph  by  the  Diaz  Government, 
why  — "  here  he  fell  into  an  uneasy  slumber.  All  was 
quiet  in  the  mansion  and  the  surrounding  umbrage,  save  for 
the  occasional  amatory  howl  of  some  old  soldier,  and  the 
coy,  yet  playful,  "  Who  dat  dar,  now  ?  Leff  me  go,  dar," 
of  a  passing  female  Ethiop. 

The  noise  awoke  Mr.  President.  "  Old  soldiers  —  ah, 
my  veteran  friends  !  "  —  he  mused  for  a  moment ;  "  and  yet 
I  mind  me  now  that  in  my  boyhood  days  the  term  was  used 
to  define  a  wad  of  the  Nicotian  leaf  from  which  the  juice 
had  been  expressed.  Strange  that  the  epithet  should  have 
been  borrowed  from  the  just  and  honored  appellation  given 
to  aged  and  retired  defenders  of  the  Republic.  But,  bless 
me !  how  much  that  sentence  sounds  like  Evarts !     I  really 

am  catching  his  style.     Why,  d n  it  all!     Ah,  that 

oath,  too,  comes  from  an  unhallowed  intimacy  with  John 
Sherman.     I  must  stop  this  and  go  to  sleep." 

He  would  have  turned  over  and  gone  to  sleep,  but  his 
attention  was  at  this  moment  arrested  by  a  singular  light  in 
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the  corner  of  his  bedchamber,  which  kept  increasing  in  bril- 
liancy, while  the  air  was  filled  with  a  strange  perfume  of 
Oriental  spices  and  attar  of  rose.  Gradually  a  figure  was  out- 
lined darkly  below  this  brilliancy,  which  Mr.  President  now 
perceived  came  from  an  enormous  diamond  aigrette  in  its 
turban.  The  stranger  was  clothed  in  Oriental  garb,  and  his 
deep  dark  eyes  and  glossy  black  beard  betrayed  his  Persian 
origin.  He  made  a  profound  salaam  to  the  President,  and 
in  a  low  but  musical  voice  said  :  — 

"I  am  Haroun  al-Raschid." 

"  From  Ohio  1 "  asked  the  President,  with  some  anima- 
tion.     "  I  knew  an  H.  L.  Eichards  of  Warren." 

"  From  Persia,"  responded  the  stranger. 

"  Then  I  must  refer  you  to  the  State  Department.  Mr. 
Evarts  takes  care  —  " 

"  My  business  is  with  you,"  replied  the  stranger  quietly. 

"  But,  my  dear  sir,  there  are  no  vacancies  now,  and  by 
the  rules  of  Civil  Service  Reform  the  appointment  clerk 
must  refer  —  " 

"  Son  of  a  Giaour !     I  seek  no  office  !  " 

The  President  rose  on  his  elbow.  "  May  I  trouble  you 
to  repeat  that  epithet  ?  " 

"  Son  of  a  Giaour !  " 

"  Well,  that  will  do.  Go  on !  "  And  the  President,  as 
he  lay  down  again,  said,  "  I  thought  you  said  something 
else." 

"  I  am  here  to  do  thee  a  service,  infidel  though  thou  art ! 
Thou  dost  not  remember  me,  and  yet  I  once  sat  the  wise 
yet  despotic  ruler  of  a  throne  that  upheld  the  gorgeous  East. 
Look  at  me  !     I  was  '  Commander  of  the  Faithful.'  " 

"  I  regret  to  say,"  said  the  President,  "  that  any  Repub- 
lican Political  Organization,  under  whatever  name,  renders 
its  chairman  unfit  to  hold  office." 

"  Son  of  Shitan,  hear  me  !  " 

"  Which  ?  "  said  the  President. 
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"  Son  of  Shitan,  listen  !  Marshalla  !  Thou  shalt  hear 
me !  To-morrow  thou  goest  with  thy  prime  minister  to 
visit  thy  people,  to  observe  and  note  the  conduct  of  thy  ser- 
vants in  office,  to  repair  abuses,  to  punish  fraud,  to  right  the 
oppressed." 

"  That  is  my  little  game  —  Excuse  me,"  added  the 
President,  hastily,  as  he  muttered  to  himself,  "I  really 
must  drop  Devens ;  his  slang  will  ruin  me  yet." 

"  Yes,  but  how  goest  thou,  0  Rutherford,  the  Mighty? 
Why,  with  caravans  and  attendants,  with  Lightning,  the 
swift-footed,  before  thee,  to  announce  thy  coming ;  with 
drums  and  cymbals,  with  shoutings  and  banquets." 

"  If  the  loyalty  and  affection  of  a  free  people  chooses  to 
express  itself  in  this  manner,"  said  the  President,  hiding  his 
blushing  face  beneath  the  coverlid,  "it  were  discourteous  to 
rebuke  —  " 

*'  But  what  seest  thou  of  thy  people  ?  What  knowest 
thou  of  thy  slaves  and  servants  who  do  thy  bidding  ?  Is 
not  the  house  made  ready  against  thy  coming  ?  Are  not 
the  crippled  and  the  maimed  put  out  of  thy  sight  ?  Is  not 
the  wine-jar  hidden,  and  the  bag  of  dates  refilled  ?  What 
knowest  thou  of  thy  meanest  slave,  save  through  the  report 
of  his  master,  who  haply  is  but  fit  to  take  his  place  ?  Does 
corruption  invite  thee  to  view  its  black  deformity  ?  Do  the 
jackasses  that  defile  the  graves  of  the  just  caper  and  dance 
in  thy  presence  ?     Bismillah  !  " 

"  Go  slow,  old  man ;  go  slow  !  "  The  President  again 
checked  himself,  and  muttered  that  he  really  must  cut  Mc- 
Crary. 

"I  was  once,  0  Frank  —  " 

"  Butherford  !  Eutherford  B.,"  suggestingly  interrupted 
the  President. 

"I  was  once,  0  Frank,  like  unto  thee.  I  was  once  ruler 
of  an  empire  that  I  knew  not  —  of  a  people  that  I  saw  not. 
I  was  as  a  dog  in  the  hands  of  my  slaves,  doing  but  their 
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bidding,  seeing  with  their  eyes,  hearing  with  their  ears. 
One  night  I  bethought  me  to  walk  the  streets  of  my  capi- 
tal, disguised  as  a  simple  merchant,  accompanied  only  by 
my  faithful  Mesrour.  Thou  knowest  the  story.  Thou  re- 
memberest  the  iniquities  I  discovered,  the  wrongs  I  re- 
dressed." 

"  Seems  to  me  I  do  remember  hearing  the  boys  say  some- 
thing about  it.  Well,  that  was  your  policy  —  I  mean  your 
idea  of  things." 

"  It  was  my  custom ;  it  became  my  glory.  I  was  a 
mighty  Caliph." 

"  Well,  I'll  speak  of  it  in  Cabinet  meeting  to-morrow." 

"  Thou  wilt  not.  Thou  wilt  not  go  alone.  Unfortu- 
nate man,  thou  hast  not  even  a  Mesrour  thou  canst  trust !  " 

"  I  might  take  Fred  Douglass  with  me,"  pondered  the 
President ;  "  he  'd  do  as  to  color,  and  his  functions  are 
pretty  much  the  same." 

"  Thou  wilt  go  alone  !  Thou  wilt  shave  thy  head,  —  thy 
beard,  I  mean,  —  and  in  the  disguise  of  a  Western  trader 
thou  wilt  visit  thy  officers  and  cadis,  thy  slaves  and  thy 
people.  Thou  wilt  hearken  to  their  speech,  observe  their 
acts,  and  wisdom  and  a  second  term  may  descend  on  thee. 
Farewell.     May  the  Prophet  console  thee  !  " 

The  light  of  his  diamond  aigrette  began  to  fade,  and 
he  himself  to  resolve  into  thin  air. 

"  Oh,  I  say!  See  here,  Richards,  —  one  question  more." 
But  he  had  gone. 

"I  wonder  if  it  could  have  been  the  seltzer,"  muttered 
the  President,  as  he  turned  over  and  went  to  sleep. 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  when  he  awoke  the  next 
morning.  But  the  Executive  face  was  set  with  a  certain 
resolution,  and,  in  putting  on  the  Executive  shirt,  an  occa- 
sional muttered  reference  to  the  condition  of  Executive 
buttons  escaped  his  tightly  drawn  lips.  Then  he  proceeded 
to  his  dressing-table,  and,  with  a  firm  hand,  shaved  off  that 
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olond  beard,  which  had  been  one  of  his  most  distinguish- 
ing characteristics.  Then  from  a  secluded  closet  in  the  at- 
tic he  procured  a  pair  of  trousers  left  by  the  ex-President,  a 
waistcoat  belonging  to  the  lamented  Lincoln,  and  a  blue 
coat  with  brass  buttons,  originally  the  property  of  the  late 
James  Buchanan.  The  natural  wear  and  tear  of  these 
articles  had  been  repaired  by  the  sartorial  art  of  the  late 
Andrew  Johnson.  A  straw  hat,  inadvertently  left  by  the 
Secretary  of  State,  completed  his  disguise.  "  Four  dynasties 
look  down  upon  me,"  said  the  President  with  a  smile,  as 
he  surveyed  himself  in  the  glass ;  but  he  reflected,  "  I 
must  keep  that,  and  say  it  to  Evarts.  At  present  he  mono- 
polizes all  the  mots." 

After  inditing  a  few  lines  to  his  wife  and  private  secre- 
tary, saying  that  profound  affairs  of  State  took  him  for  a 
while  beyond  the  reach  of  newspaper  reporters,  he  de- 
scended the  back  stairs  and  speedily  found  himself  free  and 
unnoticed.  He  took  the  nearest  horse-car  to  the  Executive 
Mansion  and  stopped  to  look  up  at  the  great  white  edifice 
he  had  occupied,  and  thought  it  was  strange  that  it  had 
never  seemed  so  imposing  before.  Suddenly  a  voice  rang 
in  his  ear?  :  — 

"  Get   off  them  flower-beds,  you  d d  old   buckeye, 

afore  I  bust  your  head." 

For  an  instant  the  President  forgot  his  incognito.  "  Do 
you  know  whom  you  address  ?  "  he  said  stiffly. 

"Do  I?  I  reckon  !  You  's  one  of  them  Ohio  chaps, 
snoopin'  around  for  an  app'intment.  Your  father 's  second 
cousin  to  Mr.  Hayes's  grandfather,  ain't  he  ?  You  waz 
the  first  man  that  nominated  Hayes  for  Guv'ner,  ain't 
ye  ?  Do  I  know  yer  ?  Do  I  know  that  rig  ?  Look  at 
that  hat !  —  them  pants  !     0  git,  will  you  !  " 

"  Perhaps,"  thought  the  President,  as  he  moved  slowly 
away,  "my  garments  are,  to  some  degree,  unpopular.  Let 
me  see,  the  lesson  Richards  would  draw  from  this  is  the 
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promulgation  of  an  order  requiring  all  Government  em- 
ployees to  wear  the  clothes  of  their  predecessors.  Gpod ! 
I  '11  sound  Schurz  regarding  it.  It  will  promote  economy 
and  render  him  and  Evarts  less  remarkable  !  Let  me  see," 
he  added,  as  he  reached  Pennsylvania  Avenue  and  turned 
toward  the  huge  derricks  on  the  State  Department.  "  It 
can't  be  too  early  for  Evarts.     I  guess  I  '11  go  there  first." 

A  colored  messenger  doubtfully  received  the  card  ten- 
dered by  the  President,  on  which  he  had  written  the  name 
of  Joshua  Snively,  of  Ashtabula.  "  I  think  the  Secretary  's 
engaged  all  day,"  he  said,  examining  the  person  and  the 
card  of  the  Executive.  "  He  left  word  he  can  see  nobody 
but  princes  and  kings,  and  members  of  Congress  to-day." 

"  I  '11  wait,"  replied  the  Executive. 

He  waited  four  hours  in  the  anteroom.  He  could  n't 
Bay  that  the  hours  were  wasted,  for  during  that  time  he 
heard  himself  and  his  policy  discussed  in  whispers  by  people 
who  had  eaten  of  his  bread,  received  his  favor,  and  solicited 
his  support.  Perhaps  it  was  his  quiet  manner,  perhaps  it 
was  some  kindliness  in  the  heart  of  the  messenger  that 
caused  him  to  suggest  to  the  President  that  he  might  if  he 
wished  have  an  interview  with  the  First  Assistant  Secretary. 

"  Certainly,"  thought  the  President.  "  He  is  right,  I 
should  begin  with  Seward." 

As  he  opened  the  door  a  bright,  affable,  middle-aged 
man  sprang  to  his  feet  and  grasped  the  hand  of  the  Presi- 
dent warmly.  "  My  dear  Mr.  Snively,  pray  be  seated. 
You  will  find  that  chair  more  comfortable." 

"Really,"  said  the  President  to  himself,  as  he  sank  into 
a  luxuriant  armchair,  "  this  is  civil  service  reform.  My 
business,"  began  the  President  aloud,  "  with  you  is 
simply  —  " 

"  One  moment,"  interrupted  the  Assistant  Secretary, 
with  a  cautious  but  deprecatory  uplifting  of  his  hand  ;  "  be- 
lieve me,  dear  sir,  you  have  no  business  with  the  Depart- 
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merit.  You  only  think  you  have.  In  the  course  of  my 
long  connection  with  this  Department  I  have  found  many 
gentlemen  of  culture  and  ability  who  had  believed  or  con- 
ceived that  they  had  business  with  us.  They  had  not.  Dear 
sir,  I  assure  you  they  bad  not.  In  the  course  of  four  or  five 
years,  at  least,  they  were  convinced  they  had  not.  It  is  to 
save  you  this  unnecessary  annoyance  that  I  speak  thus 
frankly." 

He  smiled  so  affably  and  genially,  looked  so  sympatheti- 
cally and  kindly,  that  the  President  was  dumb.  At  last 
he  ventured  to  say  :  — 

"  But  I  think,  Mr.  Seward  —  " 

"  Pardon  me.  You  only  think  you  think.  Nobody,  as 
a  rule,  thinks  in  this  Department.  We  talk,  it  is  true. 
You  talk,  I  talk,  they  talk.  He,  she,  and  it  talks.  But  I 
do  not  think,  thou  dost  not  think,  they  do  not  think." 

"  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir, "  said  the  Assistant  Secretary, 
rising  suddenly  and  grasping  both  hands  of  the  Executive 
with  an  excess  of  courtesy,  "  you  will  return  in  the  course  of 
a  few  months  to  your  pleasant  home  in  Ashtabula  County 
satisfied,  nay  convinced,  that  you  never  had  any  business 
with  the  State  Department.  Nay,  sir,"  as  the  President 
struggled  to  speak,  "  do  not  thank  me,  it  is  simply  my 
duty.     God  bless  you.    Farewell !  " 

And  before  the  President  could  catch  his  breath  he  was 
ushered  into  the  corridor.  For  an  instant  the  hot  Ohio 
blood  mantled  his  cheek,  and  then  a  thought  struck  him. 
He  slipped  back  into  the  anteroom  and  in  his  own  well- 
known  chirograpby  wrote  over  the  Snively  card  the  man- 
date :   "  Give  him  an  audience.     Br.  B.  Hayes." 

The  messenger  took  the  card,  glanced  at  the  writing, 
rushed  frantically  into  the  office  of  the  Secretary,  returned, 
knocked  over  two  Congressmen  and  a  Senator  in  his  haste, 
and  half-led,  half-dragged  the  President  into  the  presence 
of  the  Secretary. 
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In  the  dim  light  of  the  room  all  the  President  could  see 
■was  the  familiar  Ciceronian  profile  of  his  prime  minister. 
The  rest  of  his  hody  was  draped  in  shadow. 

The  President  sat  down  in  the  chair  indicated  by  the 
finger  of  the  Secretary.  The  Secretary  looked  thoughtfully 
out  of  the  window,  and  after  a  first  half-glance  at  the  Presi- 
dent took  no  further  personal  notice  of  him. 

In  the  excitement  of  his  entrance  the  President  had 
forgotten  his  alleged  business.  He  was  obliged  hastily  to 
invent  something. 

"Some  years  ago,  Mr.  Secretary,"  he  began,  "I  lost  an 
aged  but  endeared  relative  in  the  island  of  Formosa.  My 
business  with  you  is  to  procure  an  order  for  the  removal  of 
her  bones  to  the  lonely  graveyard  of  her  relatives." 

"  What  island  ?  "  said  Mr.  Evarts,  apparently  addressing 
the  unfinished  shaft  of  the  Washington  Monument. 

"  Formosa." 

"  I  see  —  in  the  North  Atlantic,"  said  the  Secretary  nod- 
ding his  head. 

"  Pardon  me  —  in  the  South  Pacific,"  corrected  the  Presi- 
dent, who  was  proud  of  his  geography. 

"In  the  Atlantic  and  Pacific,"  said  Mr.  Evarts  gravely. 
"  Formosa  is  from  the  Latin  formes,  an  Ant,  so  called'  from 
the  ravages  of  that  insect.  Hence  the  term  Ant-illes  applied 
to  the  West  Indian  group  —  being  evidently  a  corruption 
of  Ant-Hillys." 

"  But  I.  suppose  there  is  no  objection  to  my  getting  such 
an  order  ?  "  asked  the  President  hastily. 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen.  How  do  you  know  —  how 
could  you  identify  the  bones  of  your  aged  relative  ?  Are  you 
prepared, "  said  the  Secretary,  rising  to  his  feet  with  sudden 
severity,  and  turning  upon  the  Executive  as  if  he  were  a 
recalcitrant  witness,  "  are  you  prepared  to  put  your  finger 
on  this  bone  and  say  it  is  the  tibia  of  my  relative ;  can  you 
swear  to  her  spinal  processes ;  can  you,  lifting  her  fleshless 
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hand,  say,  '  These  are  the  metacarpal  hones  I  have  so  often 
pressed  ?  '  You  were  familiar  with  her  only  in  the  flesh. 
Non  constat  that  these  hones  are  hers  originally.  No.  I 
should  require  an  attested  certificate  of  that  fact." 

"  But  if  I  get  the  certificate,  will  you  promise  to  give 
me  the  order  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  yes  or  no.  I  might,  and  I 
might  not.  A  delicate  legal  question  arises  here,  which  it 
is  my  duty  to  consider.  Your  grand-aunt  probably  fell  a 
victim  to  the  peculiar  tastes  of  the  Anthropophagi  who  swarm 
those  islands.  At  least,  for  the  sake  of  argument  we  will 
admit  that  at  one  time  your  family  was  edible,  and  that  your 
relative  was  —  in  plain  language  —  eaten.  Now  a  nation, 
at  peace  with  the  United  States,  having,  according  to  their 
local  laws,  become  seized  and  possessed  of  the  flesh  of  your 
aunt,  I  am  not  certain  but  the  entire  skeleton  may  also 
belong  to  them.  When  you  get  a  piece  of  meat  from  your 
butcher  you  do  not  part  with  your  rights  to  the  bone.  In- 
deed, I  am  not  certain  but  an  action  would  lie  against  the 
United  States  in  the  event  of  the  forcible  removal  of  your 
relative." 

"  Then  nothing  can  be  done,"  said  the  President  blankly. 

"At  present,  no!  In  the  course  of  a  few  years  —  in 
which  I  need  not  say  no  particular  loss  of  property  will  be 
entailed  upon  you  —  I  will  look  into  it.  You  will  file  your 
papers  with  my  clerk." 

"  But  I  might  appeal  to  the  President." 

"  I  am,  for  these  purposes,  the  President.  Good-morn- 
ing, sir."     And  the  Secretary  took  up  another  card. 

"  I  don't  see,"  said  the  President  to  himself,  as  he 
heavily  descended  the  stairs,  "  that  I  'm  doing  much  in  the 
Persian  way  of  business.  I  can't  bow-string  Seward  and 
Evarts,  and  I  don't  know  that  I  ought  to  if  I  could.  I 
wish  I  could  get  hold  of  some  real  wrong  and  injustice." 

As  he  passed  a  large  building  on  Pennsylvania  Avenue 
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he  saw  an  old  man,  in  shabby  attire,  sitting  patiently  on  its 
steps.  He  remembered  to  have  seen  this  man  every  morn- 
ing as  he  drove  into  town,  and  thought  the  present  a  good 
opportunity  to  discover  his  business.  "  May  I  ask  the  name 
of  this  building  '!  "  said  the  President  kindly. 

"  It  is  called  the  Department  of  Justice,"  said  the  man 
bitterly.  "  I  suppose  because  it  is  built  up  on  the  ruins  of 
a  fraud  —  the  Freedman's  Bank." 

"  You  speak  bitterly,  my  friend.  Have  you  a  complaint 
against  it  ?  "  said  the  President  encouragingly. 

"  I  've  sat  here  five-and-twenty  years  waiting  to  know 
whether  the  Government  would  protect  me  from  thieves 
that  stole  my  land.  I  am  poor  ;  my  antagonists  are  rich. 
I  can  get  no  opinion.     The  case  never  comes  up." 

"  Have  you  spoken  to  the  President  ?  "  said  the  Execu- 
tive softly.  "  They  say  he  is  a  kind,  just  man,"  he  added, 
with  a  slight  blush. 

"What,  Hayes,  that  d d  old  fraud?     No,  sir-ree! 

Why,  he's  in  the  ring,  ag'in'  me,  too." 

"But  give  me  the  particulars  of  your  case.  I  know  the 
President  well,  and  may  help  you." 

The  old  man  rose  to  his  feet,  trembling  with  rage.  "  You 
infernal  old  brass-buttoned  lobbyist;  you  dare  to  speak  to 
me  when  I've  spent  thousands  of  dollars  on  your  kind! 
Git!" 

"I  wonder,"  thought  the  President,  as  he  dodged  to  avoid 
the  cane  of  the  old  man,  "if  that  old  Persian  ever  was 
knocked  over  by  a  cripple  in  the  streets  of  Bagdad?" 

He  looked  at  his  watch,  and  found  he  had  spent  six  hours 
at  the  State  Department.  He  was  beginning  to  be  faint 
from  hunger,  and  he  turned  into  the  first  restaurant  that  in- 
vited. As  he  passed  the  bar  he  heard  his  name  spoken,  and 
remembering  the  advice  of  Harouh,  ordered  a  glass  of  seltzer, 
and  mingled  with  the  crowd  before  the  counter.  Some  of 
the  gentlemen  were  tipsy ;  all  were  loquacious. 
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"I  tell  you  what,  gentlemen,  what  that  Hayes  oughter 
do.  He  oughter  order  out  200,000  men  and  take  possession 
of  all  them  railroads,"  said  one. 

"And  then  he  oughter  just  run  them  railroads  with 
reg'lar  tariff  of  freights  and  fares  himself,  and  employ  them 
men  at  fair  wages." 

"Yes,  but  that  ain't  the  kind  o'  man  Hayes  is.  Why, 
if  he  had  the  sale  o'  you  and  me,  he  'd  jist  hev  sent  enough 
troops  over  into  Mexico  and  jist  gobbled  enough  o'  that 
kentry  to  pay  the  national  debt." 

"I  tell  you,  gentlemen,  there  ain't  no  statesmanship  in 
the  country.  Look  at  the  chance  we  had  to  get  Cuby  the 
other  day,  along  o'  that  frigate  firing  into  American  colors. 
That  Evarts  ain't  worth  shucks." 

"  I  suppose,"  thought  the  President  wearily,  "  it 's  the 
proper  Persian  thing  to  make  a  memorandum  of  these  opin- 
ions of  the  people  and  present  them  to  the  Cabinet.  But 
I  don't  see  that  I  am  gaining  much." 

A  little  refreshed  by  his  dinner,  he  made  his  way  to  the 
Interior  Department.  As  he  ascended  the  steps  a  man 
passed  him  hurriedly,  as  if  seeking  to  enter  without  obser- 
vation. Forgetting  his  incognito  for  a  moment,  the  Presi- 
dent called  out,  "  O  Schurz  ?  " 

The  man  leaped  wildly  into  the  air,  shuddered,  grimaced, 
and  shouting  "No  vacancies,"  disappeared  madly  down  the 
corridor. 

"  Poor  Carl !  "  said  the  President.  "  Well,  I  won't  dis- 
turb him.  But  why,  after  all,  is  he  so  incensed  at  office- 
seekers  —  he  who  has  sought  office  all  his  life  ?  " 

Communing  thus,  the  President  went  from  office  to  office, 
from  bureau  to  bureau,  but  always  with  the  same  result. 
There  was  no  complaint,  no  approbation;  the  cold  indiffer- 
ence of  a  vast  piece  of  complicated  machinery  seemed  to  con- 
trol the  entire  building,  until  an  unlooked-for  event  gave 
the  President  an  opportunity  to  exercise  his  generous,  just, 
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and  chivalrous  Persian  instincts.  Passing  through  the  ante 
room,  he  saw  a  very  pretty  girl  drying  her  wet  eyes  in  the 
corner.  Struck  by  her  grief  and  her  beauty,  the  President 
approached  her  with  a  mingled  fatherly  kindness  and  magis- 
terial condescension,  and  begged  to  know  the  reason  of  her 
distress. 

"  I  have  just  been  dismissed  from  the  service,"  she  said, 
with  a  heart-broken  sob. 

"  And  why,  my  dear  ?  " 

"  Because  my  second  cousin  is  carpenter  in  the  navy  yard 
at  Mare  Island." 

"  Have  you  spoken  to  the  President  ?  " 

"  The  President !  "  she  exclaimed,  with  a  sudden  straight- 
ening of  her  pretty  brow.  "  The  President  —  why,  it  is  to 
give  one  of  his  friends  from  Ohio  a  place  that  the  Secretary 
hunted  up  this  relationship !  Don't  talk  to  me  about 
Hayes!" 

The  President  pondered.  He  did  remember  his  applica- 
tion. But  here  was  a  chance  to  be  generous  and  just  — 
and  a  man  could  as  well  be  discharged  as  a  woman.  And 
then  he  could  do  it  romantically,  and  after  the  Persian  fash- 
ion. He  could  make  an  appointment  to  meet  her,  have  her 
driven  to  the  White  House,  and  then  reveal  himself  in  all 
his  power  as  a  wise  and  humane  ruler. 

"  Listen,  I  will  speak  to  the  President  for  you,"  he  said, 
taking  her  little  hand. 

"  Oh,  thank  you  ;  you  are  too  kind,"  she  said  gratefully, 
yet  looking  at  him  a  little  curiously. 

"  Hear  me,  my  dear.  To-night  at  eight  o'clock,  be  at 
the  corner  of  Ninth  and  F  Streets.  A  close  carriage  will 
be  in  waiting,  and  the  driver  will  take  you  —  no  matter 
where,  but  -where  possibly  your  wish  may  be  obtained." 

To  the  President's  intense  terror,  the  young  woman  in- 
stantly set  up  an  appalling  scream,  fell  backward  in  her 
chair,  and  began  to  violently  kick  her  heels  against  the  floor. 
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In  an  instant  the  room  was  filled  with  clerks  of  1st,  2d,  3d, 
4th  and  16th  class,  armed  with  erasers  and  headed  hy  the 
tall  form  of  the  Secretary  himself,  brandishing  a  huge  beet 
from  the  Agricultural  Department. 

"There  he  stands,"  screamed  the  indignant  girl;  "look 
at  him,  the  old  reprobate,  the  hoary-headed  villain!" 

"  What  has  he  done  ?  "  said  the  Secretary. 

"  Proposed  to  me  an  infamous  elopement  if  he  could  re- 
instate  me  in  my  place.  Wanted  to  meet  me  in  a  carriage 
after  dark,  and  before  all  these  people,  too !  Oh,  the  shame- 
less rascal ! " 

There  was  an  indignant  outcry  from  the  masculine  clerks, 
a  titter  from  the  females.  Schurz  advanced  flourishing  his 
dreadful  vegetable.  The  President  looked  wildly  round  — 
there  was  but  one  mode  of  escape,  the  window !  It  was 
desperate,  but  he  took  it,  and  —  landed  in  the  middle  of  his 
bed. 

"  The  party  are  waiting  for  you,  Mr.  President,"  said 
the  voice  of  his  secretary  at  his  side. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  President,  rubbing  his  eyes,  "I'm  com- 
ing.    I  see  now.     It  must  have  been  the  seltzer." 
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Some  repairs  were  needed  to  the  engine  when  the  train 
reached  Reno,  and  while  most  of  the  passengers  were  taking 
a  philosophical  view  of  the  delay  and  making  themselves  as 
comfortable  as  possible  in  the  depot,  in  walked  a  native. 
He  was  n't  a  native  Indian  nor  a  native  grizzly,  but  a  native 
Nevadian,  and  he  was  rigged  out  in  imperial  style.  He 
wore  a  bearskin  coat  and  cap,  buckskin  leggings  and  mocca- 
sins, and  in  his  belt  was  a  big  knife  and  two  revolvers. 
There  was  lightning  in  his  eye,  destruction  in  his  walk,  and 
as  he  sauntered  up  to  the  red-hot  stove  and  scattered  to- 
bacco juice  over  it,  a  dozen  passengers  looked  pale  with 
iear.  Among  the  travelers  was  a  car  painter  from  Jersey 
City,  and  after  surveying  the  native  for  a  moment,  he 
coolly  inquired :  — 

"  Are  n't  you  afraid  you  '11  fall  down  and  hurt  yourself 
with  those  weapons  ?  " 

"  W — what !  "  gasped  the  native  in  astonishment. 

"  I  suppose  they  sell  such  outfits  as  you  've  got  on  at 
auction  out  here,  don't  they  ?  "  continued  the  painter. 

"W — what  d'ye  mean  —  who  are  ye?"  whispered  the 
dative,  as  he  walked  around  the  stove  and  put  on  a  terrible 
look. 

"My  name  is  Logwood,"  was  the  calm  reply;  "and  I 
mean  that  if  I  were  you  I  'd  crawl  out  of  those  old  duds  and 
put  on  some  decent  clothes  ! " 

"  Don't  talk  to  me  that  way,  or  you  won't  live  a  minit !  " 
exclaimed  the  native  as  he  hopped  around.  "  Why,  you 
homesick  coyote.  I  am  Grizzly  Dan,  the  heaviest  Indian 
lighter  in  the  world.      I  was  the  first  white  man  to  scout  for 
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General  Crook !  I  was  the  first  white  man  in  the  Black 
Hills  !     I  was  the  first  white  man  among  the  Modocs  ! " 

"  I  don't  believe  it,"  flatly  replied  the  painter.  "  You 
look  more  like  the  first  man  down  to  the  dinner  table ! " 

The  native  drew  his  knife,  put  it  back  again,  looked 
around,  and  then  softly  said  :  — 

"  Stranger,  will  ye  come  over  behind  the  ridge,  and  shoot 
and  slash  until  this  thing  is  settled  ?  " 

"  You  bet  I  will !  "  replied  the  man  from  Jersey,  as  he 
rose  to  his  feet.  "  Just  pace  right  out  and  I  '11  follow 
you ! " 

Every  man  in  the  room  jumped  to  his  feet  in  wild  ex- 
citement. The  native  started  for  the  back  door,  but  when 
he  found  the  car  painter  at  his  heels  with  a  six-barreled  Colt 
in  his  hands,  he  halted  and  said :  — 

"Friend,  come  to  think  about  it,  I  don't  want  to  kill  you, 
and  have  your  widow  come  on  me  for  damages  !  " 

"Go  right  ahead — I'm  not  a  married  man,"  replied 
the  painter. 

"  But  you  7ve  got  relatives,  and  I  don't  want  no  lawsuits 
to  bother  me  just  as  spring  is  coming." 

"I'm  an  orphan,  without  a  relative  in  the  world ! " 
shouted  the  Jerseyite. 

"  Well,  the  law  would  make  me  bury  you',  and  it  would 
be  a  week's  work  to  dig  a  grave  at  this  season  of  the  year. 
I  think  I  '11  break  a  rib  or  two  for  you,  smash  your  nose, 
gouge  out  your  left  eye,  and  let  you  go  at  that !  " 

"  That  suits  me  to  a  dot,"  said  the  painter.  "  Gentle- 
men, please  stand  back,  and  some  of  you  shut  the  door  to 
the  ladies'  room." 

"  I  was  the  first  man  to  attack  a  grizzly  bear  with  a 
bowie-knife,"  remarked  the  native  as  he  looked  around.  "  I 
was  the  first  man  to  discover  silver  in  Nevada.  I  made 
the  first  scout  up  Powder  River.  I  was  the  first  man  to 
make  hunting-shirts  out  of  the  skin  of  Pawnee  Indians.     I 
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don't  want  to  hurt  this  man,  as  he  looks  kinder  sad  and 
down-hearted,  hut  he  must  apologize  to  me." 

"I  won't  do  it,"  cried  the  painter. 

"  Gentlemen,  I  never  fight  without  taking  off  my  coat, 
and  I  don't  see  any  man  here  to  hang  it  on,"  said  the 
native. 

"I'll  hold  it,"  shouted  a  dozen  voices  in  chorus. 

"And  another  thing,"  softly  continued  the  native,  "I 
never  fight  in  a  hot  room.  I  used  to  do  it  years  ago,  hut 
I  found  it  was  running  me  into  consumption.  I  always  do 
my  fighting  out  of  doors  now." 

"  I  '11  go  out  with  you,  you  old  rahhit-killer ! "  exclaimed 
the  painter,  who  had  his  coat  off. 

"  That  *s  another  deadly  insult,  to  be  wiped  out  in  blood, 
and  I  see  I  must  finish  you.  I  never  fight  around  a  depot, 
though.  I  go  out  on  a  prairie,  where  there  is  a  chance  to 
throw  myself." 

"  Where 's  your  prairie  ?  —  lead  the  way !  "  howled  the 
crowd. 

"  It  would  n't  do  any  good,"  replied  the  native,  as  he 
leaned  against  the  wall.  "I  always  hold  a  $10  gold- piece 
in  my  mouth  when  I  fight,  and  I  have  n't  got  one  to-day  — 
in  fact,  I  'm  dead  broke." 

"  Here 's  a  gold-piece !  "  called  a  tall  man,  holding  up  the 
metal. 

"  I  'm  a  thousand  times  obleeged,"  mournfully  replied  the 
native,  shaking  his  head.  "  I  never  go  into  a  fight  without 
putting  red  paint  on  my  left  ear  for  luck ;  and  I  have  n't 
any  red  paint  by  me,  and  there  isn't  a  bit  in  Reno." 

"  Are  —  you  —  going  —  to  —  fight  ?  "  demanded  the  car 
painter,  reaching  out  for  the  bearskin  cap. 

"  I  took  a  solemn  oath  when  a  boy  never  to  fight  without 
painting  my  left  ear,"  protested  the  Indian  killer.  "  You 
would  n't  want  me  to  go  back  on  my  solemn  oath,  would 
you?" 
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"  You  're  a  cabbage,  a  squasb,  a  pumpkin,  dressed  up  in 
leggings  !  "  contemptuously  remarked  the  car  painter,  as  he 
put  on  his  coat. 

"  Yes,  he 's  a  great  coward,"  remarked  several  others  as 
they  turned  away. 

"I'll  give  $10,000  for  ten  drops  of  red  paint,"  shrieked 
the  native.  "  Oh  !  Why  is  it  that  I  have  no  red  paint  for 
my  ear  when  there  is  such  a  chance  to  get  in  and  kill  ?  " 

A  big  blacksmith  from  Illinois  took  him  by  the  neck  and 
ran  him  out,  and  he  was  seen  no  more  for  an  hour.  Just  before 
the  train  started,  and  after  all  the  passengers  had  taken 
seats,  the  "  first  man "  was  seen  on  the  platform.  He  had 
another  bowie  knife,  and  had  also  put  a  tomahawk  in  his 
belt.  There  was  red  paint  on  his  left  ear,  his  eyes  rolled, 
and  in  a  terrible  voice  he  called  out :  — 

"  Where  is  that  man  Logwood  ?  Let  him  come  out  here 
and  meet  his  doom ! " 

"  Is  that  you  ?  Count  me  in !  "  replied  the  car  painter, 
as  he  opened  a  window.  He  rushed  for  the  door,  leaped 
down,  and  was  pulling  off  his  overcoat  again,  when  the 
native  began  to  retreat,  calling  out :  — 

"  I  '11  get  my  hair  cut  and  be  back  in  seventeen  seconds. 
I  never  fight  with  long  hair.  I  promised  my  dying  mother 
not  to." 

When  the  train  rolled  away,  he  was  seen  flourishing  his 
tomahawk  around  his  head  in  the  wildest  manner. 
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What  the  Colonel's  business  was  nobody  knew,  not  did 
anybody  care,  particularly.  He  purchased  for  cash  only, 
and  he  never  grumbled  at  the  price  of  anything  he  wanted ; 
who  could  ask  more  than  that  ? 

Curious  people  occasionally  wondered  how,  when  it  had 
been  fully  two  years  since  the  Colonel,  with  every  one  else, 
had  abandoned  Dutch  Creek  to  the  Chinese,  he  managed  to 
spend  money  freely  and  to  lose  considerable  at  cards  and 
horse  races.  In  fact,  the  keeper  of  that  one  of  the  two 
Challenge  Hill  saloons  which  the  Colonel  did  not  patronize, 
was  once  heard  to  absent-mindedly  wonder  whether  the- 
Colonel  had  n't  a  money-mill  somewhere  where  he  turned 
out  double  eagles  and  "slugs"  (the  Coast  name  for  fifty- 
dollar  gold-pieces). 

When  so  important  a  personage  as  a  barkeeper  indulged 
publicly  in  an  idea,  the  inhabitants  of  Challenge  Hill,  like 
good  Californians  everywhere,  considered  themselves  in  duty 
bound  to  give  it  grave  consideration ;  so  for  a  few  days  cer- 
tain industrious  professional  gentlemen,  who  won  money  of 
the  Colonel,  carefully  weighed  some  of  the  brightest  pieces, 
and  tried  them  with  acids,  and  tested  them,  and  sawed  them 
up,  and  had  the  lumps  assayed.  The  result  was  a  complete 
vindication  of  the  Colonel,  and  a  loss  of  considerable  cus- 
tom to  the  indiscreet  barkeeper.     _ 

The  Colonel  was  as  good-natured  a  man  as  had  ever  been 
know  at  Challenge  Hill,  but,  being  mortal,  the  Colonel  had 
his  occasional  times  of  despondency,  and  one  of  them  oc- 
curred after  a  series  of  races  in  which  he  had  staked  his  all 
on  his  own  bay  mare  Tipsie,  and  had  lost. 
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Looking  reproachfully  at  his  beloved  animal,  he  failed  to 
heed  the  aching  void  of  his  pockets ;  and  drinking  deeply, 
swearing  eloquently,  and  glaring  defiantly  at  all  mankind 
were  equally  unproductive  of  coin. 

The  boys  at  the  saloon  sympathized  most  feelingly  with  the 
Colonel;  they  were  unceasing  in  their  invitations  to  drink, 
and  they  even  exhibited  considerable  Christian  forbearance 
when  the  Colonel  savagely  dissented  with  every  one  who 
advanced  any  proposition,  no  matter  how  incontrovertible. 

But  unappreciated  sympathy  grows  decidedly  tiresome  to 
the  giver,  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of  relief  that  the  boys 
saw  the  Colonel  stride  out  of  the  saloon,  mount  Tipsie,  and 
gallop  furiously  away. 

Riding  on  horseback  has  always  been  considered  an  ex- 
cellent sort  of  exercise,  and  fast  riding  is  universally  ad- 
mitted to  be  one  of  the  most  healthful  and  delightful  means 
of  exhilaration  in  the  world. 

But  when  a  man  is  so  absorbed  in  his  exercise  that  he 
will  not  stop  to  speak  to  a  friend,  and  when  his  exhilaration 
is  so  complete  that  he  turns  his  eyes  from  well-meaning 
thumbs  pointing  significantly  into  doorways  through  which 
a  man  has  often  passed  while  seeking  bracing  influences,  it 
is  but  natural  that  people  should  express  some  wonder. 

The  Colonel  was  well  known  at  Toddy  Flat,  Lone  Hand, 
Blazers,  Murderer's  Bar,  and  several  other  villages  through 
which  he  passed.  As  no  one  had  been  seen  to  precede  him, 
hetting  men  were  soon  offering  odds  that  the  Colonel  was 
running  away  from  somebody. 

Strictly  speaking,  they  were  wrong ;  but  they  won  all  the 
money  that  had  been  staked  against  them,  for,  within  half 
an  hour's  time,  there  passed  over  the  same  road  an  anxious- 
looking  individual,  who  reined  up  in  front  of  the  principal 
saloon  of  each  place,  and  asked  if  the  Colonel  had  passed. 

Had  the  gallant  Colonel  known  that  he  was  followed,  and 
by  whom,  there  would  have  heen  an  extra  election  held  at 
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the  latter  place  very  shortly  after,  for  the  pursuer  was  the 
constable  of  Challenge  Hill ;  and  for  constables  and  all  offi- 
cers of  the  law  the  Colonel  possessed  hatred  of  unspeakable 
intensity. 

On  galloped  the  Colonel,  following  the  stage  road,  which 
threaded  the  old  mining-camps  on  Duck  Creek ;  but  sud- 
denly he  turned  abruptly  out  of  the  road  and  urged  his 
horse  through  the  young  pines  and  bushes,  which  grew 
thickly  by  the  road,  while  the  constable  galloped  rapidly  on 
to  the  next  camp. 

There  seemed  to  be  no  path  through  the  thicket  into 
which  the  Colonel  had  turned,  but  Tipsie  waled  between 
the  trees  and  shrubs  as  if  they  were  the  familiar  objects  of 
her  own  stable-yard.  Suddenly  a  voice  from  the  bushes 
shouted :  — 

"What 'sup?" 

"Business  —  that's  what,"  replied  the  Colonel. 

"  It 's  time,"  replied  the  voice ;  and  its  owner  — a  bearded 
six-footer — emerged  from  the  bushes,  and  stroked  Tipsie's 
nose  with  the  freedom  of  an  old  acquaintance.  "  We  ain't 
had  a  nip  since  last  night,  and  thar  ain't  a  cracker  or  a 
handful  of  flour  in  the  shanty.    The  old  gal  go  back  on  yer  ?  " 

"  Yes, "  replied  the  Colonel  ruefully ;  "  lost  every  blarsted 
race.  'T  was  n't  her  fault  —  bless  her  —  she  done  her  level 
best.     Ev'rybody  to  home  ?  " 

"  You  bet,"  said  the  man.  "  All  been  a-prayin'  for  yer 
to  turn  up  with  the  rocks,  an'  somethin'  with  more  color 
than  spring  water.      Come  on." 

The  man  led  the  way,  and  Tipsie  and  the  Colonel  fol- 
lowed, and  the  trio  suddenly  found  themselves  before  a 
small  log  hut,  but  in  front  of  which  sat  three  solemn,  dis- 
consolate individuals,  who  looked  appealingly  to  the  Colo- 
nel. 

"  Mac  '11  tell  yer  how  't  was,  fellers,"  said  the  Colonel 
meekly,  "  while  I  picket  the  mare." 
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The  Colonel  was  absent  tut  a  very  few  moments,  but 
when  he  returned  each  of  the  four  was  attired  in  pistols 
and  knife,  while  Mac  was  distributing  some  dominos,  made 
from  a  rather  dirty  flour-bag. 

"'T  ain't  so  late  ez  all  that,  is  it?"  inquired  the  Colo- 
nel. 

"  Better  be  an  hour  ahead  than  miss  it  this  'ere  night," 
said  one  of  the  four.  "I  ain't  been  so  thirsty  since  I 
come  round  the  Horn  in  '50,  an'  we  run  short  of  water. 
Somebody  'II  get  hurt  if  ther  ain't  any  bitters  on  the  old 
concern  —  they  will,  or  my  name  ain't  Perkins." 

"  Don't  count  on  your  chickens  'fore  they  're  hatched, 
Perky,"  said  one  of  the  party,  as  he  adjusted  the  domino 
■under  the  rim  of  his  hat.  "  S'posin,  there  shud  be  too 
many  for  us  ?  " 

"  Stiddy,  stiddy,  Cranks,"  remonstrated  the  Colonel. 
''Nobody  ever  gets  along  ef  they  'low  'emselves  to  be 
skeered." 

"  Pact,"  chimed  in  the  smallest  and  thinnest  man  in  the 
party.  "  The  Bible  says  somethin'  mighty  hot  'bout  that : 
I  disremember  adzackly  how  it  goes ;  but  I  've  heerd  Parson 
Buzzy,  down  in  Maine,  preach  a  rippin'  old  sermon  many 
a  time.  The  old  man  never  thort  what  a  comfort  them  ser- 
mons wuz  a-goin'  to  be  to  a  road  agent,  though.  That  time 
we  stopped  Slim  Mike's  stage,  and  he  did  n't  hev  no  more 
manners  than  to  draw  on  me,  them  sermons  wuz  a  perfect 
blessing  to  me  —  the  thought  of  'em  cleared  my  head  as 
quick  as  a  cocktail.     An'  —  " 

"I  don't  want  to  dispute  Logroller's  pious  strain,"  inter- 
rupted the  Colonel ;  "  but  ez  it 's  Old  Black  that 's  drivin' 
to-day  instead  of  Slim  Mike,  an'  ez  Old  Black  allers  makes 
his  time,  had  n't  we  better  vamoose  ?  " 

The  door  of  the  shanty  was  hastily  closed,  and  the  men 
filed  through  the  thicket  until  near  the  road,  when  they 
marched  rapidly  on  in  parallel  lines  with  it.     After  about 
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half  an  hour,  Perkins,  who  was  leading,  halted  and  wiped 
his  perspiring  brow  with  his  shirt-sleeve. 

"  Fur  enough  from  home  now,"  said  he.  "  'T  aint  no 
use  bein'  a  gentleman  ef  yer  have  to  work  too  hard." 

"Safe  enough,  I  reckon,"  replied  the  Colonel.  "We'll 
do  the  usual ;  I  '11  halt  'em,  Logroller  'tends  to  the  driver, 
Cranks  takes  the  boot,  an'  Mac  an'  Perk  takes  right  an'  left. 
An'  —  I  know  it 's  tough  —  but  considerin'  how  everlastin' 
eternally  hard-up  we  are,  I  reckon  we  '11  have  to  ask  contribu- 
tions from  the  ladies,  too,  ef  thar  's  any  aboard  —  eh,  boys  ?  " 

"  Reckon  so,"  replied  Logroller,  with  a  chuckle  that 
seemed  to  inspire  even  his  black  domino  with  a  merry 
wrinkle  or  two.  "  What 's  the  use  of  woman's  rights  ef 
they  don't  ever  have  a  chance  of  exercisin'  'em  ?  Hevin' 
their  purses  borrowed  'ud  show  'em  the  hull  doctrine  in  a 
bran-new  light." 

"  Come,  come,  old  boys,"  interposed  the  Colonel,  "  that 's 
the  crack  of  Old  Black's  whip !  Pick  yer  bushes  —  quick! 
All  jump  when  I  whistle  !  " 

Each  man  secreted  himself  near  the  roadside.  The  stage 
came  swinging  along  handsomely ;  the  insides  were  laugh- 
ing heartily  about  something ;  and  Old  Black  was  just  giv- 
ing a  delicate  touch  to  the  flank  of  the  off  leader,  when  the 
Colonel  gave  a  shrill,  quick  whistle,  and  five  men  sprang 
into  the  road. 

The  horses  stopped  as  suddenly  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of 
common  occurrence.  Old  Black  dropped  the  reins,  crossed 
his  legs,  and  stared  into  the  sky,  and  the  passengers  all  put 
out  their  heads  with  a  rapidity  equaled  only  by  that  with 
which  they  withdrew  them  as  they  saw  the  dominos  and 
revolvers  of  the  road  agents. 

"Seems  to  be  something  the  matter,  gentlemen,"  said 
the  Colonel  blandly,  as  he  opened  the  door.  "  Won't  you 
please  get  out?  Don't  you  trouble  yourself  to  draw,  'cos 
my  friend  here 's  got  his  w.eapon  cocked,  an'  his  fingers  is 
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rather  nervous.  Ain't  got  a  handkerchief,  hev  yer  ?  "  asked 
he  of  the  first  passenger  who  descended  from  the  stage. 
"  Hev  ?  Well,  now,  that 's  lucky.  Just  put  yer  hands 
behind  you,  please,  —  so,  —  that 's  it."  And  the  unfortu- 
nate man  was  securely  bound  in  an  instant. 

The  remaining  passengers  were  treated  with  similar  cour- 
tesy, and  the  Colonel  and  his  friends  examined  the  pockets 
of  the  captives.  Old  Black  remained  unmolested,  for  who 
ever  heard  of  a  stage-driver  having  money  ? 

"  Boys,"  said  the  Colonel,  calling  his  brother  agents  aside, 
and  comparing  receipts,  "  't  aint  much  of  a  haul;  but  there  ;s 
only  one  woman,  an'  she 's  old  enough  to  be  a  feller's  grand- 
mother.    Better  let  her  alone,  eh  ?  " 

"  Like  enough  she  '11  pan  out  more  'n  all  the  rest  of  the 
stage  put  together,"  growled  Cranks,  carefully  testing  the 
thickness  of  the  case  of  a  gold  watch.  "Just  like  the  low- 
lived deceitfulness  of  some  folks  to  hire  an  old  woman  to 
carry  their  money,  so  it  'd  go  safer.  Maybe  what  she  's  got 
ain't  nothin'  to  some  folks  that  's  got  hosses  that  kin  win 
money  at  races,  but  —  " 

The  Colonel  abruptly  ended  the  conversation  and  ap- 
proached the  stage.  He  was  very  chivalrous,  but  Cranks's 
sarcastic  reference  to  Tipsie  needed  avenging,  and  as  he  could 
not,  consistently  with  business  arrangements,  put  an  end  to 
Cranks,  the  old  lady  would  have  to  suffer. 

"  I  beg  your  pardin,  ma'am,"  said  the  Colonel,  raising  his 
hat  politely  with  one  hand  while  he  opened  the  coach  door 
with  the  other,  "but  we  're  takin'  up  a  collection  for-some 
deservin'  object.  We  wuz  a-goin'  to  make  the  gentlemen 
fork  over  the  full  amount,  but  ez  they  ain't  got  enough, 
we  will  hev  to  bother  you." 

The  old  lady  trembled,  felt  for  her  pocketbook,  raised 
her  veil.  The  Colonel  looked  into  her  face,  slammed  the 
stage  door,  and  sitting  on  the  hub  of  one  of  the  wheels, 
stared  vacantly  into  space. 
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"  Nothin'  ?  "  queried  Perkins  in  a  whisper,  and  with  a 
face  full  of  genuine  sympathy. 

"  No  —  yes,"  said  the  Colonel  dreamily.  "  That  is,  untie 
''em  and  let  the  stage  go  ahead,"  he  continued,  springing 
to  his  feet.  "  I  '11  hurry  back  to  the  cabin."  And  the 
Colonel  dashed  into  the  bushes  and  left  his  followers  so 
paralyzed  that  Old  Black  afterward  remarked  that  "  ef 
there  'd  been  anybody  to  the  hosses  he  could  hev  cleaned 
the  hull  crowd  with  his  whip." 

The  passengers,  now  relieved  of  their  weapons,  were 
unbound,  allowed  to  enter  the  stage,  and  the  door  was 
slammed,  upon  which  Old  Black  picked  up  his  reins  as 
coolly  as  if  he  had  laid  them  down  at  a  station  while  the 
horses  were  being  changed  ;  then  he  cracked  his  whip  and 
the  stage  rolled  off,  while  the  Colonel's  party  hastened  back 
to  their  hut,  fondly  inspecting  as  they  went  certain  flasks 
they  had  obtained  while  transacting  their  business  with  the 
occupants  of  the  stage.  ' 

Great  was  the  surprise  of  the  road  agents  as  they  entered 
their  hut,  for  there  stood  the  Colonel  in  a  clean  white  shirt, 
and  in  a  suit  of  clothing  made  from  the  limited,  spare  ward- 
robes of  the  other  members  of  the  gang. 

But  the  suspicious  Cranks  speedily  subordinated  his  won- 
der to  his  prudence,  as,  laying  on  the  table  a  watch,  two 
pistols,  a  pocketbook,  and  a  heavy  purse,  he  exclaimed  :  — 

"  Come,  Colonel,  business  before  pleasure ;  let 's  divide 
an'  scatter.  Ef  anybody  should  hear  about  this  robbery,  an' 
find  our  trail,  an'  ketch  the  traps  in  our  possession,  they 
might  —  " 

"  Divide  yerselves,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  abruptness 
and  a  great  oath  ;  "  I  don't  want  none  of  "it." 

"  Colonel,"  said  Perkins,  removing  his  own  domino  and 
looking  anxiously  into  the  leader's  face,  "  be  you  sick  ? 
Here 's  some  bully  brandy  which  I  found  in  one  of  the  pas- 
sengers' pockets." 
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"  I  hain't  nothin',"  replied  the  Colonel,  with  averted 
eyes.  "  I  'm  a-goin',  and  I  'm  a-retirin'  from  this  business, 
forever." 

"  Ain't  a-goin'  to  turn  evidence  ?  "  cried  Cranks,  grasp- 
ing the  pistol  on  the  table. 

"  I  'in  a-goin'  to  make  a  lead  mine  of  you  ef  you  don't 
take  that  back ! "  roared  the  Colonel,  with  a  bound  which 
caused  Cranks  to  drop  the  pistol  and  retire  precipitately, 
apologizing  as  he  went.  "  I  'm  a-goin'  to  'tend  to  my  own 
business,  an'  that 's  enough  to  keep  any  man  bizzy.  Some- 
body lend  me  fifty  dollars  till  I  see  him  ag'in." 

Perkins  pressed  the  money  into  the  Colonel's  hand,  and 
within  two  minutes  the  Colonel  was  on  Tipsie's  back  and 
had  galloped  off  in  the  direction  the  stage  had  taken. 

He  overtook  it,  he  passed  it,  and  still  he  galloped  on. 

The  people  at  Mud  Gulch  knew  the  Colonel  well,  and 
made  a  rule  never  to  be  astonished  at  anything  he  did ;  but 
they  made  an  exception  to  the  rule  when  the  Colonel  can- 
vassed the  principal  barrooms  for  men  who  wished  to  pur- 
chase a  horse;  and  when  a  gambler  who  was  flush  obtained 
Tipsie  for  twenty  slugs, — only  a  thousand  dollars,  when  the 
Colonel  had  always  said  that  there  was  n't  gold  enough  on 
top  of  ground  to  buy  her,  —  Mud  Gulch  experienced  a  de- 
cided sensation. 

One  or  two  enterprising  persons  soon  discovered  that  the 
Colonel  was  not  in  a  communicative  mood  ;  so  every  one 
retired  to  his  favorite  saloon  to  bet  according  to  his  own 
opinion  of  the  Colonel's  motives  and  actions. 

But  when  the  Colonel,  after  remaining  in  a  barber  shop 
for  half  an  hour,  emerged  with  his  face  clean-shaved  and  hair 
neatly  trimmed  and  parted,  betting  was  so  wild  that  a  cool- 
headed  sporting  man  speedily  made  a  fortune  by  betting 
against  every  theory  that  was  advanced. 

Then  the  Colonel  made  a  tour  of  the  stores  and  fitted  him- 
self with  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  carefully  eschewing  all  of  the 
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generous  patterns  and  pronounced  colors  so  dear  to  the  aver- 
age miner.  He  bought  a  new  hat,  and  put  on  a  pair  of 
boots,  and  pruned  his  finger  nails,  and,  stranger  than  all,  he 
mildly  declined  all  invitations  to  drink. 

As  the  Colonel  stood  in  the  door  of  the  principal  saloon 
■where  the  stage  always  stopped,  the  Challenge  Hill  constable 
was  seen  to  approach  the  Colonel  and  tap  him  on  the 
shoulder,  upon  which  all  men  who  bet  that  the  Colonel  was 
dodging  somebody  claimed  the  stakes.  But  those  who 
stood  near  the  Colonel  heard  the  constable  say  :  — 

"  Colonel,  I  take  it  all  back.  When  I  seed  you  get  out 
of  Challenge  Hill  it  come  to  me  that  you  might  be  in  the 
road-agent  business,  so  I  follered  you  —  duty,  you  know. 
But  when  I  seed  you  sell  Tipsie  I  knew  I  was  on  the  wrong 
trail.  I  would  n't  suspect  you  now  if  all  the  stages  in  the 
State  wuz  robbed ;  and  I  '11  give  you  satisfaction  any  way 
you  want  it." 

"  It 's  all  right,"  said  the  Colonel,  with  a  smile. 

The  constable  afterward  said  that  nobody  had  any  idea 
of  how  curiously  the  Colonel  smiled  when  his  beard  was  off. 

Suddenly  the  stage  pulled  up  at  the  door  with  a  crash, 
and  the  male  passengers  hurried  into  the  saloon  in  a  state 
of  utter  indignation  and  impecuniosity. 

The  story  pf  the  robbery  attracted  everybody,  and  during 
the  excitement  the  Colonel  quietly  slipped  out  and  opened 
the  door  of  the  stage.     The  old  lady  started,  and  cried : 

"  George !  " 

And  the  Colonel  jumped  into  the  stage  and  put  his  arms 
tenderly  around  the  trembling  form  of  the  old  lady,  exclaim- 
ing:  — 

"  Mother ! " 
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He  was  also  a  Pioneer.  A  party  who  broke  through  the 
snows  of  the  winter  of  '  51,  and  came  upon  the  triangular 
little  valley  afterwards  known  as  La  Porte,  found  him  the 
sole  inhabitant.  He  had  subsisted  for  three  months  on  two 
biscuits  a  day  and  a  few  inches  of  bacon,  in  a  hut  made  of 
bark  and  brushwood.  Yet,  when  the  explorers  found  him, 
he  was  quite  alert,  hopeful,  and  gentlemanly.  But  I  cheer- 
fully make  way  here  for  the  terser  narrative  of  Captain 
Henry  Symes,  commanding  the  prospecting  party  :  — 

"We  kem  upon  him,  gentlemen,  suddent-like,  jest  abreast 
of  a  rock  like  this"  —  demonstrating  the  distance  —  "ez 
near  ez  you  be.  He  sees  us,  and  he  dives  into  his  cabin 
and  comes  out  ag'in  with  a  tall  hat,  —  a  stovepipe,  gentle- 
men, —  and,  blank  me  !  gloves  !  He  was  a  tall,  thin  feller, 
holler  in  the  cheek, — ez  might  be,  —  and  off  color  in  his 
face,  ez  was  nat'ral,  takin'  in  account  his  starvation  grub. 
But  he  lifts  his  hat  to  us,  so,  and  sez  he,  '  Happy  to  make 
your  acquaintance,  gentlemen !  I  'm  afraid  you  exper- 
ienced some  difficulty  in  getting  here.  Take  a  cigyar.' 
And  he  pulls  out  a  fancy  cigar-case  with  two  real  Havanas 
in  it.      '  I  wish  there  was  more,'  sez  he. 

"  '  Ye  don  't  smoke  yourself  ?  '  sez  I. 

"  '  Seldom, '  sez  he  ;  which  was  a  lie,  for  that  very  arter- 
noon  I  seed  him  hangin'  ontu  a  short  pipe  like  a  suckin' 
baby  ontu  a  bottle.  '  I  kept  these  cigyars  for  any  gentle- 
man that  might  drop  in.' 

" '  I  reckon  ye  see  a  great  deal  o'  the  best  society  yer,' 
sez  Bill  Parker,  starin'  at  the  hat  and  gloves  and  winkin' 
at  the  boys. 
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"' A  few  Ind-i-ans  occasionally,'  sez  he. 

"  '  Injins ! '  sez  we. 

"  '  Yes.  Very  quiet  good  fellows  in  their  way.  They 
have  once  or  twice  brought  me  game,  which  I  refused,  as 
the  poor  fellows  have  had  a  pretty  hard  time  of  it  them- 
selves.' 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  we  was,  ez  you  know,  rather  quiet 
men  —  rather  peaceable  men  ;  but  —  hevin'  been  shot  at 
three  times  by  these  yar  '  good '  Injins,  and  Parker  hisself 
havin'  a  matter  o'  three  inches  of  his  own  skelp  lying  loose 
in  their  hands  and  he  walkin'  round  wearin'  green  leaves 
on  his  head  like  a  Roman  statoo  —  it  did  kinder  seem  ez 
if  this  yer  stranger  was  playin'  it  rather  low  down  on  the 
boys.  Bill  Parker  gets  up  and  takes  a  survey  o'  him,  and 
sez  he,  peaceful-like  — 

" '  Ye  say  these  yer  Injins  —  these  yer  quiet  Injins  — 
offered  yer  game  ?  ' 

"  '  They  did ! '  sez  he. 

"  '  And  you  refoosed  ?  ' 

"  '  I  did,'  sez  he. 

" '  Must  hev  made  'em  feel  kinder  bad  —  sorter  tortered 
their  sensitiv'  naters  ? '  sez  Bill. 

" '  They  really  seemed  quite  disappointed.' 

"  '  In  course,'  sez  Bill.    '  And  now  mout  I  ask  who  you  be  ? ' 

"  '  Excuse  me,'  says  the  stranger ;  and.  darn  my  skin  !  if 
he  does  n't  hist  out  a  keerd-case,  and,  handin'  it  over  to 
Bill,  sez,  '  Here  's  my  kyard.' 

"Bill  took  it  and  read  out  aloud,  'J.  Trott,  Kentucky.' 

"  '  It 's  a  pooty  keerd,'  sez  Bill. 

"  'I  'm  glad  you  like  it,'  says  the  stranger. 

"  •  I  reckon  the  other  fifty-one  of  the  deck  ez  as  pooty  — 
all  of  'em  Jacks  and  left  bowers,'  sez  Bill. 

"  The  stranger  sez  nothin ',  but  kinder  draws  back  from 
Bill ;  but  Bill  ups  and  sez  — 

"  '  Wot  is  your  little  game,  Mister  J.  Trott,  of  Kentucky  V 
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"  '  I  don 't  think  I  quite  understand  you,'  sez  the  stranger, 
a  holler  fire  comin '  intu  his  cheeks  like  ez  if  they  was  the 
bowl  of  a  pipe. 

"  '  Wot 's  this  yer  kid-glove  business  ?  —  this  yer  tall  hat 
paradin'? — this  yer  circus  foolin' ?  Wot's  it  all  about? 
Who  are  ye,  anyway  ?  ' 

"  The  stranger  stands  up,  and  sez  he,  '  Ez  I  don't  quarrel 
with  guests  on  my  own  land,'  sez  he,  '  I  think  you  '11  allow 
I  'm  — a  gentleman  ! '  sez  he. 

"  With  that  he  takes  off  his  tall  hat  and  makes  a  low 
bow,  so,  and  turns  away  —  like  this ;  but  Bill  lites  out  of  a 
suddent  with  his  right  foot  and  drives  his  No.  10  boot  clean 
through  the  crown  of  that  tall  hat  like  one  o'  them  circus 
hoops. 

"  That 's  about  ez  fur  ez  I  remember.  Gentlemen  !  thar 
wa'n't  but  one  man  o'  that  hull  crowd  ez  could  actooally 
swear  what  happened  next,  and  that  man  never  told.  For 
a  kind  o'  whirlwind  jest  then  took  place  in  that  valley.  I 
disremember  anythin'  but  dust  and  bustlin'.  Thar  was  n't 
no  yellin',  thar  wasn't  no  shootin'.  It  was  one  o'  them 
suddent  things  that  left  even  a  six-shooter  out  in  the  cold. 
When  I  kem  to  in  the  chapparel  —  bein'  oncomfortable  like 
from  hevin  '  only  half  a  shirt  on  —  I  found  nigh  on  three 
pounds  o'  gravel  and  stones  in  ray  pockets  and  a  stiffness 
in  my  ha'r.  I  looks  up  and  sees  Bill  hangin'  in  the  forks 
of  a  hickory  saplin'  twenty  feet  above  me. 

" '  Cap,'  sez  he,  in  an  inquirin'  way,  '  hez  the  tornado 
passed  ? ' 

"  '  Which  ?  '  sez  I. 

"  '  This  yer  elemental  disturbance  —  is  it  over  ?  ' 

"  '  I  reckon,'  sez  I. 

"  'Because,'  sez  he,  'afore  this  yer  electrical  phenomenon 
took  place  I  hed  a  slight  misunderstanding  with  a  stranger, 
and  I  'd  like  to  apologize  ! ' 

'  'And  with  that  he  climbs  down,  peaceful-like,  and  goes  into 
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the  shanty,  and  comes  out,  hand  in  hand  with  that  stranger, 
smilin'  like  an  infant.  And  that 's  the  first  time,  I  reckon, 
we  knbw'd  anythin'  ahout  the  gentleman  of  La  Porte." 

It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  the  above  incidents 
are  slightly  exaggerated  in  narration,  and  the  cautious  reader 
will  do  well  to  accept  with  some  reservation  the  particular 
phenomenon  alluded  to  by  the  Captain.  But  the  fact  re- 
mains that  the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte  was  allowed  an  eccen- 
tricity and  enjoyed  an  immunity  from  contemporaneous 
criticism  only  to  be  attributed  to  his  personal  prowess.  In- 
deed, this  was  once  publicly  expressed.  "  It  'pears  to  me," 
said  a  meek  newcomer,  —  who,  on  the  strength  of  his  hav- 
ing received  news  of  the  death  of  a  distant  relative  in  the 
"  States,"  had  mounted  an  exceedingly  large  crape  mourn- 
ing-band on  his  white  felt  hat,  and  was  consequently  obliged 
to  "treat  "  the  crowd  in  the  barroom  of  Parker's  Hotel,  — 
"  it  'pears  to  me,  gentlemen,  that  this  yer  taxin'  the  nat'ral 
expression  of  grief,  and  allowin'  such  festive  exhibitions  as 
yaller  kid  gloves,  on  the  gentleman  on  my  right,  is  sorter 
inconsistent.  I  don't  mind  treatin'  the  crowd,  gentlemen, 
but  this  yer  platform  and  resolutions  don't  seem  to  keep 
step." 

This  appeal  to  the  Demos  of  every  American  crowd,  of 
course,  precluded  any  reply  from  the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte, 
but  left  it  to  the  palpable  chairman  —  the  barkeeper,  Mr. 
William  Parker. 

"Young  man,"  he  replied  severely,  "when'ye  can  wear 
yaller  kids  like  that  maa  and  make  'em  hover  in  the  air 
like  summer  lightnin',  and  strike  in  four  places  to  onct !  — 
then  ye  kin  talk  !  Then  ye  kin  wear  your  shirt  half-masted 
if  ye  like  !  "  A  sentiment  to  which  the  crowd  assenting, 
the  meek  man  paid  for  the  drinks,  and  would  have,  in  ad- 
dition, taken  off  his  mourning-band,  but  was  courteously 
stopped  by  the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte. 
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And  yet,  I  protest,  there  was  little  suggestive  of  this 
baleful  prowess  in  his  face  and  figure.  He  was  loose-jointed 
and  long-limbed,  yet  with  a  certain  mechanical,  slow  rigidity 
of  movement  that  seemed  incompatible  with  alacrity  and 
dexterity.  His  arms  were  unusually  long,  and  his  hands 
hung  with  their  palms  forward.  In  walking  his  feet  "toed 
in,"  suggesting  an  aboriginal  ancestry.  His  face,  as  I  re- 
member it,  was  equally  inoffensive.  Thin  and  melancholy, 
the  rare  smile  that  lit  it  up  was  only  a  courteous  reception 
of  some  attribute  of  humor  in  another  which  he  was  unable 
himself  to  appreciate.  His  straight  black  hair  and  high 
cheek-bones  wo\ild  have  heightened  his  Indian  resemblance  ; 
but  these  were  offset  by  two  most  extraordinary  eyes  that 
were  utterly  at  variance  with  this,  or,  indeed,  any  other, 
suggestion  of  his  features.  They  were  yellowish-blue,  glo- 
bular, arid  placidly  staring.  They  expressed  nothing  that 
the  Gentleman  of  La  Porte  thought  —  nothing  that  he  did  — 
nothing  that  he  might  reasonably  be  expected  to  do.  They 
•were  at  variance  with  his  speech,  his  carriage,  even  his  re- 
markable attire.  More'  than  one  irreverent  critic  had  sug- 
gested that  he  had  probably  lost  his  own  eyes  in  some  fron- 
tier difficulty,  and  had  hurriedly  replaced  them  with  thosp 
of  his  antagonist. 

Had  this  ingenious  hypothesis  reached  the  ears  of  the 
Gentleman,  he  would  probably  have  contented  himself  with 
a  simple  denial  of  the  fact,  overlooking  any  humorous  in- 
congruity of  statement.  For,  as  has  been  already  intimated, 
among  his  other  privileges  he  enjoyed  an  absolute  immunity 
from  any  embarrassing  sense  of  the  ludicrous.  His  deficient 
sense  of  humor  and  habitual  gravity,  in  a  community  whose 
severest  dramatic  episodes  were  mitigated  by  some  humorous 
detail,  and  whose  customary  relaxation  was  the  playing  of 
practical  jokes,  was  marked'  with  a  certain  frankness  that 
was  discomposing.  "  I  think,"  he  remarked  to  a  well-known 
citizen  of  La  Porte,  "  that,  in  alluding  to  the  argumentative 
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character  of  Mr.  William  Peghammer,  you  said  you  had 
found  him  lying  awake  at  night  contradicting  the  '  Katydids.' 
This  he  himself  assures  me  is  not  true,  and  I  may  add  that 
I  passed  the  night  with  him  in  the  woods  without  any  such 
thing  occurring.  You  seem  to  have  lied."  The  severity 
of  this  reception  checked  further  humorous  exhibitions  in 
his  presence.  Indeed,  I  am  not  certain  but  it  invested  him 
with  a  certain  aristocratic  isolation. 

Thus  identified  with  the  earliest  history  of  the  Camp,  Mr. 
Trott  participated  in  its  fortunes  and  shared  its  prosperity. 
As  one  of  the  original  locators  of  the  "Eagle  Mine"  he  en- 
joyed a  certain  income  which  enabled  him  to  live  without 
labor  and  to  freely  indulge  his  few  and  inexpensive  tastes. 
After  his  own  personal  adornment — which  consisted  chiefly 
in  the  daily  wearing  of  spotless  linen  —  he  was  fond  of  giv- 
ing presents.  These  possessed,  perhaps,  a  sentimental  rather 
than  intrinsic  value.  To  an  intimate  friend  he  had  once 
given  a  cane,  the  stick  whereof  was  cut  from  a  wild  grape- 
vine which  grew  above  the  spot  where  the  famous  "Eagle 
lead  "  was  first  discovered  in  La  Porte ;  the  head  originally 
belonged  to  a  cane  presented  to  Mr.  Trott's  father,  and  the 
ferrule  was  made  of  the  last  silver  half-dollar  which  he  had 
brought  to  California.  "And  yet,  do  you  know,"  said  the 
indignant  recipient  of  this  touching  gift,  "I  offered  to  put 
it  down  for  a  five-dollar  ante  last  night  over  at  Robinson's, 
and  the  boys  would  n't  see  it,  and  allowed  I  'd  better  leave 
the  board.  Thar 's  no  appreciation  of  sacred  things  in  this 
yer  Camp." 

It  was  in  this  lush  growth  and  springtime  of  La  Porte 
that  the  Gentleman  was  chosen  Justice  of  the  Peace  by  the 
unanimous  voice  of  his  fellow-citizens.  That  he  should 
have  exercised  his  functions  with  dignity  was  natural ;  that 
he  should  have  shown  a  singular  lenity  in  the  levyings  of 
fines  and  the  infliction  of  penalties  was,  however,  an  unex- 
pected and  discomposing  discovery  to  the  settlement. 
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"  The  law  requires  me,  sir,"  he  would  say  to  some  un- 
mistakable culprit,  "  to-give  you  the  option  of  ten  days' 
imprisonment  or  the  fine  of  ten  dollars.  If  you  have  not 
the  money  with  you,  the  clerk  will  doubtless  advance  it  for 
you."  It  is  needless  to  add  that  the  clerk  invariably 
advanced  the  money,  or  that  when  the  Court  adjourned  the 
Judge  instantly  reimbursed  him.  In  one  instance  only  did 
the  sturdy  culprit  —  either  from  "  pure  cussedness "  or  a 
weaker  desire  to  spare  the  Judge  the  expense  of  his  convic- 
tion —  refuse  to  borrow  the  amount  of  the  fine  from  the 
clerk.  He  was  accordingly  remanded  to  the  County  Jail. 
It  is  related  —  on  tolerably  good  authority  —  that  when 
the  Court  had  adjourned  the  Court  was  seen,  in  spotless 
linen  and  yellow  gloves,  making  in  the  direction  of  the 
County  Jail  —  a  small  adobe  building,  which  also  served  as  a 
Hall  of  Records  ;  that,  after  ostentatiously  consulting  certain 
records,  the  Court  entered  the  Jail  as  if  in  casual  official 
inspection  ;  that,  later  in  the  evening,  the  Deputy  Sheriff 
having  charge  of  the  prisoner  was  dispatched  for  a  bottle  of 
whisky  and  a  pack  of  cards.  But  as  the  story  here  alleges 
that  the  Deputy,  that  evening,  lost  the  amount  of  his  month's 
stipend  and  the  Court  its  entire  yearly  salary  to  the  prisoner, 
in  a  friendly  game  of  "cut-throat  euchre,"  to  relieve  the 
tedium  of  the  prisoner's  confinement,  the  whole  story  has 
been  denied,  as  incompatible  with  Judge  Trott's  dignity, 
though  not  inconsistent  with  his  kindliness  of  nature. 

It  is  certain,  however,  that  his  lenity  would  have  brought 
him  into  disfavor  but  for  a  redeeming  exhibition  of  his  unoffi- 
cial strength.  A  young  and  talented  lawyer  from  Sacra- 
mento had  been  retained  in  some  civil  case  before  Judge 
Trott,  but,  confident  of  his  success  on  appeal  from  this  primi- 
tive tribunal,  he  had  scarcely  concealed  his  contempt  for 
it  in  his  closing  argument.  Judge  Trott,  when  he  had 
finished,  sat  unmoved  save  for  a  slight  coloring  of  his  high 
cheek-bones.     But  here  I  must  again  borrow  the  graphic 
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language  of  a  spectator:  "  When  the  Judge  had  hung  out 
them  air  red  danger  signals  he  sez,  quite  peaceful-like,  to 
that  yer  Sacramento  Shrimp,  sez  he,  '  Young  gentleman,' 
sez  he,  'do  you  know  that  I  could  fine  ye  fifty  dollars  for 
contempt  o'  Court  ?  '  '  And  if  ye  could,'  sez  the  shrimp, 
'peart  and  sassy  as  a  hossfly,  '  I  reckon  I  could  pay  it.' 
'  But  I  ought  to  add,'  sez  the  Gentleman,  sad-like,  '  tliat  I 
don't  purpose  to  do  it.  I  believe  in  freedom  of  speech 
and  —  action  ! '  He  then  rises  up,  onlimbers  hisself,  so  to 
speak,  stretches  out  that  yer  Hand  o'  Providence  o'  his,  lites 
into  that  yer  shrimp,  lifts  him  up  and  scoots  him  through ' 
the  window  twenty  feet  into  the  ditch.  '  Call  the  next  case,' 
sez  he,  sittin'  down  again,  with  them  big  white  eyes  o'  his 
looking  peaceful-like  ez  if  nothin'  partikler  had  happened." 

Happy  would  it  have  been  for  the  Gentleman  had  these 
gentle  eccentricities  produced  no  greater  result.  But  a  fatal 
and  hitherto  unexpected  weakness  manifested  itself  in  the 
very  court  in  which  he  had  triumphed,  and  for  a  time  im- 
periled his  popularity.  A  lady  of  dangerous  antecedents 
and  great  freedom  of  manner,  who  was  the  presiding  god- 
dess of  the  "  Wheel  of  Fortune"  in  the  principal  gambling- 
saloon  of  La  Porte,  brought  an  action  against  several  of  its 
able-bodied  citizens  for  entering  the  saloon  with  "  force  and 
arms  "  and  destroying  the  peculiar  machinery  of  her  game. 
She  was  ably  supported  by  counsel,  and  warmly  sympathized 
with  by  a  gentleman  who  was  not  her  husband.  Yet  in 
spite  of  this  valuable  cooperation  she  was  not  successful. 
The  offense  was  clearly  proved  ;  but  the  jury  gave  a  yerdict 
in  favor  of  the  defendants,  without  leaving  their  seats. 

Judge  Trott  turned  his  mild,  inoffensive  eyes  upon  them. 

"  Do  I  understand  you  to  say  that  this  is  your  final  ver- 
dict ?  » 

"  You  kin  bet  your  boots,  your  Honor,"  responded  the 
foreman  with  cheerful  but  well-meaning  irreverence,  "  that 
that 's  about  the  way  the  thing  points." 
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"  Mr.  Clerk,"  said  Judge  Trott,  "  record  the  Verdict,  and 
then  enter  my  resignation  as  Judge  of  this  court." 

He  rose  and  left  the  bench.  In  vain  did  various  influ- 
ential citizens  follow  him  with  expostulations  ;  in  vain  did 
they  point  out  the  worthlessness  of  the  plaintiff  and  the 
worthlessness  of  her  cause  —  in  which  he  had  sacrificed 
himself.  In  vain  did  the  jury  intimate  that  his  resignation 
was  an  insult  to  them.  Judge  Trott  turned  abruptly  upon 
the  foreman,  with  the  old  ominous  glow  in  his  high  cheek- 
bones. 

"  I  did  n't  understand  you,"  said  he. 

"  I  was  saying,"  said  the  foreman  hastily,  "  that  it  was 
useless  to  argue  the  case  any  longer."  And  withdrew 
slightly  in  advance  of  the  rest  of  the  jury,  as  became  his 
official  position.  But  Judge  Trott  never  again  ascended 
the  bench. 

It  was  quite  a  month  after  his  resignation,  and  the 
Gentleman  was  sitting  in  the  twilight  "  under  the  shadow 
of  his  own  vine  and  fig  tree,"  —  a  figure  of  speech  locally 
interpreted  as  a  "  giant  redwood "  and  a  mossy  creeper, 
—  before  the  door  of  that  cabin  in  which  he  was  first  intro- 
duced to  the  reader,  —  when  he  was  faintly  conscious  of  the 
outlines  of  a  female  form  and  the  tones  of  a  female  voiee. 

The  Gentleman  hesitated,  and  placed  over  his  right  eye 
a  large  gold  eyeglass,  which  had  been  lately  accepted  by  the 
Camp  as  his  most  recent  fashionable  folly.  The  form  was 
unfamiliar,  but  the  voice  the  Gentleman  instantly  recog- 
nized as  belonging  to  the  plaintiff  in  his  late  momentous 
judicial  experience.  It  is  proper  to  say  here  that  it  was 
the  voice  of  Mademoiselle  Clotilde  Montmorency  ;  it  is  only 
just  to  add  that,  speaking  no  French,  and  being  of  unmis- 
takable Anglo-Saxon  origin,  her  name  was  evidently  derived 
from  the  game  over  which  she  had  presided,  which  was,  in 
■  the  baleful  estimation  of  the  Camp,  of  foreign  extraction.  , 

"  I  wanted  to  know,"  said  Miss  Clotilde,  sitting  dtpwsn 
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on  a  bench  beside  the  Gentleman  —  "  that  is,  me  and  Jake 
Woods  thought  we  'd  like  to  know  —  how  much  you  con- 
sider yourself  out  of  pocket  by  this  yer  resignation  of 
yours  ?  " 

Scarcely  hearing  the  speech,  and  more  concerned  with 
the  apparition  itself,  Judge  Trott  stammered  vaguely,  "I 
have  the  pleasure  of  addressing  Miss  —  " 

"  If  you  mean  by  that  that  you  think  you  don't  know 
me,  never  saw  me  before,  and  don't  want  to  see  me  ag'in, 
why,  I  reckon  that 's  the  polite  way  o'  putting  it,"  said 
Miss  Montmorency,  with  enforced  calmness,  scraping  some 
dead  leaves  together  with  the  tip  of  her  parasol  as  if  she 
were  covering  up  her  emotions.  "  But  I'm  Miss  Montmo- 
rency. I  was  saying  that  Jake  and  me  thought  that  — 
seein'  as  you  stood  by  us  when  them  hounds  on  the  jury 
give  in  their  hellish  lying  verdict  —  Jake  and  me  thought 
it  was  n't  the  square  thing  for  you  to  lose  your  situation 
just  for  me.  'Find  out  from  the  Judge,'  sez  he,  'jist 
what  he  reckons  he  's  lost  by  this  yer  resignation  —  putting 
it  at  his  own  figgers.'  That 's  what  Jake  said.  Jake 's  a 
square  man  — I  kin  say  that  of  him,  anyhow." 

"  I  don't  think  I  understand  you,"  said  Judge  Trott 
simply. 

"That's  it!  That's  just  it!"  continued  Miss  Clotilde, 
with  only  half-suppressed  bitterness.  "  That 's  what  I  told 
Jake.  I  sez,  'The  Judge  won't  understand  you  nor  me. 
He's  that  proud  he  won't  have  anything  to  say  to  us. 
Did  n't  he  meet  me  square  on  the  street  last  Tuesday  and 
never  let  on  that  he  saw  me — never  even  nodded  when  I 
nodded  to  him  ?  '  " 

"My  dear  madam,"  said  Judge  Trott  hurriedly,  "I  assure 
you  you  are  mistaken.  I  did  not  see  you.  Pray  believe 
me.  The  fact  is  —  I  am  afraid  to  confess  it  even  to  my- 
self— but  I  find  that,  day  by  day,  my  eyesight  is  growing 
weaker  and  weaker."     He  stopped  and  sighed. 
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Miss  Montmorency,  glancing  upward  at  his  face,  saw  it 
was  pale  and  agitated.  With  a  woman's  swift  intuition, 
she  believed  this  weakness  explained  the  otherwise  gratui- 
tous effrontery  of  his  incongruous  eyes,  and  it  was  to  her  a 
sufficient  apology.  It  is  only  the  inexplicable  in  a  man's 
ugliness  that  a  woman  never  pardons. 

"Then  ye  really  don't  recognize  me?"  said  Miss  Clo- 
tilde,  a  little  softened,  and  yet  a  little  uneasy. 

"I  —  am — afraid  —  not,"  said  Trott,  with  an  apologetic 
smile. 

Miss  Clotilde  paused.  "  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  could  n't 
see  me  when  I  was  in  court  during  the  trial  ?  " 

Judge  Trott  blushed.  "I  am  afraid  I  saw  only — an 
—  outline." 

"I  had  on,"  continued  Miss  Clotilde  rapidly,  "a  straw 
hat,  with  magenta  silk  lining,  turned  up  so  —  magenta  rib- 
bons tied  here" — indicating  her  round  throat  —  "a  reg'lar 
'Frisco  hat — don't  you  remember  ?" 

"I  —  that  is  —  I  am  afraid  —  " 

"  And  one  of  them  figgered  silk  '  Dollar  Vardens, '  "  con- 
tinued Miss  Clotilde  anxiously. 

Judge  Trott  smiled  politely,  but  vaguely.  Miss  Clotilde 
saw  that  he  evidently  had  not  recognized  this  rare  and  be- 
coming costume.  She  scattered  the  leaves  again  and  dug 
her  parasol  into  the  ground. 

"Then  you  never  saw  me  at  all?" 

"  Never  distinctly." 

"  Ef  it 's  a  fair  question  betwixt  you  and  me,"  she  said 
suddenly,  "  what  made  you  resign  ?  " 

"I  could  not  remain  Judge  of  a  court  that  was  obliged 
to  record  a  verdict  so  unjust  as  that  given  by  the  jury  in 
your  case,"  replied  Judge  Trott  warmly. 

"  Say  that  ag'in,  old  man,"  said  Miss  Clotilde,  with  an 
admiration  which  half  apologized  for  the  irreverence  of  epi- 
thet. 
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Judge  Trott  urbanely  repeated  the  substance  of  his  re- 
mark in  another  form. 

Miss  Montmorency  was  silent  a  moment.  "Then  it 
wasn't  mel"  she  said  finally. 

"I  don't  think  I  catch  your  meaning,"  replied  the  Judge, 
a  little  awkwardly. 

"  Why  —  me.     It  was  n't  on  account  of  me  you  did  it  ?  " 

"No,"  said  the  Judge  pleasantly. 

There  was  another7  pause.  Miss  Montmorency  balanced 
her  parasol  on  the  tip  of  her  toe.  "  Well,"  she  said  fin- 
ally, "this  isn't  getting  much  information  for  Jake." 

"For  whom?" 

"  Jake." 

"Oh  —  your  husband ?  " 

Miss  Montmorency  clicked  the  snap  of  her  bracelet 
smartly  on  her  wrist  and  said  sharply,  "  Who  said  he  was 
'  my  husband '  ?  " 

"  Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"  I  said  Jake  Woods.  He  's  a  square  man  —  I  can  say 
that  for  him.  He  sez  to  me,  '  You  kin  tell  the  Judge  that 
whatever  he  chooses  to  take  from  us  —  it  ain't  no  bribery  nor 
corruption,  nor  nothin'  o'  that  kind.  It's  all  on  the  square. 
The  trial's  over;  he  isn't  Judge  any  longer;  he  can't  do 
anything  for  us  —  he  ain't  expected  to  do  anything  for  us 
but  one  thing.  And  that  is  to  give  us  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  that  he  has  n't  lost  anything  by  us —  that  he  has  n't 
lost  anything  by  being  a  square  man  and  acting  on  the 
square.'  There!  that's  what  he  said.  I 've  said  it !  Of 
course  I  know  what  you  '11  say.  I  know  you  '11  get  wrathy.. 
I  know  you're  mad  now!  I  know  you're  too  proud  to 
touch  a  dollar  from  the  like  of  us  —  if  you  were  starving. 
I  know  you  '11  tell  Jake  to  go  to  hell,  and  me  with  him  ! 
And  who  the  hell  cares  ?  " 

She  had  worked  herself  up  to  this  passion  so  suddenly, 
so  outrageously  and  inconsistently,  that  it  was  not  strange 
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that  it  ended  in  an  hysterical  burst  of  equally  illogical 
tears.  She  sank  down  again  on  the  bench  she  had  gradu- 
ally risen  from,  and  applied  the  backs  of  her  yellow-gloved 
hands  to  her  eyes,  still  holding  the  parasol  at  a  rigid  angle 
with  her  face.  To  her  infinite  astonishment  Judge  Trott 
laid  one  hand  gently  upon  her  shoulder  and  with  the  other 
possessed  himself  of  the  awkward  parasol,  which  he  tact- 
fully laid  on  the  bench  beside  her. 

"  You  are  mistaken,  my  dear  young  lady,"  he  said,  with 
a  respectful  gravity, —  "deeply  mistaken,  if  you  think  I 
feel  anything  but  kindness  and  gratitude  for  your  offer — an 
offer  so  kind  and  unusual  that  even  you  yourself  feel  that  I 
could  not  accept  it.  No !  Let  me  believe  that  in  doing 
what  I  thought  was  only  my  duty  as  a  Judge,  I  gained 
your  good-will,  and  let  me  feel  that  in  doing  my  duty  now 
as  a  man,  I  shall  still  keep  it." 

Miss  Clotilde  had  lifted  her  face  towards  his,  as  if  deeply 
and  wonderingly  following  his  earnest  words.  But  she 
only  said,  "  Can  you  see  me  in  this  light  ?  —  at  this  dis- 
tance ?     Put  up  your  glass  and  try." 

Her  face  was  not  far  from  his.  I  have  forgotten  whether 
I  have  said  that  she  was  a  pretty  woman.  She  had  been 
once  prettier.  But  she  retained  enough  of  her  good  looks 
to  invest  the  "  Wheel  of  Fortune,"  over  which  she  had  pre- 
sided, with  a  certain  seductive  and  bewildering  uncertainty, 
which  increased  the  risk  of  the  players.  It  was,  in  fact, 
this  unhallowed  combination  of  Beauty  and  Chance  that  ex- 
cited the  ire  of  La  Porte — who  deemed  it  unprofessional 
and  not  "on  the  square." 

She  had  fine  eyes.  Possibly  Judge  Trott  had  never  be- 
fore been  so  near  eyes  that  were  so  fine  and  so  —  expressive. 
He  lifted  his  head  with  some  embarrassment  and  a  blush  on 
his  high  cheek-bones.  Then,  partly  from  instinctive  cour- 
tesy, partly  from  a  desire  to  bring  in  a  third  party  to  relieve 
his  embarrassment,  he  said  — 
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"  I  hope  you  will  make  your  friend,  Mr. ,  under- 
stand that  I  appreciate  his  kindness,  even  if  I  can't  accept 
it." 

"Oh,  you  mean  Jake,"  said  the  lady.  "Oh,  he's  gone 
home  to  the  States.     I  '11  make  it  all  right  with  him  !  " 

There  was  another  embarrassing  pause  —  possibly  over  the 
absence  of  Jake.  At  last  it  was  broken  by  Miss  Montmor- 
ency. "You  must  take  care  of  your  eyes,  for  I  want  you 
to  know  me  the  next  time  you  see  me." 

So  they  parted.  The  Judge  did  recognize  her  on  several 
other  occasions.  And  then  La  Porte  was  stirred  to  its 
depths  in  hillside  and  tunnel  with  a  strange  rumor.  Judge 
Trott  had  married  Miss  Jane  Thomson,  alias  Miss  Clotilde 
Montmorency — in  San  Francisco!  For  a  few  hours  a 
storm  of  indignation  and  rage  swept  over  the  town  ;  it  was 
believed  to  have  been  a  deep-laid  plan  and  conspiracy.  It 
was  perfectly  well  understood  that  Judge  Trott's  resignation 
was  the  price  of  her  hand  —  and  of  the  small  fortune  she 
was  known  to  be  possessed  of.  Of  his  character  nothing 
remained  that  was  assailable.  A  factitious  interest  and  pa- 
thos was  imported  into  the  character  and  condition  of  her  last 
lover  —  Jake  Woods  —  the  victim  of  the  double  treachery 
of  Judge  Trott  and  Miss  Clotilde.  A  committee  was  formed 
to  write  a  letter  of  sympathy  to  this  man,  who,  a  few  months 
before,  had  barely  escaped  lynching  at  their  hands.  The 
angry  discussion  was  at  last  broken  by  the  voice  of  the  first 
speaker  in  this  veracious  narrative,  Captain  Henry  Symes  — 

"  Thar 's  one  feature  in  this  yer  case  that  ye  don't  seem 
to  know,  and  that  oughter  be  considered.  The  day  she 
married  him  in  San  Francisco  she  had  just  come  from  the 
doctor's,  who  had  told  her  that  Trott  was  helplessly  blind! 
Gentlemen,  when  a  gal  like  that  throws  over  her  whole  life, 
her  whole  perfession,  and  a  square  man  like  Jake  Woods, 
to  marry  a  blind  man  without  a  dollar  —  just  because  he 
once  stood  up  for  her  —  on  principle,  damn  me  ef  I  see  any 
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man  good  enough  to  go  back  on  her  for  it !  Ef  the  Judge 
is  willing  to  kinder  overlook  little  bygone  eccentricities  o' 
hers  for  the  sake  o'  being  cared  for  and  looked  arter  by  her, 
that's  his  lookout !  And  you  '11  excoose  me  if,  arter  my 
experience,  I  reckon  it  ain't  exactly  a  healthy  business  to 
interfere  with  the  domestic  concerns  of  the  Gentleman  of  La 
Porte." 


MISCELLANEOUS 


WASHINGTON  IN  NEW  JEKSEY 
AN  OLD  HOMESTEAD 

AN      AUTHOR'S      VISIT      TO      HEADQUARTERS  —  OLD-TIMK 

REMINISCENCES    AND   MODERN  VIEWS THE   COMING    OV 

THE    AUCTIONEER'S    HAMMER 

Mokristown,  N.  J.,  June  24  [1873]. 
I  have  been  to  Washington's  Headquarters,  at  Morris- 
town.  The  adult  American  who  has  not  at  some  time  stood 
beneath  the  same  roof  that  once  sheltered  the  Father  of  his 
Country  is  to  be  pitied  and  feared.  The  opportunities  for 
performing  this  simple,  patriotic  act  are  so  ample  and  varied 
that  a  studious  disregard  of  them  is,  I  am  satisfied,  consistent 
only  with  moral  turpitude.  Such  a  person  may,  indeed,  offer 
as  an  excuse  that  he  has  sat  in  a  chair  once  occupied  by 
Washington  ;  that  he  has  drunk  from  a  mug  once  used  by 
Washington :  or  that  he  has  in  his  extreme  youth  talked 
with  an  aged  person  who  distinctly  remembered  Washington; 
but  those  are  supererogatory  acts  which  do  not  take  the 
place  of  this  primary  obligation.  When  we  consider  the 
number  of  roofs  that  Washington  has  apparently  slept  under ; 
when  we  reflect  upon  the  infinite  toil  and  travel  which  the 
great  and  good  man  must  have  undergone  to  place  this  proud 
privilege  within  the  easy  reach  of  every  American  citizen,  the 
omission  to  avail  one's  self  of  it  is  simply  despicable.  The 
Valley  Forge  experience  has  always  been  deemed  a  spectacle 
of  noble  devotion  and  unparalled  self-sacrifice,  but  I  have 
preferred,  I  confess,  to  lie  awake  nights  thinking  of  this 
unselfish  hero,  rising  ere  it  was  yet  day,  hurrying  away, 
accompanied  only  by  his  150  colored  body-servants,  each 
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with  longevity  and  garrulity  depicted  on  his  face,  hurrying 
away  in  order  to  reach  the  next  town  in  time  to  make  an- 
other roof-tree  historical.  I  have  thought  of  him  pursuing 
this  nohle  duty  with  dignified  haste,  pausing  only  to  pat 
the  heads  of  toddling  infants,  who  in  after  years  were  des- 
tined to  distinctly  rememher  it,  until  the  tears  have  risen  to 
my  eyes. 

So  that  when  I  heard  that  Washington's  Headquarters 
at  Morristown  was  to  he  sold  at  public  auction  on  the  25th, 
I  determined  to  go  and  see  it.  It  was  my  first  intimation 
that  it  was  still  in  existence ;  I  had  perhaps  often  passed  it 
without  knowing  the  fact,  for  it  is  a  peculiarity  of  this  kind 
of  property  that  its  historic  quality  is  always  sprung  upon  you 
like  a  trap ;  that  you  are  hardly  safe  in  any  old  tenement ; 
that  you  drop  unconsciously  into  the  Washington  chair,  or 
imbibe  serenely  from  the  Washington  mug,  and  that  the  fact 
is  brought  sharply  upon  you  like  a  pin  in  the  cushion  or  a 
fly  in  the  milk.  In  the  course  of  time  this  expectation  nat- 
urally excites  a  morbid  activity  of  the  intellect,  but  only 
once  do  I  remember  being  mistaken  in  the  result.  It  was 
in  a  Sierran  solitude,  where  I  had  encamped,  and  where 
I  was  solicited  to  take  supper  in  the  newly-built  cabin  of  an 
Eastern  immigrant.  At  supper  I  was  supplied  with  an  or- 
dinary-looking china  mug  of  a  pale-blue  willow  pattern. 
"  That  mug,"  said  my  host,  "  has  a  little  story  connected 
on  it.  It  has  been  in  our  family  nigh  on  a  hundred  year. 
It  belonged  to  my  grandfather.  At  the  siege  of  Yorktown, 
he  lived  convenient  to  the  battle-field,  and  the  guns  was 
posted  all  around  the  house.  All  of  a  suddent  — "  "I 
remember,"  I  interposed  hastily.  "  Suddenly  a  command- 
ing form  darkened  the  little  doorway,  and  a  dignified  but 
courteous  voice  asked  for  a  drink  of  water.  Your  grand- 
father rose  — "  "I  was  goin'  on  to  say,"  continued  my 
host  calmly,  "  that  the  boomin'  o'  them  guns  broke  every 
bit  of  china  in  the  house,  and  that  grandfather  had  to  buy 


WASHINGTON   IN  NEW   JERSEY  217 

a  new  set  next  day,  and  this  yer  one  is  the  last  of  them." 
I  put  down  my  cup  and  gazed  long  and  earnestly  at  the  man. 
His  face  was  calm,  thoughtful,  and  even  sad  —  a  slight 
tremulousness  of  the  left  eyelid,  and  a  depression  of  the 
lower  angle  of  the  mouth  on  the  same  side,  easily  attribu- 
table to  historic  emotion,  were  the  only  evidences  of  feeling. 

But  here  was  a  veritable  Headquarters  of  Washington 
—  based  on  no  local  tradition,  but  standing  boldly  in  his- 
tory. There  had  been  a  temporary  Headquarters  at  the 
Freemasons '  Tavern  on  "  the  village  green."  But  the 
house  was  gone,  the  Freemasons  were  dust  these  fifty  years, 
and  on  the  "  village  green "  the  gray  shaft  that  commemo- 
rated the  Morristown  dead  of  the  last  civil  war  obliterated 
the  past.  How,  then,  remote  and  bloodless  looked  the 
Jersey  campaign  of  '77  beside  the  names  on  this  obelisk. 
How  rusty  those  old  blood-stains  appeared  beside  the  bright 
red,  still  warm  current  of  to-day.  I  hurried  past  it,  and 
out  into  the  leafy  road  that  led  to  the  historic  house. 

It  had  been  my  original  intention  to  take  with  me  a  cer- 
tain humorist  —  a  man  who  had  made  some  little  reputation 
by  a  habit  of  scoffing  at  certain  revered  objects  by  humor- 
ous analysis  of  their  effect  upon  others ;  a  man  who  kept 
you  in  high  spirits,  and  left  you  vapid  and  uncomfortable  ; 
a  man  whose  company  was  a  dissipation  that  brought  a 
dreadful  to-morrow  morning  after  it ;  a  man  who  was  al- 
ways to  be  depended  upon,  but  never  to  be  trusted.  I 
concluded,  however,  not  to  take  him  with  me.  "  You  '11  be 
sorry  you  did  n't,"  he  said  gloomily,  as  he  leaned  against 
a  fence  with  the  settled  melancholy  of  his  profession. 
"  You  're  not  to  be  trusted  alone.  I  'd  like  to  get  a  shy 
at  G.  W.  sometime.  Look  around  his  garden  —  not  a 
cherry  tree  to  be  seen.  Tell  me  that  he  can  get  over  that 
habit  —  that  he  did  n't  sleep  with  a  hatchet  under  his  pil- 
low, and  get  up  in  the  dead  of  night  to  do  it.  And  then 
he  had  no  sense  of  humor.     When  the  staff  were  doing 
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conundrums  down  there  one  night,  and  Greene  asked  him 
'  Why  a  gooseberry  was  like  a  Hessian,'  did  n't  he  reply, 
'  General  Greene,  I  cannot  tell  a  lie  —  there  is  absolutely 
no  connection  in  nature  between  the  two,'  and  spoil  the 
boys  of  their  little  fun  ?  "  And  so  I  left  him  muttering, 
with  a  look  in  his  eye  as  if  he  were  even  then  elaborating 
a  humorous  account  of  my  visit,  based  entirely  upon  specu- 
lation of  my  character,  and  bearing  every  external  evidence 
of  greater  truth  than  my  own  narrative. 

But  here  was  the  house.  A  canny  walk  and  a  gentle  as- 
cent under  a  few  old  trees  led  to  the  porch.  On  that 
bright  day  of  yellow  June  its  hard  outlines  and  scant  decor- 
ation were  somehow  lost  in  the  gracious  atmosphere.  The 
door  stood  open,  and  I  entered  at  once  a  spacious  hall  — al- 
most the  only  indication  of  the  dignity  of  its  former  occu- 
pant. It  divided  the  mansion  east  and  west,  and  through  a 
rear  door  as  large  as  the  front  gave  a  view  upon  a  descend- 
ing lawn  and  orchard,  and  a  shimmer  of  the  "Whippany 
Kiver  in  the  lower  distance.  "  In  the  hottest  day  in  sum- 
mer," said  the  gentle  hostess,  "  there  is  always  a  breeze 
through  the  hall."  Surely  Nature,  at  least,  was  not  for- 
getful. It  was  pleasant  to  think  that  when  the  fervid  July 
sun  scorched  the  elaborate  pink  and  blue  tiled  roofs  of  the 
modern  villas  in  the  avenue  yonder,  that  the  mountain 
breezes  from  those  wooded  heights  that  he  had  made  his- 
toric, loved  to  meet  and  play  and  linger  here.  "  During 
his  time  the  door  was  never  shut,"  continues  the  lady,  like 
a  pleasant  Greek  chorus,  "  but  always  open,  as  you  see." 
Was  it  the  Virginian  habit  still  strong,  or  a  military  ne- 
cessity ?  Think  of  it  in  that  memorable  winter  of  '77, 
when  the  thermometer  stood  below  zero  for  weeks,  and  the 
Hudson  River  was  frozen  over  at  the  Battery  !  Yet  I  am 
somehow  thankful  that  the  humorist  is  not  with  me  to 
comment  upon  this  startling  discovery  of  a  new  and  painful 
youthful  habit. 
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Then  we  went  into  the  reception  room  or  parlor,  and  saw 
the  elaborate  antique  table  desk,  opening  in  the  middle, 
—  a  Washington  relic  indubitably, — and  then  into  the 
bedroom  where  he  slept,  the  office  where  he  wrote,  the  din- 
ing-room in  which  he  ate,  and  looked  in  the  glass  at  which 
he  shaved.  As  no  one  ever  saw  Washington  with  a  beard, 
and  as  his  habits  were  methodical,  perhaps  this  insignificant 
bit  of  furniture  is  most  characteristic  and  notable.  There 
was  not,  perhaps,  much  to  see.  You  will  find  more  elabor- 
ate old  furniture  in  modern  drawing-rooms.  I  have  stood 
in  more  spacious  and  characteristic  colonial  dwellings.  It 
is  far  unlike  the  Cambridge  Headquarters  in  which  Long- 
fellow is  set  as  a  precious  jewel ;  but  in  its  scant  decoration, 
in  its  faded  and  economic  gentility,  in  its  quiet,  stern  un- 
compromising asceticism,  it  is  full  of  a  Past,  a  Past  entirely  its 
own,  the  Spartan  period  of  the  Revolution.  The  genius  of 
the  place  descends  upon  you  as  you  stand  there.  Even  in  this 
gracious  June  sunlight  you  shiver  and  turn  cold.  Gaunt  faces 
peer  at  you  through  the  windows ;  there  is  the  echo  of  un- 
easy, discontented  footsteps  in  this  hall ;  and  yet  through  all 
a  pathetic  patience  flowing  from  one  lonely  self-contained 
figure  subdues  and  saddens  every  complaining  beam  and 
rafter  in  the  ancient  house. 

It  was  at  this  window  that  the  great  commander  stood 
and  saw  the  mutinous  Connecticut  troops  file  past  and 
clamor  for  the  wages  long  due  that  he  had  not  to  bestow. 
It  was  in  this  room  that  he,  proud  man,  appealed  to  the  al- 
ready impoverished  Jersey  farmers  for  a  few  weeks'  more 
rations  for  his  starving  men.  It  was  at  this  table  that 
he  wrote  that  pathetic  letter  to  Congress.  It  was  here 
that  he  was  "  closeted  closely  "  with  Lafayette.  There  was 
scant  cheer  in  this  little  dining-room  that  winter.  Yet 
here  sat  that  young  West  Indian,  scarce  turned  of  twenty, 
Alexander  Hamilton,  whom  Washington  in  moments  of 
rare  tenderness  called  "  my  boy  "  and  made  recipient  of  his 
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confidence.  What  a  pleasant  staff  appointment  for  a  gay 
young  fellow  :  smallpox  in  the  distant  village  and  famine  in 
quarters.  Here,  too,  sat  the  "  Old  Secretary,"  as  they 
call  him — as  methodical  as  Washington  and  conscious  of 
his  ways ;  and  here  the  turbulent  Sullivan,  and  Howe  in 
New  York  feasting  and  junketing,  and  only  a  river,  dan- 
gerously filled  with  ice  at  times,  between  ! 

And  all  this  to  be  sold  on  the  25th  of  June  to  the  high- 
est bidder.  You  can,  as  you  stand  there  in  fancy,  already 
hear  the  auctioneer 's  hammer.  The  setting  sun  from 
without  looks  into  the  western  windows,  lingering  fondly, 
as  well  it  may,  over  the  old  house  that  it  knows  so  well 
—  and  on  whose  like  it  never  shall  look  again.  It  steals 
a  little  higher  toward  the  peaked  gable.  Going,  going. 
There  is  a  glory  on  its  roof  for  a  moment,  and  it  is  Gone. 


WHAT  BEET   HAETE   SAW 

THE  FIRST  GLIMPSES  OF   THE  STRUGGLE  —  SCENES  ALONG 

THE    COURSE THE     ART     OF    WAITING HOW    YALE 

WON    THE    GREAT    RACE 

Springfield,  July  17.    [1873.] 

A  broad,  still  stream,  swinging  lazily  round  a  curve  — 
that  was  our  first  glimpse  from  the  car  window  of  the  battle- 
ground. Something  on  its  smooth,  glistening  surface,  that 
moved  like  an  undecided  centipede,  proved  to  be  a  shell 
with  its  exercising  crew.  Then  the  fences  got  in  the  way, 
as  usual,  and  the  distant  trees  waltzed  down,  shutting  out 
the  view.  Then  there  was  a  shriek  from  the  engine  and 
we  had  another  glimpse,  this  time  a  flash  of  water,  tremu- 
lous and  tinted  with  sunset,  blending  in  its  bosom  all  the 
colors  of  to-morrow's  contending  crews  —  blue,  green,  red, 
and  magenta.  It  is  next  to  impossible  to  keep  from  writ- 
ing finely  on  this  subject.  Indeed,  some  of  the  passengers 
were  so  much  impressed  as  to  put  up  their  money  on  the 
staying  color;  but  just  then  the  trees  waltzed  up  again,  and 
we  darted  into  Springfield,  hot  and  dusty. 

How  marvelously  quiet  the  town,  and  how  decorous  the 
beribboned  crowd  beyond.  Even  the  hackmen  did  not  shout. 
There  was  absolutely  no  sign  of  that  feverish  excitement 
that  belongs  to  these  occasions.  Perhaps  it  was  the 
weather,  or  some  blessed  influence  of  the  mysterious  Provi- 
dence that  refers  all  racing,  wrestling,  and  trials  of  physical 
skill  to  the  hottest  season  of  the  year ;  but  there  was  also  a 
pleasing  absence  of  that  unruly  element  whose  outward  and 
visible  sign  is  hair-dye  and  diamonds,  and  whose  speech  is 
ejaculation.     There   was   very   little  of  color  but  in  the 
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badges ;  there  was  nothing  spectacular  but  the  array  of  col- 
lege athletes.      The  town  went  to  bed  quietly  by  10  p.m. 

No  less  notable  for  its  propriety  was  the  multitude  that 
this  afternoon  thronged  the  river-banks,  stretching  along  for 
two  miles  to  the  "finish"  and  its  grand  stand.  Over  the 
breadth  of  Long  Meadow,  a  gentle,  undulating  plain,  were 
scattered  vehicles  of  every  kind  and  age,  and  fringing  the 
bank  clusters  of  gayly  dressed  ladies,  in  all  the  bravery  of 
their  favorites'  colors,  looking  at  a  little  distance  like  parti- 
colored shells  left  by  the  receding  tide.  The  colors  were 
not  always  harmonious  or  effective;  the  depth  of  woman's 
constancy  was  shown  by  her  noble  self-abnegation  in  wear- 
ing the  badge  of  fidelity,  without  reference  to  its  consistency 
with  her  complexion  or  toilette.  Harvard  put  the  loyalty 
of  the  fair  to  its  severest  test  —  magenta.  The  majority 
of  masculine  spectators  grouped  themselves  with  that  noble 
disregard  of  the  picturesque  which  is  so  characteristic  of 
the  Anglo-saxon  race,  and  patiently  waited. 

Of  course  there  was  the  usual  delay  ;  it  was  utterly  un- 
mitigated in  this  instance  by  any  of  those  reckless  collaterals 
that  are  apt  to  distinguish  a  race  or  other  great  public 
gathering.  The  people  walked  about,  smoked,  and  chatted; 
there  were  few  side-shows ;  there  was  a  mark  at  which  a 
few  credulous  people  shot  with  a  toy  rifle,  but  the  well- 
regulated  collegiate  mind  passed  it  by.  At  the  grand  stand 
there  was  thin  ascetic  lemonade  hypocritically  colored  to  a 
suggestion  of  impropriety,  but  no  more.  Even  the  prize 
package,  without  which  no  American  is  expected  to  enjoy 
himself,  was  absent,  and  yet,  mirabile  dictu  !  the  people 
seemed  to  be  happy,  although  the  fact  thereof  was  not  pro- 
claimed vociferously  from  the  housetops.  Nor  did  I  dis- 
cover any  large-hearted  Springfield  citizen  who  felt  called 
upon  to  bear  witness  to  it  by  profanity,  or  prove  it  incontes- 
table  by  a  blow. 

Presently,  the  clouds,  which  had  gathered  during  my  rida 
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to  the  "finish"  put  in  an  appearance  with  a  few  drops  of 
rain  that  sent  everybody  to  the  carriages.  Then  there  were 
cheers  high  up  the  river,  that  brought  everybody  to  his  feet 
and  the  bank  again.  It  was  the  Freshman  race ;  then  we 
knew  by  the  peculiar  yell  from  the  bank  opposite  that  Yale 
was  leading,  and  then  there  drifted  across  our  perspective 
three  centipedes  —  one  with  a  suggestion  of  blue  about  it, 
whereby  we  knew  Yale  had  won,  and  those  of  us  who  had 
been  prudent  enough  to  carry  a  variety  of  badges  instantly 
displayed  a  blue,  and  looked  satisfied.  Yet  there  was  but 
little  enthusiasm.  A  few  Harvard  men  —  more,  I  think, 
because  it  was  expected  of  them — said,  "  'Rah,  "  repeatedly, 
and  otherwise  imitated,  with  more  or  less  success,  as  their 
boat  came  by,  the  barking  of  a  monotonous  and  not  over- 
intelligent  dog.  But,  somehow,  we  all  accepted  the  result 
of  the  Freshman  race  as  a  logical  conclusion,  an  effort  of 
pure  reason,  in  which  only  the  intellectual  faculties  were 
engaged,  and  from  which  the  feelings  were  entirely  elim- 
inated. And  then  we  all  waited,  which  was,  after  all, 
the  real  and  abiding  feature  of  the  afternoon.  We  dis- 
cussed sandwiches  and  the  merit  of  the  crews,  and  iced 
coffee,  and  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  and,  like  the  judge 
in  "  Maud  Muller "  looked  at  the  sky  and  wondered 
whether  the  cloud  in  the  west  would  bring  foul  weather. 
Then  a  shout  on  the  opposite  bank,  whence  a  band  had 
been  playing  a  number  of  things,  but  nothing  intelligibly, 
brought  us  all  to  our  feet,  with  more  or  less  well-simulated 
excitement.      The  great  race  was  coming. 

It  came  with  a  faint  tumult,  increasing  along  the  oppo- 
site side  into  the  roars  of  "  'Rah,"  and  yells  of  "  Yale," 
like  the  Bore  on  the  Hoogly  River ;  and  then,  after  strain- 
ing our  eyes  to  the  uttermost,  a  chip  —  a  toothpick  — 
drifted  into  sight  on  the  broad  surface  of  the  river.  At 
this  remarkable  and  utterly  novel  sight,  we  all  went  into 
convulsions.     We  were  positive  it  was  Harvard :  we  would 
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■wager  our  very  existence  it  was  Yale :  if  there  was  any- 
thing that  we  were  certain  of  it  was  Amherst  and  thel- 
the  toothpick  changed  into  a  shadow,  and  we  held  our 
breath,  and  then  into  a  centipede,  and  our  pulses  beat  vio- 
lently ;  and  then  into  a  mechanical  toy,  and  we  screamed ; 
of  course,  it  was  Harvard  — nearly  two  miles  away,  but  we 
knew  it.  A  few  other  protean  shapes  slipped  across  that 
shining  disc,  but  our  eyes  were  fastened  on  the  first  boat 
hugging  the  opposite  shore ;  and  yet,  somehow,  the  great 
distance,  the  smallness  of  the  object,  and  mayhap,  a  linger- 
ing doubt  of  the  color,  abstracted  all  human  and  vital  inter- 
est from  the  scene.  We  hurrahed  because  it  was  the  pro- 
per thing  to  do.  We  grew  excited,  and  carefully  felt  our 
pulse  while  doing  so ;  and  then,  suddenly  and  without 
warning,  on  shore  and  here  at  our  very  feet,  dashed  a  boat 
the  very  realization  of  the  dream  of  to-day  —  light,  grace- 
fully, beautifully  handled,  rapidly  and  palpably  shooting 
ahead  of  its  competitor  on  the  opposite  side.  There  was 
no  mistake  about  it  this  time.  Here  was  the  magenta 
color,  and  a  "  'Rah "  arose  from  our  side  that  must  have 
been  heard  at  Cambridge,  and  then  "  Yale "  on  the  other 
side,  Yale,  the  undistinguishable,  Yale,  the  unsuspected, 
Won! 


AMERICAN   HUMOE1 

I  am  aware  that  the  magnitude  of  my  title  may  seem 
somewhat  ambitious  for  both  performer  and  performance. 
I  therefore  hasten  to  say  that  I  will  assume  at  the  outset 
that  it  is  doubtful  if  there  is  any  such  thing  as  American 
humor  of  a  nationally  distinct  intellectual  quality.  I  fear, 
however,  that  I  must  borrow  so  much  of  that  which  has  of 
late  years  been  recognized  as  a  form  of  national  humor 
as  to  say  that  it  "  reminds  me  of  a  little  story." 

Some  years  ago  I  was  riding  on  the  box  of  a  California 
stage-coach  with  a  friend  and  the  driver.  As  my  fellow-pas- 
senger was  a  man  of  some  literary  attainment  our  conversa- 
tion fell  upon  some  of  the  early  English  humorists.  After 
my  friend  had  departed,  the  driver,  who  had  taken  no  part 
in  the  conversation,  asked  me :  "  What  were  you  talking 
about,  sir,  that  made  you  laugh  so  much  ?"  I  informed 
him  that  the  early  English  humorists  had  been  the  topic  of 
conversation.  "  Well,"  said  the  driver,  "judging  by  the  way 
you  laughed,  I  should  have  thought  you  were  talking  about 
some  funny  men."  It  was  probable  that  my  friend,  the 
driver,  occupied  the  position  of  a  good  many  American  and 
English  writers  wjio  are  inclined  to  accept  modern  extrava- 
gance, which  is  sufficiently  characteristic  of  our  people  to 
be  called  national,  as  the  true,  genuine  humor. 

I  will  try  to  prove  that  our  later  American  humorists  are 
not  so  much  purely  American  as  they  are  modern ;  that  they 

1  Lecture  delivered  in  Farwell  Hall,  Chicago,  Illinois,  on  December  10, 
J874,  and  in  Association  Hall,  New  York,  January  26,  1875.  From  The 
Lectures  of  Bret  ffarte,  Brooklyn,  1909.  Bret  Harte's  other  lecture,  "  The 
Argonants  of  '49,"  is  now  printed,  with  some  changes,  as  the  Introduction 
to  the  second  volume  of  his  collected  works. 
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stand  in  legitimate  succession  to  their  early  English  brethren, 
and  that  what  is  called  the  humor  of  a  geographical  section, 
is  only  the  form  or  method  of  to-day.  Sir  Richard  Steele, 
had  he  been  born  in  the  United  States,  would  have  de- 
veloped into  a  "Danbury  Newsman,"  and  had  Bailey  been 
born  in  London  and  educated  at  Temple  Bar  in  the  time 
of  Sir  Richard  Steele  he  would  have  described  the  humor- 
ous peculiarities  of  London  just  in  the  manner  that  that 
humorist  did.  The  fashion  of  true  humor  has  never  changed ; 
but  if  there  is  no  true  American  humor,  there  is  a  true  ap- 
preciation of  humor.  This  is  an  epoch  of  curt  speech,  and 
magnetic  telegraphs  and  independent  thought,  and  wherever 
these  conditions  exist  most  powerfully,  humorous  literature 
will  be  found  most  embarrassed  by  them.  But  the  humorist 
remains  intact ;  he  is  simply  an  observer.  I  will  go  further 
and  say  that  it  is  because  the  humorist  is  intact,  because  he 
is  old-fashioned,  because  even  in  a  republican  country  he  is 
the  most  tremendous  conservative  and  aristocrat  —  that  it 
is  because  he  is  all  this  he  is  an  observer. 

Before  the  birth  of  its  characteristic  humor,  American 
literature  was  even  more  ancient  than  contemporaneous  lit- 
erature in  England.  Even  Irving  tried  to  reproduce  the 
old-fashioned  style  of  the  "  Spectator  "  in  his  "  Salmagundi."' 

I  am  quite  ready  to  believe  that  the  quick  apprehension 
of  some  of  my  auditors  will  anticipate  me  with  the  sugges- 
tion that  the  Yankee  dialect  and  character  are  the  earliest 
expression  of  American  humor.  Unfortunately,  however, 
for  the  theory  of  national  humor,  it  was  not  a  Yankee  or 
American  who  first  invented  it  or  gave  it  a  place  in  Ameri- 
can literature.  Even  as  we  owe  the  characteristic  title  of 
Yankee  to  the  cheap  badinage  of  an  English  officer,  so  we 
are  indebted  to  an  Englishman  for  the  first  respectable  fig- 
ure that  our  Yankee  cuts  in  American  humor.  It  was  to 
Judge  Haliburton,  of  Her  Britannic  Majesty's  North  Ameri- 
can Colonies,  who  first  detected  how  much  sagacity,  dry 
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humor,  and  poetry  were  hidden  under  the  grotesque  cover 
of  Sam  Slick  of  Slickville,  that  the  world  first  owed  the 
birth  of  true  American  humor.  Later  on  James  Russell 
Lowell  took  up  the  work,  but,  at  best,  he  only  reproduced 
a  type  of  life  of  a  small  section  of  the  great  American 
Union. 

It  is  to  the  South  and  West  that  we  really  owe  the  crea- 
tion and  expression  of  that  humor  which  is  perhaps  most 
characteristic  of  our  lives  and  habits  as  a  people.  It  was 
in  the  South,  and  among  conditions  of  servitude  and  tha 
habits  of  an  inferior  race,  that  there  sprang  up  a  humor  and 
pathos  as  distinct,  as  original,  as  perfect  and  rare  as  any 
that  ever  flowered  under  the  most  beneficent  circumstances 
of  race  and  culture.  It  is  a  humor  whose  expression  took 
a  most  ephemeral  form  —  oral,  rather  than  written.  It 
abode  with  us,  making  us  tolerant  of  a  grievous  wrong,  and 
it  will  abide  with  us  even  when  these  conditions  have  passed 
away.  It  is  singularly  free  from  satire  and  unkind  lines. 
It  was  simplicity  itself.  It  touched  all  classes  and  condi- 
tions of  men.  Its  simple  pathos  was  recognized  by  the 
greatest  English  humorist  that  the  world  had  known,  and 
yet  it  has  no  place  in  enduring  American  literature.  Even 
Topsy  and  Uncle  Tom  are  dead.  They  were  too  much 
imbued  with  a  political  purpose  to  retain  their  place  as  a 
humorous  creation. 

Yet  there  are  a  few  songs  that  will  live  when  ambition's 
characters  are  dead.  A  few  years  ago  there  lived  and  died 
— too  obscurely  I  am  afraid  for  our  reputation  as  critics — 
a  young  man  who,  moTe  than  any  other  American,  seemed 
to  have  caught  the  characteristic  quality  of  negro  pathos 
and  humor.  Perhaps  posterity  will  be  more  appreciative  of 
his  worth,  and  future  generations  who  think  of  "  The  Old 
Folks  at  Home"  will  feel  some  touch  of  kindliness  for  the 
memory  of  Stephen  C.  Foster. 

Now,  as  we  approach  our  contemporary  humorists,  let  us 
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pause  for  an  examination  of  the  forces  which  for  the  last 
twenty  years  have  been  shaping  the  humorous  literature  of 
the  land.  The  character  of  these  forces  has  entirely  changed. 
The  character  of  the  press  is  different;  all  its  pompous  dig- 
nity and  most  of  its  acrimony  are  gone.  The  exigencies  of 
news  have  stopped  the  stilted  editorials,  and  the  sagacious 
modern  editor  is  well  aware  of  the  fact  that  it  is  a  much 
easier  and  neater  thing  to  stiletto  a  man  with  a  line  of 
solid  minion  than  to  knock  him  down  with  a  column  of 
leaded  long  primer. 

One  of  the  strongest  points  of  modern  journalism  is  its 
humorous  local  sallies.  A  young  man,  graduated,  perhaps, 
from  the  "case,"  writes  humorous  items  in  the  local  column 
of  his  paper,  which  are  read  more  and  are  better  appreciated 
than  all  the  rest  of  it,  and  the  readers  wonder  who  the  ris- 
ing humorist  is  who  has  appeared  among  them. 

Brevity  especially  is  the  soul  of  California  wit.  For  in- 
stance, the  reply  of  "you  bet,"  made  by  a  San  Francisco  burg- 
lar to  the  "you  get"  of  the  householder  who  held  a  cocked 
"six-shooter"  at  his  head.  I  might  also  add  here  the  story 
of  a  notorious  Calif ornian  gambler.  During  the  funeral  service 
the  hearse-horses  became  restive  and  started  off  prematurely, 
with  the  rest  of  the  mourners  in  pursuit.  When  the  horses 
had  been  stopped  and  the  last  sad  rites  were  concluded,  the 
friends  of  the  deceased  wrote  his  widow  a  letter  acquainting 
her  with  the  fact  that  they  had  given  her  dead  husband  a 
good  send-off,  and  that  although  the  unpleasant  occurrence, 
which  they  described,  somewhat  marred  the  solemnity  of 
the  occasion,  it  gave  them  a  melancholy  satisfaction  to  in- 
form her  that  "the  corpse  won."  This  illustrates  the  humor- 
ous but  irreverent  style  in  which  California  newspaper  men 
described  events  of  the  most  serious  nature. 

If  we  are  to  take  the  criticisms  of  our  English  friends, 
American  humor  has  at  last  blossomed  on  the  dry  stalk  of 
our  national  life,  and  Artemus  Ward  is  its  perfect  flower. 
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Personally,  I  fear  there  is  a  want  of  purpose  in  him.  He 
never  leads  and  is  always  on  a  line  of  popular  sentiment  or 
satire.  The  form  of  his  spelling  is  purely  mechanical.  He 
gives  the  half-humorist  slang  of  the  people,  the  kind  of  ex- 
pressions used  in  the  stage-coach,  the  railway  carriage,  the 
barroom,  or  the  village  tap.  If  he  did  not  gather,  he  at  least 
gave  public  voice  to  them.  He  contributes  no  single  figure 
to  American  literature  but  his  own  character  of  showman, 
and  it  is  very  doubtful  if  even  that  figure,  respectable  as  it 
is,  bears  any  real  resemblance  to  any  known  American  type. 

The  Civil  War,  which  found  him  in  the  summit  of  his 
popularity,  did  not  help  him  to  any  better  results.  To  his 
nature  the  war  was  only  an  unpleasant  and  unnecessary 
bother.  In  fact,  during  this  time  his  genius  seems  to  have 
left  him  and  fallen  upon  Orpheus  C.  Kerr  and  Petroleum 
V.  Nasby,  whose  pictures  of  Southwestern  life  are  unequaled 
for  force  and  fidelity.  Artemus  Ward  had  the  good-fellow 
humor  of  the  story-teller,  to  whom  a  sympathizing  audience 
and  an  absence  of  any  moral  questioning  were  essential  to 
success.  His  success  in  England  was  a  surprise  to  even  his 
most  ardent  admirers.  The  personality  of  the  man  as  a  lec- 
turer had  much  to  do  with  his  reception  in  England.  He 
captivated  average  Englishmen  by  his  cool  disregard  of  them, 
his  quiet  audacity,  and  his  complete  ignoring  of  the  tra- 
ditions of  the  lecture-room.  He  wrote  to  me  to  say  that 
the  first  night  of  his  appearance  it  was  a  toss-up  whether  he 
would  be  arrested  after  the  lecture  or  invited  to  dinner. 

It  would  be  hardly  fair  to  look  too  closely  into  the  secret 
of  his  popularity  in  England,  yet  if  they  were  to  settle  the 
question  of  American  humor,  perhaps  it  would  be  well  if  we 
did.  It  was  after  the  war.  Englishmen  were  inclined  to  be 
friendly,  and  their  good  feeling  had  taken  the  form  which 
their  good  feeling  takes  toward  everything  that  is  not  British 
—  condescending  patronage.  Criticism  was  blandly  waived. 
Ward  made  many  personal  friends,  and  he  was  followed  to 
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his  grave  in  Kensal  Green  by  some  of  the  most  distinguished 
men  in  the  country. 

To-day,  among  our  latest  American  humorists,  such  as 
Josh  Billings,  the  "Danbury  Newsman,"  and  Orpheus  C. 
Kerr,  Mark  Twain  stands  alone  as  the  most  original  humor- 
ist that  America  has  yet  produced.  He  alone  is  inimitable. 
Our  line  of  humorists,  it  may  be  remarked,  is  a  long  one, 
but  we  cannot  spare  any  of  them  yet.  We  need  not,  how- 
ever, lessen  our  admiration  for  Lowell,  Holmes,  Irving,  or 
Curtis.  I  do  not  think  a  perusal  of  "Innocents  Abroad" 
will  endanger  the  security  of  the  "  Sketch-Book."  Perhaps, 
after  all,  there  was  a  little  too  much  fun.  Laughter  makes 
us  doubly  serious  afterward,  and  we  do  not  want  to  be 
humorists  always,  turning  up  like  a  prize-fighter  at  each 
round,  still  smiling. 

If  anything,  the  Americans  are  too  prone  to  laugh,  even 
over  their  misfortunes :  they  must  not  be  serious  no  matter 
how  grave  the  occasion.  I  will  relate  a  story  which  is  a  good 
instance  of  this. 

Some  years  ago,  while  riding  alone  through  the  Sierras, 
I  lost  my  way.  Suddenly  I  came  across  a  dark-browed, 
heavily  armed,  suspicious-looking  stranger,  whom  I  would 
have  avoided  if  possible,  but  as  that  was  not  to  be  done,  I 
approached  him  and  asked  him  the  road  to  camp.  The 
heavily  armed  stranger  guided  me  to  the  spot,  and  beguiled 
the  road  with  one  or  two  very  amusing  stories,  one  of  which 
he  had  just  begun  when  the  cross-road  leading  to  the  camp 
came  into  view.  My  guide  accompanied  me  in  order  to 
finish  his  story,  which  was  extremely  humorous  in  its  nature, 
to  within  a  short  distance  of  the  camp,  and  then  departed. 
On  arriving  among  my  friends  I  was  astonished  to  find  a 
sheriff's  posse  there  in  search  of  a  noted  desperado,  whose 
description  furnished  by  them  identified  him  undoubtedly 
with  the  man  who  had,  in  order  to  finish  his  story,  placed 
himself  within  one  hundred  yards  of  his  deadly  enemies. 
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Such  was  the  American  extreme.  Perhaps  our  true 
humorist  is  yet  to  come :  when  he  does  come  he  will  show 
that  a  nation  which  laughs  so  easily  has  still  a  great  capac- 
ity for  deep  feeling,  and  he  will,  I  think,  be  a  little  more 
serious  than  our  present-day  humorists. 


THE  IMPROVED  ^SOP 

FOR    INTELLIGENT    MODERN    CHILDREN 

FABLE  I 
THE    FOX    AND    THE    GRAPES 

A  thirsty  fox  one  day,  in  passing .  through  a  vineyard, 
noticed  that  the  grapes  were  hanging  in  clusters  from  vines 
which  were  trained  to  such  a  height  as  to  be  out  of  his  reach. 

"Ah,"  said  the  fox,  with  a  supercilious  smile,  "I've 
heard  of  this  before.  In  the  twelfth  century  an  ordinary 
fox  of  average  culture  would  have  wasted  his  energy  and 
strength  in  the  vain  attempt  to  reach  yonder  sour  grapes. 
Thanks  to  my  knowledge  of  vine  culture,  however,  I  at 
once  observe  that  the  great  height  and  extent  of  the  vine, 
the  drain  upon  the  sap  through  the  increased  number  of 
tendrils  and  leaves  must,  of  necessity,  impoverish  the  grape, 
and  render  it  unworthy  the  consideration  of  an  intelligent 
animal.  Not  any  for  me,  thank  you."  With  these  words 
he  coughed  slightly,  and  withdrew. 

Moral  —  This  fable  teaches  us  that  an  intelligent  dis- 
cretion and  some  botanical  knowledge  are  of  the  greatest 
importance  in  grape  culture. 

FABLE  II 
THE    FOX    AND    THE    STORK 

A  fox  one  day  invited  a  stork  to  dinner,  but  provided 
for  the  entertainment  only  the  first  course,  soup.  This, 
being  in  a  shallow  dish,  of  course,  the  fox  lapped  up  readily, 
but  the  stork,  by  means  of  his  long  bill,  was  unable  to  gain 
a  mouthful. 
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"  You  do  not  seem  fond  of  soup,"  said  the  fox,  conceal- 
ing a  smile  in  his  napkin.  "  Now  it  is  one  of  my  greatest 
weaknesses." 

"  You  certainly  seem  to  project  yourself  outside  of  a  large 
quantity,"  said  the  stork,  rising  with  some  dignity,  and  ex- 
amining his  watch  with  considerable  empressement ;  "but  I 
have  an  appointment  at  eight  o'clock,  which  I  had  forgotten. 
I  must  ask  to  be  excused.  Au  revoir.  By  the  way,  dine 
■with  me  to-morrow." 

The  fox  assented,  arrived  at  the  appointed  time,  but 
found,  as  he  had  fully  expected,  nothing  on  the  table  but  a 
single  long-necked  bottle,  containing  olives,  which  the  stork 
was  complacently  extracting  by  the  aid  of  his  long  bill. 

"  Why,  you  do  not  seem  to  eat  anything,"  said  the 
stork,  with  great  naivete,  when   he  had  finished  the  bottle. 

"No,"  said  the  fox  significantly ;  "I  am  waiting  for  the 
second  course." 

"  What  is  that  ?  "  asked  the  stork  blandly. 

"Stork,  stuffed  with  olives,"  shrieked  the  fox  in  a  very 
pronounced  manner,  and  instantly  dispatched  him. 

Moeal — rTrue  hospitality  obliges  a  host  to  sacrifice  him- 
self for  his  guests. 

FABLE  III 
THE    WOLF    AND    THE    LAMB 

A  wolf  one  day,  drinking  from  a  running  stream,  observed 
a  lamb  also  drinking  from  the  same  stream  at  some  distance 
from  him. 

"  I  have  yet  to  learn,"  said  the  wolf,  addressing  the  lamb 
with  dignified  severity,  "  what  right  you  "have  to  muddy  the 
stream  from  which  I  am  drinking." 

"Your  premises  are  incorrect,"  replied  the  lamb,  with 
bland  politeness,  "  for  if  you  will  take  the  trouble  to  exam- 
ine the  current  critically  you  will  observe  that  it  flows  from 
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you  to  me,  and  that  any  disturbance  of  sediment  here  would 
be,  so  far  as  you  are  concerned,  entirely  local." 

"Possibly  you  are  right,"  returned  the  wolf;  "but  if  I  am 
not  mistaken,  you  are  the  person  who,  two  years  ago,  used 
some  influence  against  me  at  the  primaries." 

"  Impossible,"  replied  the  lamb ;  "  two  years  ago,  I  was 
not  born." 

"  Ah !  well,"  added  the  wolf  composedly,  "  I  am  wrong 
again.  But  it  must  convince  every  intelligent  person  who 
has  listened  to  this  conversation  that  I  am  altogether  insane, 
and  consequently  not  responsible  for  my  actions." 

With  this  remark,  he  at  once  dispatched  the  lamb,  and 
was  triumphantly  acquitted. 

Moral  —  This  fable  teaches  us  how  erroneous  may  be 
the  popular  impression  in  regard  to  the  distribution  of  allu- 
vium and  the  formation  of  river  deltas. 


CONFUCIUS   AND  THE   CHINESE   CLASSICS 

TRANSLATED    BY    KI-PO    TAL 

CHINESE  COSMOGONY 

In  the  beginning  of  the  world,  the  world  was  Ktsa 
Kiang,  who  died.  His  blood  became  rivers,  his  bones  gran- 
ite, his  hair  trees,  etc. ,  and  finally,  the  insects  which  infested 
his  body  became  people. 

CONFUCIUS  — HIS  HABITS 

In  walking,  the  master  usually  put  one  foot  before  the 
other ;  when  he  rested,  it  was  generally  on  both  legs. 

If,  in  walking,  he  came  upon  a  stone,  he  would  kick  it 
out  of  his  way ;  if  it  were  too  heavy,  he  would  step  over  or 
around  it. 

Happening  once  to  kick  a  large  stone,  he  changed  court 
tenance. 

The  superior  person  wore  his  clothes  in  the  ordinary  man- 
ner, never  putting  his  shoes  upon  his  head  nor  his  cap  upon 
his  feet. 

He  always  kept  the  skirts  of  his  robe  before  and  behind 
evenly  adjusted.  He  permitted  not  the  unseemly  exposure 
of  his  undergarment  of  linen  at  any  time. 

When  he  met  his  visitors,  he  rushed  toward  them  with 
his  arms  open  like  wings. 

HIS  POETRY 
The  following  was  written  in  his    sixty-fifth  year,  on 
leaving  Loo :  — 

"  Oh,  I  fain  would  still  look  toward  Loo, 
But  this  Kwei  hill  cuts  off  my  view  — 

With  an  axe  I  will  hew 

This  thicket  all  through 
That  obscures  the  clear  prospect  of  Loo." 
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In  later  years  the  following  was  composed  by  his  disciple 
Shun :  — 

"  There  once  was  a  sage  called  Confu- 
Cius,  whose  remarks  were  not  few  ; 
He  said,  '  I  will  hew 
This  blasted  hill  through,' 
While  his  friends  remarked  quietly,  '  Do.v  " 

HIS  ETHICS 

The  Master  said,  "  One  virtue  goes  a  great  way.  In  a  jar 
of  chow-chow,  properly  flavored  with  ginger,  even  a  dead 
mouse  is  palatable." 

On  Wau  asking  him  if  it  were  proper  to  put  dead  mice  in 
chow-chow,  he  replied,  "It  is  the  custom." 

"When  he  heard  that  Chang  had  beheaded  an  entire  pro- 
vince, he  remarked,  "  This  is  carrying  things  to  an  excess." 

On  being  asked  his  opinion  of  impalement,  he  replied 
that  "The  end  did  not  justify  the  means." 

Hop  Kee  asked  him  how  to  tell  the  superior  man.  The 
Master  replied,  "  How,  indeed !  " 

The  Duke  Skang  asked  him  one  day,  "  What  constitutes 
the  State  ?  "  Confucius  replied,  "  The  question  is  asinine." 

HIS  JOKES 

One  day,  being  handed  a  two-foot  rule,  Confucius  opened 
it  the  wrong  way,  whereupon  it  broke.  The  Master  said, 
quietly,  that,  "  it  was  a  poor  rule  that  would  n't  work  both 
■ways." 

Observing  that  Wau  Sing  was  much  addicted  to  opium,  the 
Master  said,  "  Filial  regard  is  always  beautiful."  "  Why  ?  " 
asked  his  disciples.  "  He  loves  his  poppy,"  replied  the 
Master,  changing  countenance. 

"  Is  that  Nankeen  ?  "  asked  the  great  Mencius,  as  he  care^ 
lessly  examined  the  robe  that  enfolded  the  bosom  of  the 
fair  Yau  Sing.  "  No,"  replied  the  Master,  calmly  ;  "  that 's 
Pekin." 


THE    GEEAT  PATENT-OFFICE  FIRE 

On  September  24,  1877,  a  disastrous  fire  occurred  in  the  Patent  Office  at 
Washington,  D.C.  Sixty  thousand  models,  many  valuable  papers,  and 
part  of  the  building  were  destroyed  with  a  loss  of  over  half  a  million  dol- 
lars. Although  the  Government  spent  four  hundred  dollars  a  week  for 
watchmen,  nobody  knew  just  when  or  where  the  fire  started,  and  it  had 
made  great  headway  before  the  firemen  arrived.  Bret  Harte  was  in  Wash- 
ington at  this  time  and  sent  the  following  humorous  "report"  to  the  New 
York  Sun  of  October  2,  1877. 

"  Look  yar,  stranger ! " 

The  speaker  was  a  Western  man  of  quiet,  self-possessed 
demeanor,  and  the  grave,  deliberate  utterance  of  a  man  of 
varied  experiences.  The '  person  spoken  to  was  the  gentle- 
manly  doorkeeper  of  the  Secretary  of  the  Interior's  own 
private  office. 

"  There  are  positively  no  vacancies  !  All  the  Ohio  posi- 
tions are  filled,"  said  the  doorkeeper,  rapidly  but  courteously. 

"  I  would  like  to  say  a  word  to  the  boss  of  this  yar  shanty." 

"  The  Secretary,  sir,  is  engaged  in  Civil  Service  Reform, 
and  will  continue  to  be  until  the  next  session.  If  you  will 
give  me  your  card,  in  the  course  of  the  next  six  months  I 
think  you  will  be  able  —  " 

"I  was  reck'nin'  only  to  say  to  the  boss,  thet  just  now, 
bein'  in  among  them  thar  models  — " 

"  A  patentee  ?  Sir,  certainly  !  I  beg  your  pardon  !  — 
this  way !  this  way.  Here,  Jo  !  Gen'lemen,  patents  !  " 
And  hurling  the  stranger  into  the  arms  of  two  stalwart  mes- 
sengers he  instantly  disappeared. 

Hurried  along  violently  down  the  passage,  dragged  up 
three  flights  of  stairs,  dashed  headlong  through  a  series  of 
antechambers,  the  stranger,  at  last,  gasped  out  to  his  guides : 

"  What  'a  up  ?     What 's  all  this  ?  " 
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"  Civil  Service  Reform,  sir !  Economy,  accuracy,  dis« 
patch  !  Take  him,  Jim,  —  easy  there  !  "  And  he  flung  his 
gasping  victim  into  the  arms  of  a  third  messenger,  who,  grap- 
pling him,  instantly  bore  him  into  the  presence  of  a  clerk 
in  another  department. 

"  Patents  !  "  shrieked  the  man,  and  disappeared. 

The  clerk  instantly  seized  the  stranger  as  he  staggered 
beside  the  desk. 

"  What  number  ?  what  class  ?  when  applied  for  ?  " 

"I  was  saying,"  gasped  the  stranger,  that  when  I  was 
lookin'  at  them  two  models — " 

"  Models  ?     Which  room,  sir  ?  " 

"  On  this  yar  west  side." 

"  Wrong  side.  D.K.  West  Division.  Simpkins,  Chief 
Clerk." 

He  was  seized  again,  dragged  downstairs,  upstairs,  but  in 
the  corridor  managed  by  a  herculean  effort  to  break  away 
from  the  guides.  Seeing  an  open  door,  he  entered.  A 
gray-haired  gentleman  was  writing  at  a  table. 

"See  yar,  stranger,  jist  a  minit;  I  was  downstairs,  thar, 
and  I  was  goin'  to  say  —  " 

"One  moment,  sir,"  said  the  gray-haired  gentleman,  po- 
litely. He  entered  another  room  and  a  whispered  consulta- 
tion with  several  other  clerks  was  distinctly  audible.  Re- 
turning and  facing  the  stranger,  he  said :  — 

"I  think  you  said  you  were  about  to  say  — " 

"  I  was  goin'  to  say —  " 

"  One  moment,  sir.  You  have  evidently  mistaken  the 
department.  Caesar  Augustus,  conduct  this  gentleman  in  a 
close  carriage,  to  the  State  Department." 

"  But,  look  yar,  stranger,  about  this  yar  —  " 

Before  he  could  speak,  however,  he  was  seized  in  the  ro- 
bust arms  of  another  messenger,  and  conveyed  rapidly  to 
the  State  Department. 

"I'm  a  stranger  yar  in  Washington,"  he  managed  to  ex- 
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plain  in  the  carriage,  "and  I  suppose  this  yar  is  the  right 
thing  —  though  I  rather  calck'lated  to  ketch  the  2.40  train 
to  Cincinnati  to-day  —  " 

But  the  arrival  of  the  carriage  at  the  State  Department, 
and  the  hurried  exit  of  the  messenger,  after  placing  him  in 
the  elevator,  stopped  his  explanation. 

Once  within  the  chaste,  calm  seclusion  of  the  expansive 
building,  he  regained  his  composure,  and  found  upon  exam- 
ination that  he  had  lost  only  three  buttons  from  his  coat, 
and  his  watch.  A  decent  solemnity,  as  of  a  pervading  fu- 
neral in  the  halls,  visible  even  in  the  voice  and  manner  of 
the  respectful  attendant  who  met  him,  tended  to  still  further 
increase  his  confidence.  And  when  he  entered  the  office  ol 
the  chief  clerk,  and  that  grave  and  polite  functionary  ap- 
proached him,  apparently  with  a  view  of  offering  him  his 
own  pew,  and  giving  him  a  nearer  observation  of  the  de- 
ceased, he  was  quite  oppressed. 

"  I  was  about  to  say,"  began  the  Western  man  confusedly, 
"  that  if  the  corpse  —  that  is  —  " 

"  I  see,"  responded  the  chief  clerk  civilly,  "  you  refer  to 
the  Secretary ;  but  I  regret  to  say  he  is,  at  present,  absent. 
But  permit  me  to  show  you  to  the  First  Assistant  Secretary. 
William  Henry,  show  the  gentleman  in." 

On  the  threshold  he  was  met  by  the  First  Assistant  Se- 
cretary with  gracious  warmth.  "  I  have  heard  of  you,  my 
dear  sir,  frequently ;  but,"  he  added,  as  he  grasped  the 
hand  of  the  stranger  cordially,  "I  scarcely  dared  to  hope 
that  I  would  ever  see  you.  God  bless  you,  sir !  Permit 
me  to  assist  you  in  removing  your  yellow  duster — a  grace- 
ful garment,  sir,  but  still  one  that,  may  I  be  permitted  to 
say,  does  not  entirely,  so  to  speak,  harmonize  with  the  fur- 
niture in  the  room.  This  way,  dear  sir  !  You  will  find 
that  chair  comfortable.  By  placing  your  boots  on  this  end  of 
the  desk  —  pardon  me,  perhaps  you  would  like  to  remove 
them  entirely  ?     William  Henry,  take  the  gentleman's  boots 
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and  bring  my  own  slippers.     I  hope  your  wife  and  family 
are  well  ?  " 

"  I  was  only  reck'nin'    to  say —  " 

"Not  a  word  more,  sir, — not  a  word!  I  understand  you, 
perfectly.  You  were  referred  to  us  as  a  person  who  '  was 
about  to  say.'  Permit  me,  sir,  to  state  that  if  there  is  a 
recognized  function  of  this  department,  it  is  the  function  of 
being  'about  to  say.'  '  What  to  Say,'  or  'How  it  is  to  be 
Said,'  is,  of  course,  "another  matter.  As  a  traveled  man,  as 
a  man  of  the  world,  I  see  you  understand  me.  I  hope,  sir, 
the  chair  is  comfortable.      God  bless  you,  sir  ! " 

"  Well,  I  was  reck'nin'  to  say  that  bein'  in  this  yar 
model  room,  over  yon,  in  the  Patent  Office  —  " 

"An  interesting  spot — an  exceedingly  interesting  spot, 
I  am  told,"  interrupted  the  Assistant  Secretary  courteously. 
."  If  I  remain  in  Washington  during  the  next  twenty-five 
years,  I  shall  endeavor  —  yes,  I  shall  endeavor  —  to  see  it. 
At  present,  I  wish  it  well.  God  bless  you,  sir  !  And  your 
family,  you  say,  are  in  perfect  health  ?  " 

"  Well,  in  this  yar  room  I  smelt  smoke,  and  lookin',  you 
know,  sorter,  kinder  lookin'  round,  why,  dern  my  skin  ef  I 
did  n't  find  the  whole  shebang  in  a  blaze ! " 

"  While  your  expressions  undoubtedly  agree  with  your 
impressions,"  replied  Mr.  Seward,  with  a  gentle  smile, 
"  and  while  they  have,  I  admit,  a  certain  degree  of  strength, 
perhaps  inconsistent  with  the  general  theory  of  language  in 
this  department,  might  you  not  have  been  mistaken  as  to 
the  central  fact  ?  " 

"  Which  ?  "  asked  the  stranger,  doggedly. 

"  You  have,  my  dear  sir,  undoubtedly  mistaken  the  genia! 
warmth  of  the  greenhouse,  perhaps  the  rays  of  the  still 
fervent  sun,  for  a  conflagration." 

"Why,  dern  it  all !  —  the  whole  derned  thing  was  a  tin- 
der box,  and  I  saw  —  " 

"  Permit  me  —  a  single  moment  !  "     The  Assistant  Secre- 
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tary  rose  and  gave  a  few  instructions  to  a  subordinate.  As 
he  did  so  the  clangor  of  bells  and  the  rattling  of  engines 
over  the  pavement  of  Pennsylvania  Avenue  came  through 
the  open  window.     The  stranger  rose  excitedly. 

"Thar!— didn't  I  tell  you?" 

The  Assistant  Secretary  only  smiled  blandly.  "Your  in- 
ference is  natural,  yet,  perhaps  scarcely  logical  or  diplomatic. 
In  an  experience  of  some  years  in  the  affairs  of  State,  the 
tinkle  of  bells  and  the  clatter  of  engines  have  not  neces- 
sarily resulted  in  the  destruction  of  the  Patent  Office  by  fire. 
Let  us  look  at  the  thing  largely.  I  think  I  can  convince 
you  of  your  mistake.  I  have  placed  myself  in  telegraphic 
communication  with  the  Secretary  of  State,  now  at  Nash- 
ville, and  with  Mr.  Simpkins,  Chief  Clerk  of  the  Patent 
Office  models.  Their  several  answers  are  already  here,"  he 
added,  as  a  messenger  entered  the  room.  This  is  from  Mr. 
Evarts : — 

"  '  Sir :  The  mere  allegation  of  any  irresponsible  party 
or  parties  of  any  conflagration  existing  in  any  department  of 
the  Government,  unless  first  sanctioned  by  the  President  or 
myself,  cannot  be  received  by  you.  Under  the  circum- 
stances, however,  it  would  be  well  to  observe  the  allegator 
carefully ;  obtain,  without  compromising  yourself,  his  views 
on  the  subject,  and  incidentally,  on  our  Southern  policy. 
You  can  use  this  dispatch  as  a  joke  or  seriously,  as  the  tem- 
per of  the  people  may  warrant. 

" '  Evarts. 

«<p.S. — I  observe  the  omission  of  the  prefix  "Honor- 
able "  in  the  wording  of  my  address.  Hereafter  always  use 
it,  without  reference  to  the  economy  practised  in  the  War 
Department.     If  funds  are  short,  dismiss  one  of  the  clerks.' 

"You  observe,  my  dear  sir,"  resumed  the  Assistant  Sec- 
retary, "  that  I  am  frank  with  you.     You  see  the  cruel  po- 
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eition  in  which  I  am  placed.  I  cannot  take  any  view  — 
except  a  social  one  —  of  any  fire  that  may  occur  at  the 
Patent  Office.  Yet,  perhaps,  I  may  satisfy  you  as  to  the: 
facts.  This  dispatch  is  from  Simpkins,  of  the  Patent 
Office :  — 

"'1.20  p.m. — Up  to  this  moment  I  have  received  no 
official  report  of  any  fire  existing  in  this  department.  On 
the  contrary,  a  heavy  rainstorm  seems  to  be  prevailing  over 
my  office.  There  is  an  elemental  disturbance  outside,  and  the 
floor  is  already  flooded  to  the  depth  of  six  inches. 

"'Simpkins,  Chief  Clerk.'" 

"Then  thar  ain't  any  fire,"  said  the  stranger,  disgustedly, 
rising  to  his  feet. 

"  You  may  safely  assure  your  friends,"  said  the  Assistant 
Secretary  blandly,  "  that  there  is,  de  jure,  no  conflagration. 
God  bless  and  protect  you,  sir,  and  give  you  a  speedy  return 
to  your  interesting  family.  If  you  are  again  in  Washington, 
give  me  a  call.     William  Henry! — the  door." 

"And  I  suppose  I  'm  a  damned  fool !  " 

"The  State  Department,"  said  Mr.  Seward,  rising  with; 
gentle  dignity,  "never  presumes  to  pass  upon  the  mental, 
qualifications  of  those  who  may  seek  advice,  assistance,  or 
information  at  its  hands!  God  bless  you,  sir.     Farewell." 

An  hour  later,  the  Cincinnati  express  bore  the  stranger 
out  of  Washington.  A  fellow-passenger  in  the  smoking-car 
called  his  attention  to  the  cloud  of  smoke  that  was  rising 
beyond  the  Capitol.  "The  Patent  Office,  they  say,  is  on 
fire."  Firmly,  yet  quietly,  the  stranger  drew  a  revolver 
from  his  pocket:  "I'm  kinder  new  in  these  yar  parts,"  he 
said  sadly,  "and,  mister,  I'm  nat'rally  a  sorter  hopeful, 
mindful  man,  easy  to  manage  —  but  if  ye  're  trying  to  play 
any  o'  them  Patent  Office  fires  on  me —  Well — you  hear 
me?" 
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Meanwhile  the  conflagration  raged — quietly,  unostenta- 
tiously !  A  clerk  of  the  second  class,  exhibiting  a  coat,  from 
which  the  tails  had  been  slowly  consumed  while  sitting  with 
his  back  to  the  wall,  and  a  young  woman  of  the  third  class, 
saturated  with  water,  and  begging  a  permit  to  go  home  and 
change  her  clothes,  produced  at  last  a  decided  impression  on 
the  Assistant  Secretary  of  the  Interior.  He  proceeded, 
calmly  and  firmly,  to  the  office  of  the  Secretary. 

"A  conflagration,  irregular,  incendiary,  and  insubordinate, 
is  now  proceeding  in  the  model  room.  It  is  true  that  there 
is  no  spot  where  a  conflagration  could  take  place  but  there, 
and  it  is,  therefore,  to  some  extent,  consistent  with  the 
habits  of  the  public  service.  Nor  is  it  wholly  without  prece- 
dent.    In  1835  the  Patent  Office  was  destroyed  by  fire." 

"Thank  God!  it  is  the  custom,"  interrupted  Schurz. 

"  Owing,"  continued  the  Assistant  Secretary  calmly,  "  to 
the  exertions  of  the  Assistant  Secretary  who  was  badly 
burned,  a  greater  part  of  the  papers  —  " 

"I  fear  I  am  keeping  you,"  said  the  Secretary  gently. 
"  You  are  anxious,  doubtless,  to  be  at  your  post. " 

"  —  Were  saved,"  continued  the  Assistant  Secretary  with 
dignity;  "but  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  Secretary  him- 
self, in  attempting  to  recover  the  waistcoat  of  George  Wash- 
ington from  the  devouring  element,  perished,  miserably,  in 
the  flames." 

"  This  is  no  time  to  consider  precedents,"  shrieked  the 
Secretary  wildly.  "We  have  Civil  Service  Reform  which 
abolishes  it!     We  must  do  something  new." 

"  I  regret  to  state,  however,"  continued  the  Assistant  Sec- 
retary calmly,  "  that  an  imprudent  alarm  has  been  already 
raised  by  outside,  irresponsible  parties,  and  that  a  disorderly 
mob  of  firemen — not  in  any  way  connected  with  this  de- 
partment—  " 

"  Fatal  mistake,"  said  Schurz,  clutching  his  hair.  "  I  heard 
them  and  thought  it  was  only  a  Sioux  delegation  outside." 
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"  They  have  already  introduced — and  are  now  introducing 
—  in  the  department,  by  the  means  of  hose  and  water  —  " 

"  A  Civil  Service  Reform  not  indorsed  by  me,"  screamed 
the  Secretary,  wildly  dashing  his  eye-glasses  on  the  floor. 
"This  must  be  stopped!  Put  up  a  notice  at  once  referring 
them  to  the  Appointment  Clerk." 

"  There  is,  I  understand,  already  a  reservoir  of  water, 
and  considerable  hose  in  the  building,"  said  the  Assistant 
Secretary  calmly,  disregarding  a  stream  of  water  from  the 
one  and  one  half  inch  nozzle  of  a  hose,  at  that  moment  in- 
troduced into  the  window  of  the  Secretary's  office. 

"  Let  there  be  a  force  of  departmental  firemen  at  once 
organized ! " 

"They  have  been,  sir,  but  under  your  orders,  since  the 
fire,  they  have  been  undergoing  competitive  examination 
in  room  97." 

"Good !  Thank  God !  we,  at  least,  present  a  clear,  un- 
mistaken  policy  to  the  world  !  " 

"  Unfortunately,"  said  the  Assistant  Secretary,  —  paus- 
ing only  to  pour  the  water,  which  now  covered  the  marble 
floor  to  the  depth  of  two  inches,  from  his  shoes,  —  "  unfort- 
unately two  of  the  clerks  escaped  in  the  confusion." 

"  Great  God  !  " 

"  '  Mose  Skinner,'  who  is  accompanied  by  a  confederate 
named  '  Syksey,'  is  now  on  the  roof  directing  the  move- 
ments of  the  firemen.  He  is  an  appointee  from  Mr.  Fish, 
and  is  below  the  grade.  He  spells  traveller  with  a  single 
'1,'  and  omits  the- acute  accent  in  'dep6t'  —  in  fact  calls  it 
'deepot.'" 

Mr.  Schurz  shuddered  and  gasped  hoarsely,  "We  are 
lost ! " 

"  '  Jakey  Keyser,' "  continued  the  Assistant  Secretary  with 
perfect  coolness,  retreating  behind  a  column  to  allow  a  stream 
of  water  from  a  two-inch  nozzle  to  uninterruptedly  wash  the 
tall  and  commanding  form  of  the  Secretary,  — 
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" '  Jakey  Keyser,'  butcher,  of  Spring  Garden,  Philadel- 
phia, originally  intended  for  the  clerical  profession,  on  the 
first  alarm  dashed  from  the  room,  saved  the  papers  of  the 
Land  Office,  went  back  for  Washington's  sword  and  is  now 
supposed  to  have  perished  in  the  ruins." 

"  Just  Heaven !  I  thank  thee,"  said  the  Secretary. 
"For  only  look  at  this  record  of  Keyser's  on  the  competi- 
tive examination.  He  called  the  Swiss  'Dutchmen,'  and 
believes  Switzerland  a  seaport  on  the  Mediterranean." 

The  two  men  pressed  each  other's  hands  in  mutual  dis- 
gust, silently.  Tears  came  to  the  eyes  of  two  firemen  — 
the  only  witnesses  of  this  affecting  interview,  who  happened 
to  be  climbing  outside,  in  the  smoke. 

"Something  must  be  done,"  said  Schurz.  "Issue  an- 
other order  regarding  the  voting  of  Ohio  clerks,  and  contra- 
dict something  in  the  newspapers." 

"  What  shall  I  contradict  ?  " 

"Anything." 

"  We  have  still  recourse  to  the  telegraph." 

"  Good,  telegraph  Evarts,  Key,  and  the  President.  Ask 
aid  of  the  Fire  Departments  of  San  Francisco,  Chicago  and 
New  Orleans !  See  that  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy  places 
an  ironclad  at  Pensacola  to  bring  up  the  Florida  engines. 
Cut  down  the  window-awnings.  They  obscure  that  view  of 
the  Interior  Department  which  should,  at  such  a  crisis  as 
this,  be  open  to  the  world.  Do  they  observe  me  from  the 
street?" 

"Yes!" 

"  Go,  for  the  present.  Enough !  Where  shall  I  find 
you  ?  " 

"  At  my  post,  sir  !  " 

"  Thank  God !  This  is  the  result  of  discipline.  Where 
is  that?" 

"  On  the  corner  of  F  and  Seventh  Streets.  You  will 
notice  the  letters  on  the  lamp  !  " 
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"God  bless  you!"  They  fell  into  each  other's  arm» 
Strong  men  fainted,  overcome  with  heat  and  emotion. 

Meanwhile  answers  to  the  dispatches  had  been  received, 
The  first  from  the  Secretary  of  State :  — 

"  A  dispatch  evidently  indicted  by  an  inebriated  employee 
of  yours,  and  addressed  to  '  Bill  Evarts,  Champion  Talkist 
of  the  Hayes  Combination  Troupe,'  has  been  handed  to  me 
as  proof  of  a  fire  alleged  to  be  raging  in  the  Patent  Office. 
I  can  take  no  other  notice  of  this,  or  other  similarly  ad- 
dressed dispatches. 

"  Evarts,  William, of  State." 

"  Dismiss  that  clerk  instantly,"  shrieked  the  Secretary. 

"  But  he  is  now  carrying  your  private  papers  from  the 
office." 

"Appoint  some  one  to  fill  the  vacancy." 

"  But  he  would  have  to  go  through  competitive  examina- 
tion :  that  would  take  too  long,  and  this  man  already  speaks 
German,  and  knows  how  many  moons  Mars  has." 

The  Secretary  was  mollified. 

"  Open  the  next  dispatch." 

It  was  from  John  Sherman :  — 

"  In  a  public  emergency  like  this  it  is  always  safe  to  dis- 
miss a  dozen  clerks,  and  reduce  the  salaries  of  the  remainder. 
The  public  want  something,  and  the  economy  dodge  always 
goes  down.  I  have  placed  four  additional  buckets  in  the 
Treasury.  They  are  fireproof,  and  will  be  of  service  in 
stowing  papers  and  other  valuables.  I  have  issued  orders 
that  no  one  shall  pass  out  until  they  or  the  building  are 
consumed.  An  additional  guard  has  been  placed  around 
the  building  outside  to  prevent  the  lowering  of  ropes,  by 
which,  under  the  thin  disguise  of  saving  life,  iron  safes  con- 
taining valuables  might  be  concealed  on  the  persons  of  the 
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so-called  escaping  victims.     Any  fire  occurring  in  the  Treas- 
ury after  this  date  will  be  attributed  to  the  newspapers. 

"  John  Sherman." 

"Noble  and  thoughtful  man,"  said  Schurz. 

The  next  dispatch  was  from  the  Secretary  of  the  Navy :  — 

"  Have  ordered  the  '  Snickaree '  ironclad  to  proceed  to 
"Washington  and  cover  the  Patent  Office  with  her  guns. 
If  this  don't  subdue  the  conflagration,  you  can  call  upon  the 
Marine  Band  and  their  instruments. 

"  Thompson." 

"  Open  the  next  dispatch."     It  was  from  Key  :  — 

"  At  any  time  during  the  late  unpleasantness  I  would 
have  cheerfully  shown  how  best  to  burn  up  the  Patent  Office. 
I  even  had  my  eye  on  the  Treasury  also.  But  I  've  re- 
formed. "  Key." 

"We  have  not  yet  heard  from  the  Department  of 
Justice. " 

"  Here  is  the  dispatch,  sir  "  :  — 

"  Don't  be  an  ass !  Leave  the  fire  to  the  firemen.  When 
they  have  put  it  out,  make  them  a  speech.  You  know 
the  market  price  of  that  article. 

"  Devens." 

"  Order  instantly  everybody  to  report  to  me :  form  the 
several  divisions  into  line  in  the  west  corridor.  Telegraph 
Evarts  to  issue  a  proclamation  ;  promulgate  an  order  —  " 

"  But,  sir  —  " 

"  Say  that  Carl  Schurz  expects  every  man  to  do  his  duty 
^-  or  her  duty,  if  a  female  clerk.      Keduce  the  salaries  of 
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the  clerks  of  the  first  class.  See  that  everything  that  I  say  is 
published,  and  deny  it  afterward.  Have  competitive  exami- 
nations hereafter  on  fires.  Find  out  what  is  most  combust- 
ibly  effective.  Analyze  the  quality  of  water  now  being  in- 
troduced in  the  building,  and  see  if  the  same  work  could 
not  be  effected  by  cheaper  material.  Report  upon  the  possi- 
bility of  the  Indian  delegation  being  employed  as  fire-water 
men.  Report  that  also  as  a  joke.  Say  that "  —  But  human 
nature  is  weak,  and  the  heroic  Secretary,  wearied  with  his 
superhuman  exertions,  was  beginning  to  succumb —  "  say 
that  —  a  —  searching  —  invest-i-gation  is  soon  —  to  —  " 

"  But,  sir  —  " 

"Say  that  —  " 

"But,  sir—" 

"  What  ?  » 

"The  fire  is  out!" 


LONGFELLOW 

As  I  write  the  name  that  stands  at  the  head  of  this  page 
my  eyes  fill  with  a  far-off  memory.  While  I  know  that  every 
reader  to  whom  that  name  was  familiar  felt  that  it  recalled 
to  him  some  thought,  experience,  or  gentle  daily  philosophy 
which  he  had  made  his  own,  I  fear  that  I,  reading  the  brief 
message  that  flashed  his  death  under  the  sea  and  over  a 
continent,  could  not  recall  a  line  of  his  poetry,  but  only  re- 
vived a  picture  of  the  past  in  which  he  had  lived  and 
moved.  But  this  picture  seemed  so  much  a  part  of  him- 
self, and  himself  so  much  a  part  of  his  poetry,  that  I  can- 
not help  transferring  it  here.  Few  poets,  I  believe,  so 
strongly  echoed  their  song  in  themselves,  in  their  tastes, 
their  surroundings,  and  even  in  their  experiences,  as  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow. 

I  am  recalling  a  certain  early  spring  day  in  New  England 
twelve  years  ago.  A  stranger  myself  to  the  climate  for 
over  seventeen  years,  that  day  seemed  to  me  most  charac- 
teristic of  the  transcendent  inconsistencies  of  that  purely 
local  phenomenon.  There  had  been  frost  in  the  early  morn- 
ing, followed  by  thaw ;  it  had  rained,  it  had  hailed,  there 
had  been  snow.  The  latter  had  been  imitated  in  breezy 
moments  of  glittering  sunshine  by  showers  of  white  blos- 
soms that  filled  the  air.  At  nightfall,  earth,  air,  and  sky 
stiffened  again  under  the  rigor  of  a  northeast  wind,  and 
when  at  midnight  with  another  lingering  guest  we  parted 
from  our  host  under  the  elms  at  his  porch,  we  stepped  out 
into  the  moonlight  of  a  winter  night.  "  God  makes  such 
nights,"  one  could  not  help  thinking  in  the  words  of  one  of 
America's  most  characteristic  poets ;  one  was  only  kept  from 
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uttering  it  aloud  by  the  fact  that  the  host  himself  was  that 
poet. 

The  other  guest  had  playfully  suggested  that  he  should 
be  my  guide  home  in  the  midnight  perils  that  might  en- 
viron a  stranger  in  Cambridge,  and  we  dismissed  the  carriage, 
to  walk  the  two  miles  that  lay  between  our  host's  house  on 
the  river  Charles  and  his  own  nearer  the  centre  of  this 
American  university  city.  Although  I  had  met  him  sev- 
eral times  before  in  a  brief  week  of  gayety,  until  that  even- 
ing I  do  not  think  I  had  clearly  known  him.  I  like  to  re- 
call him  at  that  moment,  as  he  stood  in  the  sharp  moonlight 
of  the  snow-covered  road ;  a  dark  mantle-like  cloak  hiding 
his  evening  dress,  and  a  slouched  felt  hat  covering  his  full, 
silver-like  locks.  The  conventional  gibus  or  chimney-pot 
would  have  been  as  intolerable  on  that  wonderful  brow  as 
it  would  on  a  Greek  statue,  and  I  was  thankful  there  was 
nothing  to  interrupt  the  artistic  harmony  of  the  most  im- 
pressive vignette  I  ever  beheld.  I  hope,  that  the  enthusiasm 
of  a  much  younger  man  will  be  pardoned  when  I  confess 
that  the  dominant  feeling  in  my  mind  was  an  echo  of  one 
I  had  experienced  a  few  weeks  before,  when  I  had  pene- 
trated Niagara  at  sunrise  on  a  Sunday  morning  after  a  heavy 
snowfall  and  found  that  masterpiece  unvisited,  virgin  to 
my  tread,  and  my  own  footsteps  the  only  track  to  the  dizzy 
edge  of  Prospect  Rock.  I  was  to  have  the  man  I  most  re- 
vered alone  with  me  for  half  an  hour  in  the  sympathetic 
and  confidential  stillness  of  the  night.  The  only  excuse  I 
have  for  recording  this  enthusiasm  is  that  the  only  man  who 
might  have  been  embarrassed  by  it  never  knew  it,  and  was 
as  sublimely  unconscious  as  the  waterfall. 

I  think  I  was  at  first  moved  by  his  voice.  It  was  a 
very  deep  baritone  without  a  trace  of  harshness,  but  veiled 
and  reserved  as  if  he  never  parted  entirely  from  it,  and 
with  the  abstraction  of  a  soliloquy  even  in  his  most 
earnest  moments.     It  was  not  melancholy,  yet  it  suggested 
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^ne  of  his  own  fancies  as  it  fell  from  his  silver-fringed 
lips 

"  Like  the  water's  flow 
Under  December's  snow." 

It  was  the  voice  that  during  our  homeward  walk  flowed  on 
with  kindly  criticism,  gentle  philosophy,  picturesque  illus- 
tration, and  anecdote.  As  I  was  the  stranger,  he  half  earn- 
estly, half  jestingly  kept  up  the  r61e  of  guide,  philosopher, 
and  friend,  and  began  an  amiable  review  of  the  company 
we  had  just  left.  As  it  had  comprised  a  few  names,  the 
greatest  in  American  literature,  science,  and  philosophy,  I 
was  struck  with  that  generous  contemporaneous  appreciation 
which  distinguished  this  Round  Table,  of  whom  no  knight 
was  more  courtly  and  loving  than  my  companion.  It 
should  be  added  that  there  was  a  vein  of  gentle  playfulness 
in  his  comment,  which  scarcely  could  be  called  humor,  an 
unbending  of  attitude  rather  than  a  different  phase  of 
thought  or  turn  of  sentiment ;  a  relaxation  from  his  ordinary 
philosophic  earnestness  and  truthfulness.  Readers  will  re- 
member it  in  his  playful  patronage  of  the  schoolmaster's 
sweetheart  in  the  "Birds  of  Killingworth,"  — 

"  Who  was,  as  in  a  sonnet  he  had  said, 
As  pare  as  water,  and  as  good  as  bread." 

Yet  no  one  had  a  quieter  appreciation  of  humor,  and  his 
■wonderful  skill  as  a  raconteur,  and  his  opulence  of  memory, 
justified  the  saying  of  his  friends,  that  "  no  one  ever  heard 
him  tell  an  old  story  or  repeat  a  new  one." 

Living  always  under  the  challenge  of  his  own  fame,  and  sub- 
ject to  that  easy  superficial  criticism  which  consists  in  en- 
forced comparison  and  rivalry,  he  never  knew  envy.  Those 
who  understood  him  will  readily  recognize  his  own  picture 
in  the  felicitous  praise  intended  for  another,  known  as  "  The 
Poet,"  in  the  "Tales  of  a  Wayside  Inn,"  who 

"  did  not  find  .his  sleep  less  sweet 
For  music  in  some  neighboring  street." 
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But  if  I  was  thus,  most  pleasantly  because  unostenta- 
tiously, reminded  of  the  poet's  personality,  I  was  equally 
impressed  with  the  local  color  of  his  poetry  in  the  surround- 
ing landscape.  We  passed  the  bridge  where  he  had  once 
stood  at  midnight,  and  saw,  as  he  had  seen,  the  moon 

"Like  a  golden  goblet  falling 
And  sinking  in  the  sea"  ; 

we  saw,  as  Paul  Revere  once  saw, 

"the  gilded  weathercock 
Swim  in  the  moonlight"; 

and  passing  a  plain  Puritan  church,  whose  uncompromising 
severity  of  style  even  the  tender  graces  of  the  moon  could 
not  soften,  I  knew  that  it  must  have  been  own  brother  to 
the  "  meeting-house  "  at  Lexington,  where 

"windows,  blank  and  bare, 
Gaze  at  him  with  a  spectral  glare, 
As  if  they  already  stood  aghast, 
At  the  bloody  work  they  would  look  upon."  , 

Speaking  of  these  spiritual  suggestions  in  material  things, 
I  remember  saying  that  I  thought  there  must  first  be  some 
actual  resemblance,  which  unimaginative  people  must  see 
before  the  poet  could  successfully  use  them.  I  instanced 
the  case  of  his  own  description  of  a  camel  as  being  "weary" 
and  "baring  his  teeth,"  and  added  that  I  had  seen  them 
throw  such  infinite  weariness  into  that  action  after  a  day'o 
journey  as  to  set  spectators  yawning.  He  seemed  surprised, 
so  much  so  that  I  asked  him  if  he  had  seen  many — fully 
believing  he  had  traveled  in  the  desert.  He  replied  simply, 
"No,"  that  he  had  "only  seen  one  once  in  the  Jardin  des 
Plantes."  Yet  in  that  brief  moment  he  had  noted  a  dis- 
tinctive fact,  which  the  larger  experience  of  others  fully 
corroborated. 

We  reached  his  house  —  fit  goal  for  a  brief  journey 
filled  with  historical  reminiscences',  for  it  was  one  of  the 
few  old  colonial  mansions,  relics  of  a  bygone  age,  still  left 
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intact.  A  foreigner  of  great  distinction  had  once  dwelt 
there  ;  later  it  had  been  the  headquarters  of  General  Wash- 
ington. Stately  only  in  its  size  and  the  liberality  of  its 
offices,  it  stood  back  from  the  street,  guarded  by  the  gaunt 
arms  of  venerable  trees.  We  entered  the  spacious  central 
hall,  with  no  sound  in  the  silent  house  but  the  ticking  of 
that  famous  clock  on  the  staircase  — the  clock  whose  "  For- 
ever— never!  Never  —  forever!"  has  passed  into  poetic 
immortality.  The  keynote  of  association  and  individuality 
here  given  filled  the  house  with  its  monotone ;  scarcely  a 
room  had  not  furnished  a  theme  or  a  suggestion,  found  and 
recognized  somewhere  in  the  poet's  song ;  where  the  room 
whose  tiled  hearth  still  bore  the  marks  of  the  grounding  of 
the  heavy  muskets  of  soldiery  in  the  troublous  times;  the 
drawing-room  still  furnished  as  Washington  had  left  it ;  the 
lower  stairway,  in  whose  roofed  recess  the  poet  himself  had 
found  a  casket  of  love-letters  which  told  a  romance  and  in- 
trigue of  the  past ;  or  the  poet's  study,  which  stood  at  the 
right  of  the  front  door.  It  was  here  that  the  ghosts  most 
gathered,  and  as  my  guide  threw  aside  his  mantle  and  drew 
an  easy-chair  to  the  fireside,  he  looked  indeed  the  genius  of 
the  place.  He  had  changed  his  evening  dress  for  a  dark 
velvet  coat,  against  which  his  snowy  beard  and  long  flowing 
locks  were  strikingly  relieved.  It  was  the  costume  of  one 
of  his  best  photographs ;  the  costume  of  an  artist  who  with- 
out vanity  would  carry  his  taste  even  to  the  details  of  his 
dress.  The  firelight  lit  up  this  picturesque  figure,  gleamed 
on  the  "various  spoils  of  various  climes"  gathered  in  the 
tasteful  apartment,  revealed  the  shadowy  depths  of  the 
bookshelves,  where  the  silent  company,  the  living  children 
of  dead  and  gone  poets,  were  ranged,  and  lost  itself  in  the 
gusty  curtains. 

As  we  sat  together  the  wind  began  its  old  song  in  the 
chimney,  but  with  such  weird  compass  and  combination  of 
notes  that  it  seemed  the  call  of  a  familiar  spirit.     "  It  is  a 
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famous  chimney,"  said  the  poet,  leaping  over  the  fire,  "  and 
has  long  borne  a  local  reputation  for  its  peculiar  song.  Ole 
Bull,  sitting  in  your  chair  one  night,  caught  it  quite  with 
his  instrument." 

Under  the  same  overpowering  domination  of  himself  and 
his  own  personality,  here  as  elsewhere,  I  could  not  help  re- 
membering how  he  himself  had  caught  and  transfigured  not 
only  its  melody,  but  its  message,  in  that  most  perfect  of 
human  reveries,  "  The  Wind  over  the  Chimney." 

"  But  the  night  wind  cries,  '  Despair  I 
Those  who  walk  with  feet  of  air 

Leave  no  long-enduring  marks  ; 
At  God's  forges  incandescent 
Mighty  hammers  beat  incessant, 

These  are  but  the  flying  sparks. 

"  'Dust  are  all  the  hands  that  wrought ; 
Books  are  sepulchres  of  thought; 

The  dead  laurels  of  the  dead 
Rustle  for  a  moment  only, 
Like  the  withered  leaves  in  lonely 

Churchyards  at  some  passing  tread.* 

"  Suddenly  the  flame  sinks  down  ; 
Sink  the  rumors  of  renown  ; 

And  alone  the  night  wind  drear 
Clamors  louder,  wilder,  vaguer,  — 
"Tis  the  brand  of  Meleager 

Dying  on  the  hearthstone  herel ' 

*'  And  I  answer,  — '  Though  it  be, 
Why  should  that  discomfort  me  ? 

No  endeavor  is  in  vain; 
Its  reward  is  in  the  doing, 
And  the  rapture  of  pursuing 
Is  the  prize  the  vanquished  gain.'  " 

Why  should  not  the  ghosts  gather  here?  Into  this 
quaint  historic  house  he  had  brought  the  poet's  retentive 
memory  filled  with  the  spoils  of  foreign  climes.  He  had 
built  his  nest  with  rare  seeds,  grasses,  and  often  the  stray 
feathers  of  other  song  birds  gathered  in  his  flight.  Into 
it  had  come  the  great  humanities  of  life,   the  bridal  pro- 
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eesiion,  the  christening,  death  —  death  in  a  tragedy  that 
wrapped  those  walls  in  flames,  bore  away  the  faithful  young 
mother  and  left  a  gap  in  the  band  of  "blue-eyed  banditti'* 
■who  used  to  climb  the  poet's  chair.  The  keynote  of  that 
sublime  resignation  and  tender  philosophy  which  has  over- 
flowed so  many  hearts  with  pathetic  endurance  was  struck 
here ;  it  was  no  cold  abstract  sermon  preached  from  an  in- 
tellectual pulpit,  but  the  daily  lessons  of  experience,  of 
chastened  trial  shaped  into  melodious  thought.  How  could 
we  help  but  reverence  the  instrument  whose  smitten  chords 
had  given  forth  such  noble  "  Psalms  of  Life  "  ? 

Such  is  the  picture  conjured  by  his  name.  Near  and 
more  recent  contact  with  him  never  dimmed  its  tender  out- 
lines. I  like  now  to  remember  that  I  last  saw  him  in  the 
same  quaint  house,  but  with  the  glorious  mellow  autumnal 
setting  of  the  New  England  year,  and  the  rich,  garnered 
fulness  of  his  own  ripe  age.  There  was  no  suggestion  of 
the  end  in  his  deep  kind  eyes,  in  his  deep-veiled  voice,  or 
in  his  calm  presence ;  characteristically  it  had  been  faintly 
voiced  in  his  address  to  his  classmates  of  fifty  years  before. 
He  had  borrowed  the  dying  salutation  of  the  gladiator  in 
the  Roman  arena  only  to  show  that  he  expected  death,  but 
neither  longed  for  it  nor  feared  it. 
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Op  the  many  spontaneous  and  critical  tributes  paid  lately 
to  the  admirable  gifts  of  James  Russell  Lowell,  I  recall 
but  one  where  allusion  was  made  to  their  early  and  prompt 
recognition  by  a  contemporaneous  public.  Yet  it  was  well 
known  that  he  had  never  experienced  the  hesitating  and 
probationary  struggles  of  the  literary  life ;  that  he  had  under- 
gone none  of  the  tentative  trials  of  talent,  and  that,  without 
exciting  any  of  the  perturbing  effects  of  a  literary  comet, 
he  was,  nevertheless,  as  completely  successful  at  the  begin- 
ning of  that  brilliant  career  just  closed  as  he  was  at  its 
fullest  finish.  This  was  the  more  singular,  since  the  per- 
formances of  a  political  satirist,  a  didactic  poet,  a  thoughtful 
and  cultivated  essayist  do  not  usually  secure  that  immediate 
popularity  accorded  to  the  latest  humorist  or  story-teller. 
Eor,  although  Mr.  Lowell  had  humor,  it  was  subordinate  to 
his  controversial  purpose,  and,  undoubted  as  was  his  lyric 
power,  in  his  most  stirring  passages  the  moral  effort  was 
apt  to  be  painfully  and  Puritanically  obvious.  But  he  was 
always  popular,  and  I  feel  it  is  no  mere  loyalty  to  old  im- 
pressions when  I  can  remember  that  he  was  one  of  my  boy- 
ish heroes  as  well  as  the  admiration  of  my  maturer  years, 
for  he  belonged  to  us  all  in  the  "  School  Readers"  of  America, 
and  the  man  who  was  stirred  in  later  years  by  the  war  lyrics 
of  1864  could  recall  how  his  youthful  pulse  had  been  mys- 
teriously thrilled  by  the  then  prophetic  "  When  a  deed  is 
done  for  Freedom."  Whatever  ideal  Mr.  Lowell  may  have 
had  in  his  own  inner  consciousness,  —  in  spite  of  the  play- 
ful portrait  he  has  given  of  himself  in  the  "Fable  for 
Critics, "  —  outwardly,  at  least,  the  work  of  his  manhood 
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seemed  to  have  fulfilled  the  ambition,  as  it  had  the  promise, 
of  his  youth.  A  strong  satirical  singer,  who  at  once  won 
the  applause  of  a  people  inclined  to  prefer  sentiment  and 
pathos  in  verse ;  an  essayist  who  held  his  own  beside  such 
men  as  Emerson,  Thoreau,  and  Holmes ;  an  ironical  biog- 
rapher in  the  land  of  the  historian  of  the  Knickerbockers ; 
and  an  unselfish,  uncalculating  patriot  selected  to  represent 
a  country  where  partisan  politics  and  party  service  were  too. 
often  the  only  test  of  fitness  —  this  was  his  triumphant  re- 
cord. H]s  death  seems  to  have  left  no  trust  or  belief  of 
his  admirers  betrayed  or  disappointed.  The  critic  has  not 
yet  risen  to  lament  a  wasted  opportunity,  to  point  out  a 
misdirected  talent,  or  to  tell  us  that  he  expected  more  or  less 
than  Mr.  Lowell  gave !  wonderful  and  rounded  finish  of  an 
intellectual  career. 

Yet  it  has  always  seemed  to  me  that  his  early  success  as 
well  as  his  strength  lay  in  his  keen  instinctive  insight  into 
the  personal  character  of  the  New  Englander.  He  had  by 
no  means  created  the  "Yankee"  in  literature,  neither  had 
he  been  the  first  to  use  the  Yankee  dialect.  Judge  Hali- 
burton,  a  writer  of  more  unqualified  English  blood,  had  al- 
ready drawn  "  Sam  Slick,"  but  it  was  the  Yankee  regarded 
from  the  "  outside,"  —  as  he  was  wont  to  aggressively  present 
himself  to  the  neighboring  "  Blue  Noses  "  ;  —  and  although 
the  picture  was  not  without  occasional  graceful  and  poetic- 
touches,  that  poetry  and  grace  was  felt  to  be  Judge  Hali- 
burton's  rather  than  Sam  Slick's.  It  may  interest  the  curi- 
ous reader  to  compare  the  pretty  prose  fancy  of  Sam  Slick's 
dream  with  the  genuine  ring  of  "  Hosea  Biglow's  Courtin'." 
Dr.  Judd's  "Margaret"  —  a  novel,  I  fear,  unknown  to 
most  Englishmen  —  was  already  a  New  England  classic  when 
Hosea  Biglow  was  born.  It  was  a  dialect  romance  —  so 
provincial  as  to  be  almost  unintelligible  to  even  the  average 
American  reader,  but  while  it  was  painted  with  a  coarse 
Flemish  fidelity,  its  melodrama  was  conventional  and  im« 
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ported.  It  remained  for  Mr.  Lowell  alone  to  discover  and 
portray  the  real  Yankee  —  that  wonderful  evolution  of  the 
English  Puritan,  who  had  shaken  off  the  forms  and  super- 
stitions, the  bigotry  and  intolerance,  of  religion,  but  never 
the  deep  consciousness  of  God.  It  was  true  that  it  was  not 
only  an  allwise  God,  but  a  God  singularly  perspicacious  of 
wily  humanity ;  a  God  that  you  had  "  to  get  up  early  "  to 
"take  in";  a  God  who  encouraged  familiarity,  who  did  not 
reveal  Himself  in  vague  thunders,  nor  answer  out  of  a 
whirlwind  of  abstraction  ;  who  did  not  hold  a  who]e  race  re- 
sponsible —  but  "  sent  the  bill  "  directly  to  the  individual 
debtor.  It  was  part  of  Mr.  Lowell's  art  to  contrast  this 
rude  working-Christian  Biglow  with  the  older-fashioned 
Puritan  parson  Wilbur,  still  wedded  to  his  creed  and  his 
books.  The  delightful  pedant  is  no  less  strong  and  charac- 
teristic than  his  protege,  though  perhaps  not  as  amusing  and 
original,  and  there  is  always  a  faint  reminiscence  of  the 
"  Dominie  "  in  literature  whom  we  all  remember  in  some 
shape  or  another  !  but  to  Mr.  Lowell  belongs  the  delightful 
conceit  of  making  him4he  patron  of  the  irreverent  and  revo- 
lutionary Hosea,  who  already  usurped  his  functions  as  a 
moralist.  Yet  clever  as  was  the  "  swaller-tailed  talk  "  of 
the  parson,  one  is  conscious  that  it  is  mere  workmanship, 
and  that  at  best  it  is  but  humorous  translation  artistically 
done.  It  is  the  rude  dialect  of  Hosea  that  is  alone  real  and 
vital.  For  this  is  not  the  "  Yankee  talk  "  of  tradition,  of 
the  story-books  and  the  stage,  —  tricks  of  pronunciation, 
illiterate  spelling,  and  epithet,  —  but  the  revelation  of  the 
character,  faith,  work,  and  even  scenery  of  a  people,  in 
words  more  or  less  familiar,  but  always  in  startling  and 
novel  combination  and  figurative  phrasing.  New  England 
rises  before  us,  with  its  hard  social  life,  its  scant  amuse- 
ments, always  sternly  and  pathetically  conjoined  with  re- 
ligious, patriotic,  or  political  duty  in  the  "  meetings,"  "  train- 
ing," or  "  caucus  "  ;  with  its  relentless  •  climate  mitigated 
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by  those  rare  outbursts  of  graciousness  that  were  like  His 
special  revelations ;  with  the  grim  economy  of  living,  the 
distrust  of  art  which  perhaps  sent  the  people  to  the  woods 
and  fields  for  beauty  ;  the  human  passion  that  asserted  itself 
in  a  homely  dramatic  gesture ;  —  these  move  and  live  again 
in  honest  Hosea's  idiom.  Without  multiplying  examples 
one  may  take  that  perfect  crystallization  of  New  England  — 
the  white  winter  idyll  of  "The  Courtin'."  In  the  first 
word  the  keynote  of  the  Puritan  life  is  struck :  — 

"God  makes  sech  nights,  all  white  an'  still." 

The  familiar  personal  Deity  is  there  —  no  pantheistic  ab 

straction,  conventional  muse,  nor  wanton  classic  goddess, 

but  the  New  Englander's  Very  God.      Again  and  again 

through  the  verses  of  that  matchless  pastoral  the  religious 

chord  is  struck ;  weak  human  passion  and  grim  piety  walk 

hand-in-hand  to  its  grave  measure ;  to  look  at  the  pretty 

Huldy  in  her  cozy  kitchen  was  "  kin'  o'  kingdom-come  " ; 

when,  on  Sunday,  in  the  choir,  Zekle  "  made  Ole  Hunderd 

ring,  she  knowed  the  Lord  was  nigher  "  ;  with  his  eyes  on 

the  cover  of  her  "  meetin'-bunnet,"  she  blushes  scarlet  "right 

in  prayer,"  and  the  loving  but  discreet  pastoral  closes  with 

the  assurance  that 

"  They  wuz  cried 
In  meetin'  come  nex'  Sunday." 

Equally  strong  and  true  with  the  grim  pathos  of  this 
courtship,  mitigated  by  religious  observances,  are  the  few 
touches  that  discover  the  whole  history  of  the  Revolution 
and  its  "  embattled  farmers  "  in  the  "  ole  queen' s-arm  "  over 
the  chimney ;  that  reveal  the  economic  domestic  life  in  the 
picture  of  the  hard-working  mother  utilizing  her  discreet  pro- 
pinquity by  "sprinklin'  clo'es  agin  to-morrow's  i'nin' "  in 
the  next  room,  and  the  fair  Huldy  herself  dividing  her 
blushes  with  "  the  apples  she  was  peelin'."  The  hard, 
/realistic  picture  is  lifted  into  the  highest  poetry  by  two  or 
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three  exquisite  similes  —  conceits  that  carry  conviction  be- 
cause they  are  within  the  inventive  capacity  of  the  quaint 
narrator,  and  the  outcome  of  his  observation.  Take  such 
perfect  examples  as  :  — 

"  But  long  o'  her  his  veins  'onld  run 
All  crinkly  like  curled  maple, 
The  side  she  brushed  (eltfull  o'  tun 
Ea  a  south  slope  in  Ap'il. 


"  All  ways  to  once  her  feelins  flew 
Like  sparks  in  burnt-up  paper. 


"  When  Ma  bimeby  upon  'em  slips, 
Huldy  sot  pale  ez  ashes, 
All  kin'  o'  smily  roun'  the  lips 
And  teary  roun'  the  lashes. 

"For  she  was  jes'  the  quiet  kind 
Whose  naturs  never  vary, 
Like  streams  that  keep  a  summer  mind 
Snowhid  in  Jenooary. 


"  Then  her  red  come  back  like  the  tide 
Down  to  the  Bay  o'  Fundy." 

The  last  simile  is  the  only  one  that  might  be  thought  in- 
consistent with  the  young  farmer's  capacity.  But  then  the 
American  schoolboy — inheritor  of  avast  continent  —  was 
always  up  in  his  geography  —  and  for  the  matter  of  that  in 
his  natural  phenomena,  too. 

As  to  the  origin  and  genius  of  this  wonderful  dialect,  Mr. 
Lowell  has  estopped  criticism  and  inquiry  with  an  essay 
that  has  exhausted  the  subject ;  it  would  be  difficult  to 
glean  where  he  has  reaped,  and  one  does  not  care  to  refute 
his  arguments,  if  one  could.  One  is  not  concerned  to  know 
that  much  of  the  so-called  dialect  is  Old  English,  and  that 
among  the  other  sturdy  things  the  Puritan  carried  over  with 
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him  was  the  integrity  of  the  language.  Enough  for  us  that 
it  was  the  picturesque  interpretation  of  the  New  England 
life  and  character.  Critic  of  the  New  Englander  as  he  was, 
he  was  first  and  last  always  one  of  them.  Like  Bramah  he 
may  have  been  the  "  Doubter  and  the  Doubt,"  but  he  was 
also  "  the  hymn  the  Brahmin  sings." 

But  Mr.  Lowell  was  more  of  an  Englishman  than  an  Ameri- 
can —  in  the  broadest  significance  of  the  latter  term.  His 
English  blood  had  been  unmixed  for  two  generations,  with 
the  further  English  insulation  of  tradition,  family,  and  lo- 
cality. In  the  colonial  homestead  the  initials  "G.  E." 
were  still  legible  on  the  keystone  of  the  chimney,  and  from 
what  he  has  told  us  of  his  great-grandmother,  it  might  have 
been  also  engraven  on  her  heart  —  if  a  sentimental  interest  in. 
Royalty  were  an  uncommon  weakness  of  the  American 
woman.  The  family  seem  to  have  had  none  of  those  vicis- 
situdes of  fortune  or  restless  ambition  which  compel  the 
average  American  to  "go  West"  or  otherwise  change  his 
habitat.  He  kne*w  little  of  the  life  and  character  of  the 
West  and  South  —  it  is  to  be  feared  that  he  never  greatly 
understood  or  sympathized  with  either.  His  splendid  anti- 
slavery  services  were  the  outcome  of  moral  conviction,  and  not 
the  result  of  a  deliberate  survey  of  the  needs  and  policy  of  a 
nation.  In  his  most  powerful  diatribes,  there  was  always 
this  reiteration  of  an  abstract  Right  and  Wrong  that  was 
quite  as  much  the  utterance  of  Exeter  Hall  as  of  Elmwood. 
Only  once  does  a  consideration  of  the  other  side  occur,  and 
that  is  a  note  of  human  compassion :  — 

"  My  eyes  cloud  up  for  rain  ;  my  mouth 
Will  take  to  twitchin'  roun'  the  corners; 
I  pity  mothers  too  down  South, 
For  all  they  sot  among  the  scorners." 

But  the  whole  instinct  is  as  aggressive  and  uncompro- 
mising as  the  ante-bellum  English  expression  had  been,  and 
an  Englishman    should   find  no   difficulty   in    understand- 
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ing  the  burst  of  equally  intense  indignation  which  England's 
abandonment  of  that  attitude  excited  in  Mr.  Lowell  and 
was  resented  in  "  Jonathan  to  John. "  It  was  also  this 
consciousness  of  his  own  integrity  as  a  transplanted  English- 
man, who  had  kept  the  best  traditions  of  the  race,  which 
made  him  unduly  sensitive  to  English  criticism  and  gave  a 
wholesome  bitterness  to  his  manly  protest  to  '•'  A  Certain 
Condescension  to  Foreigners."  One  does  not  care  to  be 
called  "  provincial  "  by  one's  own  cousins  for  exhibiting  the 
family  traits  more  distinctly  than  they  do,  and  Mr.  Lowell's 
sensitiveness  was  English  rather  than  American.  The 
dwellers  of  the  Great  West  and  Northwest,  who  had  quite 
as  much  at  stake  in  this  struggle  for  unity,  and  who  had  as 
freely  contributed  their  blood  and  substance  to  its  defense, 
were  not  shaken  in  their  mountainous  immobility,  or  ruf- 
fled in  their  lacustrine  calm.  Perhaps  they  were  accus- 
tomed to  it  in  the  attitude  which  Puritan  New  England 
had  already  taken  towards  them. 

The  race  that  had  been  intolerant  of  Quakers  and  witches 
in  colonial  days  were  only  inclined  at  best  to  a  severe  patron- 
age or  protectorate  over  the  Gallic  mixtures  of  the  South  and 
Gulf,  with  their  horse-racing,  dueling,  and  reprehensible 
recklessness  of  expenditure  ;  over  the  German  millions  of 
the  West  and  Middle  States,  slow  and  sure  in  their  thought- 
ful citizenship,  but  given  overmuch  to  wicked  enjoyment  of 
the  Sabbath ;  the  Irishman  of  the  great  seaboard  and  inland 
cities,  developing  the  conservatism  of  wealth  in  his  mature 
years,  but  perplexing  and  perturbing  in  his  youthful  immi- 
gration ;  the  Spaniards  of  the  Southwest  and  the  Pacific  Slope, 
gentle  and  dignified,  full  of  an  Old  World  courtesy  unknown 
to  the  Atlantic  States,  but  hopeless  in  their  Latin .  super- 
stitions and  avowed  Papistry.  The  microcosm  of  New  Eng- 
land hardly  reflected  these  puissant  elements  of  the  greater 
world  of  the  Republic,  and  it  is  to  be  feared  not  always 
rightly  comprehended  them.      When  the  New  Englander 
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went  to  Kansas  it  was  with  a  sharp  rifle  and  a  dogma,  very 
much  as  his  English  ancestor  had  penetrated  the  wilderness. 
When  he  traveled  for  information  the  provincial  instinct  was 
still  strong  and  he  visited  his  capital  —  London.  His  liter- 
ature confined  itself  mainly  to  the  exploitation  of  local 
thought  and  character.  With  the  exception  of  the  Quaker 
Whittier,  few  of  the  New  England  writers  had  let  their 
observations  or  fancy  stray  beyond  its  confines.  Long- 
fellow's "  Hiawatha,"  the  Western  man  knew  only  as  a 
beautiful  legend  with  Indian  names  and  pictures  from  Cat- 
lin,  but  not  as  an  American  romance.  It  seems  strange 
that  Mr.  Lowell,  who  has  given  us  the  following  lines:  — 

"  Brown  foundlin'  o'  the  woods,  whose  baby-bed 
Was  prowled  round  by  the  Injun's  cracklin'  tread, 
An'  who  grew'st  strong  thru  shifts  an'  wants  an'  pains, 
Nussed  by  stern  men  with  empires  in  their  brains, 
Who  saw  in  vision  their  young  Ishmel  strain 
With  each  hard  hand  a  vassal  ocean's  mane,  — 
Thou  skilled  by  Freedom  an'  by  great  events, 
To  pitch  new  States  ez  Okl-World  men  pitch  tents,"  — 

should  have  known  so  little  of  those  "New  States,"  or  that 
now  limitless  circle  before  which  the,  Indian  has  retired. 
But  it  was  presumed  that  a  sufficient  idea  of  the  country  as 
an  entity  could  have  been  evolved  from  the  New  Eng- 
lander's  inner  consciousness  itself,  even  as  the  secret  of  the 
wilderness  was  supposed  to  have  been  revealed  to  the  soul- 
ful observer  of  Boston  Common.  I  remember  being  startled 
by  a  remark  of  Mr.  Emerson's  as  we  were  one  day  walking 
beside  Walden  Pond.  It  will  be  recollected  that  there  the 
gifted  Thoreau  once  reverted  to  nature,  forswore  civilization 
and  taxes,  and  became  a  savage  dweller  in  the  wilderness. 
As  I  ventured  to  comment  upon  the  singular  contiguity  of 
the  village  to  what  might  be  termed  the  fringe  of  this  track- 
less solitude,  the  "  Sage  of  Concord  "  turned  to  me  with  a 
sweet  but  peculiar  smile.  "  Yes,"  he  said,  "  we  sometimes 
rang  the  dinner  bell  at  the  lower  end  of  the  garden  and  we 
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were  always  glad  when  Henry  heard  it  and  cams  up." 
Kind  philosopher  and  discreet  seeker  of  nature's  primal 
truths !  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  this  facility  of  easy  re- 
turn to  the  conventional  should  ever  he  in  the  way  of  great 
divination,  but  I  fancy  I  have  since  heard  Mr.  Emerson's 
dinner  bell  in  a  good  deal  of  New  England  literature — and 
have  felt  relieved. 

But  if  Mr.  Lowell  failed  in  a  sympathetic  understanding 
of  the  whole  nation,  who  understood  him  and  honestly 
mourn  his  loss,  he  never  erred  in  his  complete  and  keen 
perception  of  the  section  whose  virtues  and  vices  he  por- 
trayed. With  his  instincts  as  a  true  artist  he  knew  that 
his  best  material  lay  at  the  roots  of  the  people,  close  to  the 
common  soil,  and  with  his  instincts  as  a  gentleman  he 
heeded  not  the  cry  of  "vulgarity  "  at  his  choice.  We  can- 
not be  sufficiently  grateful  to  him  that  he  did  not  give  us 
perfunctory,  over-cultivated,  self-conscious,  epigrammatic 
heroes  and  heroines,  as  he  might  have  done,  and  that  his 
perfect  critical  faculty  detected  their  unartistic  quality,  as 
his  honest  heart  despised  their  sham.  His  other  creative 
work  had  little  local  color,  might  have  been  written  any- 
where, and  belonged  to  the  varying  moods  of  the  accom- 
plished singer  and  thinker,  whether  told  in  the  delicate  ten- 
derness of  the  "First  Snowfall,"  of  "  Auf  Wiedersehen," 
and  "After  the  Burial,"  or  in  the  gentle  cynicism  of  "Two 
Scenes  from  the  Life  of  Blondel."  His  critical  essays  are 
so  perfect  in  their  literary  quality  that  one  forgets  that  they 
are  or  are  not  criticism. 

It  was  a  coincidence  that,  coming  as  we  did,  each  from 
the  extreme  opposite  shores  of  our  continent,  our  official  lot 
should  be  cast  together  in  this  country.  It  was  a  pleasant 
one  to  us  both.  But  I  find  myself  to-night  somehow  recall- 
ing the  first  time  I  met  him  under  his  roof-tree  at  Elmwood, 
when  he  came  forward  pleasantly  to  greet  a  countryman, 
who  I  fear,  however,  was  to  him  as  great  an  alien  in  ex- 
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perience,   methods,  and  theories  of  his  country  as  any  for- 
eigner who  had  enjoyed  his  hospitality. 

I  remember  that  near  the  house  a  gentle  river  sang  itself 
away  towards  the  sea.  In  that  continent  of  mighty  streams 
it  was  not,  perhaps,  as  characteristic  of  the  country  as  either 
of  those  great  arteries  that  lie  close  to  the  backbone  of  the 
Republic,  and  form  one  vast  highway  for  the  people,  for 
whose  undivided  and  equal  rights  in  it  my  friend  and  host 
lately  battled  with  all  the  grace  and  vigor  of  his  race ;  it 
was  not  as  far-reaching  as  the  larger  rivers  that  ran  east  and 
west  from  the  Rocky  Mountains,  and  brought  prosperity  to 
either  shore.  But  it  ran  under  that  marvelous  bridge  be- 
neath whose  arches  Longfellow  saw  the  moon  sinking  like 
"  a  golden  goblet,"  and  broadened  and  mirrored  back  the 
windows  where  Holmes  still  looked  upon  it  and  sang  to  it 
his  sweetest  songs.  And  the  little  "  Charles  "  never  bore 
more  precious  freight  upon  its  bosom  than  when  the  last 
leaves  of  that  transplanted  English  oak,  which  had  grown 
up  so  sturdily  among  the  elms  of  Elmwood,  drifted  out 
that  August  morning  towards  "the  old  home." 


MY  FAVOEITE  NOVELIST  AND  HIS  BEST  BOOK 

As  I  have  half  a  dozen  favorite  novelists,  but  only  one 
favorite  novel,  I  find  some  difficulty  in  adjusting  this  article 
to  the  limits  defined  in  the  above  somewhat  arbitrary  title. 
And  as  it  may  be  doubtful,  also,  if  the  critical  dissection  and 
analysis  of  any  novel  is  compatible  with  that  deep  affection  sug- 
gested by  the  word  "favorite,"  I  hasten  to  confess  that  my 
critical  appreciation  of  my  favorite  novel  began  long  after 
it  had  first  thrilled  me  as  a  story. 

And  here,  I  fear  I  must  start  with  the  premises — -open 
to  some  contention — that  the  primary  function  of  the  novel 
is  to  interest  the  reader  in  its  story  — in  the  progress  of 
some  well-developed  plot  to  a  well-defined  climax,  which 
may  be  either  expected  or  unexpected  by  him.  After  this 
it  may  have  a  purpose  or  moral ;  may  be  pathetic,  humorous, 
or  felicitous  in  language  ;  but  it  must  first  interest  as  a  story. 

The  average  novel  reader  is  still  a  child  in  the  desires  of 
the  imagination;  he  wants  to  know  what  "happened,"  and 
to  what  end.  It  may  be  doubted  if  the  humor  of  Dickens, 
the  satire  of  Thackeray,  or  the  epigrammatic  brilliancy  of 
the  French  school,  ever  dazzled  or  diverted  his  mind  from 
that  requisite.  "  Did  the  lovers  marry  ?  "  "  Was  the 
murderer  discovered  ?  "  "  Was  the  mystery  explained  ?  " 
are  the  eternal  questions  for  which  he  demands  an  answer. 
The  skill  that  prolongs  this  suspense,  the  art  that  protracts 
this  denouement  without  his  perceiving  it,  he  does  not  object 
to.  Any  one  who  has  watched  him  eagerly  or  impatiently 
skipping  page  after  page,  and  covertly  peeping  at  the  last 
one  of  a  new  novel,  will  understand  this.  We  laugh  at, 
but  we  must  not  underrate,  the  power  of  the  weekly  install- 


MY  FAVORITE   NOVELIST  AND   HIS   BEST   BOOK      267 

ment  of  cheap  fiction  which  leaves  the  hero  hanging  over  a 
precipice  in  the  last  issue,  and  only  rescues  him  on  the  fol- 
lowing Saturday.  It  may  he  a  cheap  "'surprise,"  but  the 
humble  "  penny-a-liner  "  may  be  nearer  to  the  needs  of  the 
average  reader  than  the  more  celebrated  author. 

A  charming  American  writer,  in  an  extravaganza  called 
"The  Brick  Moon,"  makes  the  solitary  inhabitant  of  that 
whirling  disk,  cast  into  space,  telegraph  to  his  fair  Dulcinea 
still  on  the  earth.  It  was  at  the  time  when  Charles  Reade's 
exciting  novel,  "Foul  Play,"  was  in  serial  publication. 
The  first  question  asked  by  the  celestial  voyager  referred  to 
this  mundane  romance,  which  they  both  were  reading  at 
the  time  of  their  separation. 

"  How  did  they  get  off  the  Island  ? "  the  anxious  in- 
quirer traces  on  his  gigantic  sphere. 

"  Ducks,"  flashed  back  the  brief  but  sympathetic  girl, 
with  one  eye  at  the  telescope,  and  the  other  on  the 
book. 

The  average  reader  will  at  least  respond  to  the  feeling 
that  suggested  so  extreme  an  illustration.  We,  who  write, 
may  possibly  object.  We  may  wish  him  to  admire  our 
poetry,  our  humor,  and  our  "  profound  knowledge  of  human 
nature  "  —  vide  our  most  intelligent  critic ;  he  will,  in  the 
exercise  of  that  human  nature,  simply  observe  that  he  is 
getting  "no  forwarder" — and  will  have  none  of  them. 
We  may  wish  him  to  know  of  what  our  hero  is  thinking  — 
he  only  cares  for  what  he  is  doing;  we  may  —  more  fatal 
error  !  —  wish  him  to  know  of  what  we  are  thinking  —  and 
he  calmly  skips !  We  may  scatter  the  flowers  of  our  fancy 
in  his  way ;  like  the  old  fox  hunter  in  the  story,  he  only 
hates  "them  stinkin'  vi'lets"  that  lead  him  off  the  scent 
we  have  started.  Action !  Movement !  He  only  seeks 
these,  until  the  climax  is  "  run  down." 

I  am  premising,  of  course,  that  this  action  shall  be  con- 
tinuously and  ably  sustained.      The  subject  may  be  various, 
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but  I  think  it  will  be  admitted  that  its  most  popular  form 
is  always  based  upon  the  prolonged  struggle  of  man  with 
his  particular  environment  and  circumstance.  It  was  an 
old  trick  of  the  Greek,  but  the  gods  of  his  drama  were  im- 
placable ;  the  hero  succumbed,  and  so  we  will  have  no  more 
of  him.  In  its  simplest  form,  it  was  that  direct  struggle 
with  the  forces  of  nature  which  has  made  "Robinson 
Crusoe  "  immortal.  This  has  been  combined,  later,  with 
our  hero's  additional  struggle  with  a  preengaged  and  unre- 
ciprocating  mistress,  as  in  "  Foul  Play  "  ;  although  here  is 
the  danger  of  a  double  action,  only  one  element  of  which 
the  reader  will  follow.  It  may  run  the  whole  gamut  of 
the  affections,  although  the  younger  novelists  —  like  Stan- 
ley Weyman  —  are  beginning  to  recognize  the  effect  of  a 
lover  who  has  to  overcome  a  preliminary  aversion  on  the 
part  of  his  beloved  in  addition  to  his  other  struggles. 

For  the  more  hopeless  the  preliminary  situation,  and  the 
greater  the  obstacles  to  the  action,  the  greater  the  interest. 
The  highest  form  of  art  is  reached  when  the  hero's  difficul- 
ties are  such  that  apparently  nothing  short  of  divine  inter- 
position would  seem  to  save  him,  and  his  triumph  is  conse- 
quently exalted  in  the  mind  of  the  reader  to  seem  to 
partake  of  divine  retribution.  It  is  especially  reached  in  a 
novel  dealing  with  what  might  be  called  personal  revenge  — 
yet  a  revenge  for  wrongs  so  inhuman,  and  a  revenge  carried 
out  under  such  masterful  intelligence  and  direction,  as  to 
seem  divine  justice. 

And  this  is  what  I  claim  for  my  favorite  novel :  "  The 
Count  of  Monte  Cristo,"  by  the  elder  Dumas.  The  lovers 
of  that  great  French  romancer  will  perhaps  wonder  why  I 
hesitated  at  the  outset  to  speak  of  him  as  my  "favorite 
novelist "  ;  they  will  perhaps  remind  me  of  his  other  books, 
and  of  those  delightful  creatures,  Athos,  Porthos,  Aramis, 
and  D  'Artagnan ;  but  I  must  in  turn  remind  them  that 
these  are  only  characters  in  a  charming  series  of  historical 


MY  FAVORITE  NOVELIST  AND  HIS  BEST  BOOK     269 

episodes  ;  and  I  prefer  to  restrict  my  claim  to  his  one  excep- 
tional performance  —  a  perfect  novel ! 

I  suppose  there  is  scarcely  a  reader  of  these  pages  who, 
whether  he  accepts  this  dictum  or  not,  is  not  familiar 
with  the  story,  and  will  not  admit  its  whilom  extraordinary 
popularity.  "  The  wealth  of  Monte  Cristo  "  is  already  as 
proverbial  as  that  of  Croesus.  Yet  I  venture  to  briefly  re- 
capitulate the  outline  of  this  story.  A  young  man  of  obscure 
origin  is,  by  a  malicious  conspiracy,  unexpectedly  deprived 
of  his  betrothed,  his  ambition,  and  his  liberty,  and  con- 
fined in  a  political  prison,  where  he  is  supposed  by  every 
one  but  the  reader  to  have  miserably  died.  At  the  end  of 
fourteen  years  he  reappears,  equipped  with  extraordinary 
yet  possible  power  of  vengeance,  and  mysteriously  pursues 
his  former  persecutors  to  the  bitter  end. 

It  is  a  plot  simple  enough,  as  all  great  works  are ;  but 
before  entering  upon  its  marvelous  exposition,  I  would  like 
to  call  the  reader's  attention  to  that  shrewd  perception  of 
human  nature  which  made  the  great  romancer  select  a  very 
common  instinct  of  humanity  as  the  basis  of  his  appeal  to 
the  reader's  sympathy.  We  have  all  of  us,  at  some  time, 
when  confronted  with  a  particular  phase  of  human  wrong 
and  injustice,  been  seized  by  a  desire  to  usurp  the  tardy  di- 
vine function,  and  take  the  law  into  our  own  hands.  We 
have  all  wished  to  be  "  caliph  for  a  day,"  as  humanly,  if 
not  as  humbly,  as  the  Persian  porter ;  we  have  longed  for 
a  sudden  and  potential  elevation  from  which  to  hold  the 
balance  between  man  and  man.  Such  a  being  Dumas  has 
created  in  Edmond  Dantes,  later  Count  of  Monte  Cristo, 
and  with  such  convincing  and  elaborate  skill  that  we  for- 
get he  is  only  redressing  his  own  wrongs  in  the  tact,  wis- 
dom, and  scope  of  his  scheme  of  retribution.  We  overlook 
the  relentlessness  of  his  punitive  powers  in  the  impassive 
logic  with  which  he  makes  the  guilty  work  out  their  own 
doom. 
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I  do  not  know  of  a  situation  in  romance  more  artistically 
explicated  than  the  opening  chapters  of  "  Monte  Cristo," 
from  the  arrival  of  Edmond  Dantes  at  Marseilles  to  his  in- 
carceration in  the  Chateau  d'If.  There  is  nothing  forced, 
extravagant,  or  unnatural  in  the  exposition,  yet  it  contains 
everything  essential  to  the  working-out  of  the  plot  in  the 
remaining  three  fourths  of  the  novel,  all  carefully  pre- 
arranged —  even  to  the  apparently  unimportant  and  humble 
vocation  of  the  hero,  as  will  be  seen  later.  We  have  the 
good  ship  Pharaon  entering  the  harbor,  anxiously  expected 
by  the  worthy  owner  Morrel,  —  a  man  whose  generosity 
and  extravagant  sense  of  mercantile  honor  leads  him  even- 
tually into  financial  straits, —  and  temporarily  commanded 
by  her  first  mate,  Dantes,  owing  to  the  death,  at  sea,  of 
her  captain.  We  are  at  once  introduced  to  the  important 
characters  of  the  book  :  Danglars,  the  supercargo,  jealous  of 
Dantes's  position;  Fernand,  Dantes's  unsuccessful  rival  for 
Mercedes's  hand;  Caderousse,  the  weak,  drunken,  vacillating 
friend  of  Dantes  —  a  strongly  drawn  character ;  and  the 
royalist  magistrate,  De  Villefort,  ambitious  of  promotion. 
.We  have  for  an  epoch  the  coming  shadow  of  the  Hundred 
Days  cast  upon  the  Pharaon,  for  she  also  bears  a  letter  from 
the  Emperor  at  Elba  to  Noirtier,  the  Bonapartist  uncle  of 
De  Villefort,  which  the  innocent  Dantes  has  received  as  a 
sacred  trust  from  the  dying  captain.  It  is  this  letter, 
which  would  prove  Dantes's  innocence,  yet,  by  compromis- 
ing De  Villefort 's  uncle,  would  ruin  De  Villefort 's  own 
political  advancement,  that  the  magistrate  suppresses. 

And  here  it  will  be  seen  that  the  conspiracy  on  which 
so  much  depends,  and  upon  which  such  tremendous  punish- 
ment is  afterwards  invoked,  is  no  mere  cheap  stage  villainy. 
The  conspirators  are  human,  and  at  this  crisis  —  as  in  real 
life  —  are  moved  only  through  their  respective  weaknesses  ; 
Danglars  by  envy,  Fernand  by  jealousy,  Caderousse  through 
drunken  impotence.     All  believe  in  a  certain  legal  guilt  of 
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Dantes — except  De  Villefort —  and  none  but  he  is  aware 
that  he  is  dooming  the  unfortunate  sailor  to  more  than  a 
few  months'  imprisonment.  Even  De  Villefort 's  cruel  pro- 
longation of  his  incarceration  arises  from  the  increasing 
danger  of  discovery  to  himself,  in  his  rising  fortunes.  This 
combination  has,  therefore,  nothing  extravagant,  inhuman, 
or  unconvincing  in  its  details.  The  conspiracy  is  success- 
ful, and  the  doors  of  the  Chateau  d'lf  close  on  the  un- 
fortunate man,  and  on  the  first  act  of  the  drama. 

If,  for  a  French  novel,  the  love  passages  of  Mercedes 
and  Dantes  seem  somewhat  brief  and  artificial,  —  especially 
when  contrasted  with  the  charming  idyll  of  Maximilien 
Morrel  and  Valentine  de  Villefort  in  the  later  pages,  —  it 
is  no  doubt  a  part  of  the  art  of  Dumas.  He  did  not  wish 
the  reader  to  dwell  too  much  upon  it,  nor  to  excite  too 
much  sympathy  with  Mercedes  —  who  is  destined,  later,  to 
take  up  with  Dantes's  rival.  Dantes  is  always  the  central 
figure  —  not  Dantes,  a  languishing  lover,  but  Dantes,  the 
victim  of  fate  and  selfish  cruelty,  the  predestined  self- 
avenger. 

We  now  come  to  the  second  act  of  this  drama;  which  is 
still  explicatory  and  preparatory,  yet  which  exhibits  in  a 
still  higher  degree  the  genius  of  the  constructor.  We  have 
the  hero  with  a  tremendous  purpose  before  him  —  but 
powerless,  inexperienced,  and  untried.  More  than  this,  he 
is  a  common,  uncultured  man,  while  his  persecutors  are  al- 
ready advancing  to  fortune  and  position.  It  would  be  easy 
for  the  ordinary  romancer  to  break  prison  walls,  and  let  the 
convict  revenge  himself  in  a  rude,  sailor-like  fashion.  But 
Dumas  is  no  ordinary  romancer ;  he  makes  the  fourteen 
years  of  Dantes's  captivity  essential  to  his  salavation,  and 
the  actual  equipment  and  education  of  the  hero  for  his  pur- 
pose. The  whole  thrilling  narrative  of  Dantes's  prison 
life,  the  despair  verging  upon  suicide,  the  attempt  to  escape, 
seemingly  futile,  yet  leading   to  his  strange  acquaintance 
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and  intimacy  with  the  Abbe  Earia,  are  not  the  mere  ingen« 
ious  incidents  of  a  clever  romancer,  but  the  gradual  build- 
ing-up of  Dantes's  character,  intellect,  judgment,  and  ever 
knowledge  of  the  world,  to  enable  him  to  fulfill  his  purpose. 
Restricted  to  the  companionship  of  a  learned  and  polished 
ecclesiastic,  for  whom  he  feels  the  devotion  of  a  simple  na- 
ture, he  becomes  polished  and  refined.  Condemned  to  idle- 
ness, he  becomes  a  student.  He  is  no  longer  the  frank, 
simple  sailor,  but  the  man  of  education,  meditation,  and 
self-control.  Out  of  his  very  wrongs  and  sufferings  the 
redresser  of  these  wrongs  and  sufferings  has  been  created. 

He .  lacks  now  only  freedom  and  fortune  to  begin  his 
work.  By  fortuitous  but  yet  not  improbable  circumstances, 
both  are  brought  within  his  reach.  A  dangerous  attack  of 
illness  compels  the  Abbe"  to  reveal  the  treasure  of  Monte 
Cristo  to  his  companion.  His  sudden  death  not  only  makes 
Dantes  the  heir  to  this  colossal  fortune,  but  gives  him  the 
opportunity  to  escape.  Even  here,  however,  Dumas's  art 
is  shown  in  the  element  of  suspense  kept  up  and  the  dra- 
matic surprise  of  the  climax.  The  hero  and  the  reader 
both  believe  that  by  Dantes's  substitution  of  his  own  living 
body  for  that  of  his  dead  companion  in  the  coarse  funeral 
sack  to  be  conveyed  outside  the  prison  walls,  he  will  be 
able  to  dig  himself  from  the  careless,  shallow  grave  accorded 
a  forgotten  prisoner.  The  moment  arrives ;  Dantes  feels  the 
cool  breath  of  freedom,  as  he  is  wheeled  in  the  sack  beyond 
the  prison  pale;  but  he  suddenly  feels  also  that  he  is  lifted 
up  and  swung  in  midair !  One  does  not  talk  much  of  Du- 
mas's epigrammatic  force  of  description,  but  nothing  can  be 
finer  than  the  last  line  of  the. chapter — which  tells  the 
whole  story.  "  La  mer  est  le  cimetiere  du  Chateau  d'lf," 
says  the  French  romancer.  "The  sea  is  the  cemetery  of. 
the  Chateau  d'lf,"  says  the  literal  English  translator. 

The  reader  understands,,  now,  why  the  hero  has  been 
bred  a. sailor.     The  .plunge  into  the. sea,  the  desperate  swim 


MY  FAVORITE   NOVELIST  AND   HIS   BEST  BOOK      273 

for  life,  the  boarding  of  the  Genoese  vessel,  the  enlistment 
among  the  crew,  and  the  finding  of  the  island  of  Monte 
Cristo,  could  only  have  been  accomplished  by  a  thorough 
seaman — and  all  this  was  preordained  by  the  ingenuity  of 
the  author.  This  is  equally  true  of  the  management  of  the 
yacht  in  the  removal  of  the  treasures  from  the  Island.  It 
is  well,  also,  to  note,  as  another  instance  of  this  ingenious 
prearrangement  of  detail,  that  Dantes's  first  successful  dis- 
guise in  his  interview  with  his  old  companion,  Caderousse.. 
is  that  of  an  abbe1  —  which  his  intimacy  with  Faria  alone 
made  probable. 

The  fairy  splendors  of  the  Grotto,  and  the  entertainment 
of  Franz  d'Epinay,  which  announce  Dantes's  assumption  of 
the  title  of  Count  of  Monte  Cristo,  may  seem  somewhat  ex- 
travagant to  the  reader  of  English  romance,  but  they  arise 
from  that  southern  exuberance  of  color  which  characterized 
Dumas's  fancy.  It  must  be  remembered  that  Monte  Cristo's 
apparent  ostentation  of  wealth  was  assumed  for  the  purpose 
of  impressing  his  destined  victims,  and  carrying  out  his 
vengeance.  One  does  not  expect  the  millionaire.  Monte 
Cristo,  with  his  mission,  to  act  with  the  reticence  and  calm 
of  a  Rothschild  ;  and  the  English  reader  may,  after  all,  find 
less  to  offend  his  taste  in  the  conscious  posing  of  this  French 
avenger  than  in  the  unconscious  vulgarity  of  a  Lothair. 
Yet  it  is  perhaps  unfortunate  for  the  reputation  of  the  novel 
that  much  of  its  Roman  carnival  display  has  become  already 
familiar  as  a  cheap  stage  spectacle  to  the  exclusion  of  its 
real  dramatic  power. 

I  find  only  one  incident  in  this  part  of  the  novel  which 
strikes  me  as  being  inconsistent  with  its  general  careful 
elaboration  and  plausibility.  It  is  the  mysterious  rehabili- 
tation of  the  lost  ship  Pharaon,  and  her  dramatic  entry  into 
Marseilles  on  the  eve  of  Morrel's  bankruptcy.  It  is  an 
anticlimax,  for  Morrel  has  already  been  saved  by  the  myste- 
rious Englishman,  and  the  catastrophe  averted;  it  is  a  mere 
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coup  de  theatre,  on  which  the  curtain  of  the  chapter  de- 
scends without  explanation.  It  is  so  unlike  the  author  that 
one  is  inclined  to  believe  it  the  work  of  Maquet,  Dumas's 
collaborator  in  his  other  novels. 

The  episode  of  Luigi  Vampa  and  his  brigands  is  merely 
an  entr'acte  of  adventure  to  bring  closer  the  relation  of 
Monte  Cristo  to  Albert  de  Morcerf,  the  son  of  Fernand,  and 
to  prepare  the  way  for  Monte  Cristo's  entrance  into  Paris, 
and  his  work  of  retribution.  Here,  almost  at  once,  we  have 
the  tremendously  dramatic  episode  of  the  Auberge  of  Pont 
du  Garde  told  by  Bertuccio,  Monte  Cristo's  servant,  in 
which  the  diamond  ring  given  by  Monte  Cristo  (disguised 
as  an  abbe,  and  the  executor  of  the  dead  Edmond  Dantes) 
to  Caderousse  and  his  wife  has  provoked  the  murder  of  the 
jeweler  and  the  death  of  the  wife.  The  details  of  the  mur- 
der, witnessed  by  Bertuccio,  himself  in  hiding ;  the  "  rain 
of  blood  "  falling  through  the  cracks  of  the  floor  above  upon 
the  concealed  man,  and  his  own  arrest  for  the  murder, 
would  be  thrilling  enough  as  an  episode,  but  it  is  more  artisti- 
cally significant  as  the  beginning  of  that  retribution  worked 
out  upon  the  old  conspirators,  through  their  own  weaknesses, 
by  the  invisible  hand  of  the  Count.  The  discovery  of  the 
old  intrigue  of  Mme.  Danglars  and  De  Villefort  at  Auteuil, 
and  the  birth  of  the  child,  is  equally  powerful  as  an  episode ; 
the  Lucrezia  Borgia  habits  of  Mme.  de  Villefort,  and  the 
thwarting  of  her  designs  on  the  paralytic  Noirtier  by  the  fact 
that  the  powerful  poisons  she  employs  are,  unknown  to  her, 
the  same  medicines  given  to  him  for  his  malady,  and  are 
therefore  harmless  to  him ;  the  luring  of  the  financier  Dan- 
glars to  his  ruin,  through  his  ambition,  by  Monte  Cristo,  are 
thrilling  incidents  enough,  but  are  one  and  all  subservient 
to  the  dominant  idea  of  the  novel  —  that  the  guilty  should 
assist  in  their  own  punishment. 

Yet  one  of  the  finest  touches  in  the  story  is  Monte  Cristo's 
final  recognition  that,  with  all  his  tremendous  power,  and 
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logical  and  impassive  as  is  his  scheme  of  retribution  he  has 
not  for  one  moment  succeeded  in  displacing  God !  And, 
despite  its  southern  extravagance,  its  theatrical  postures  and 
climaxes,  its  opulence  of  incident,  —  almost  as  bewildering 
as  the  wealth  of  its  hero,  —  as  a  magnificent  conception  of 
romance  magnificently  carried  out,  the  novel  seems  to  me  to 
stand  unsurpassed  in  literature. 

But  "  Monte  Cristo  "  is  romance,  and,  as  I  am  told,  of 
a  very  antiquated  type.  I  am  informed  by  writers  (not 
readers)  that  this  is  all  wrong ;  that  the  world  wants  to 
know  itself  in  all  its  sordid,  material  aspects,  relieved  only 
by  occasional  excursions  into  the  domain  of  pathology  and 
the  contemplation  of  diseased  and  morbid  types;  that  "the 
proper  study  of  mankind  is  man  "  as  he  is,  and  not  as  he 
might  be;  and  that  it  is  very  reprehensible  to  deceive  him 
with  fairy-tales,  or  to  satisfy  a  longing  that  was  in  him  when 
the  first  bard  sang  to  him,  or,  in  the  gloom  of  his  cave 
dwelling,  when  the  first  story-teller  interested  him  in  ac- 
counts of  improbable  beasts  and  men  —  with  illustrations  on 
bone.  But  I  venture  to  believe  that  when  Jones  comes 
home  from  the  city  and  takes  up  a  book,  he  does  not  greatly 
care  to  read  a  faithful  chronicle  of  his  own  doings;  nor  has 
Mrs.  Jones  freshened  herself  for  his  coming  by  seeking  a 
transcript  of  her  own  uneventful  day  in  the  pages  of  her 
favorite  novel.  But  if  they  have  been  lifted  temporarily 
out  of  their  commonplace  surroundings  and  limited  horizon 
by  some  specious  tale  of  heroism,  endeavor,  wrongs  re- 
dressed, and  faith  rewarded,  and  are  inclined  to  look  a  little 
more  hopefully  to  Jones's  chances  of  promotion,  or  to 
Mrs.  Jones's  aunt's  prospective  legacy  —  why  blame  them 
or  their  novelist? 


EARLY  POEMS 
1857-1865 


THE  VALENTINE1 

(Bret  Harte's  first  known  poem) 

'T  was  St.  Valentine's  day,  and  he  mused  in  his  chair, 
His  feet  on  the  fender  —  but  his  heart  was  not  there  ; 

Thoughts  of  sweet  Angelina,  of  all  girls  the  best, 

Fill'd  his  mind's  waking  dreams,  and  a  sigh  fill'd  his  breast. 

What   sound   breaks   the    silence  ?  —  the  doorbell's   loud 

jingle  — 
The  blood  leaves  his  heart,  his  cheeks  also  tingle. 

He  rushed  through  the  doorway,  he  jumps  down  the  stair, 
He  opens  the  door,  and  the  postman  is  there. 

His  ways  are  not  pleasant  —  his  words  are  but  few  ; 

"  Mr.  Jones  ?  "  "  So  I  am  !  "  "  Here  's  a  letter  for  you." 

He  seized  the  loved  missive,  and  straightway  he  fled, 
With  his  lips  all  the  way  pressed  to  Washington's  head. 

"  Oh,  my  fond  Angelina!  — dear  girl !  "  thus  he  cried  ; 
"'Tis  from  thee,  my  own  darling,  and  maybe — my  bride. 

"  Bashful  girl !  did'st  thou  think  thy  sweet  hand  to  disguise 
That  no  sign  might  reveal,  and  thy  lover  surprise  ? 

"  But  love  —  fancy  painter  —  more  signs  doth  espy 
Than  the  casual  observer  would  idly  pass  by." 

i  Golden  Era,  March  1,  1857. 
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Thus  spake  he,  then  tore  off  the  envious  seal, 
And  impatiently  read.     What  its  contents  reveal  ? 

"Dear  Sir: — The  amount  that  stands  charged  to  your 

name, 
You  'd  oblige  us  by  calling  and  settling  the  same ! " 


LINES  WRITTEN  IN  A  PRAYER-BOOK1 

The  last  long  knell  of  the  tolling  bell 

Dies  out  of  the  belfry's  pile, 
And  the  rustling  skirt  and  the  crinoline's  swell 

Is  gone  from  the  echoing  aisle, 
And  on  saint  and  on  sinner  a  silence  fell, 

Unbroken  by  whisper  or  smile. 

I  cannot  pray,  for  my  thoughts  still  stray 
From  my  book,  though  I  seem  to  con  it ; 

She  's  not  over  there  'midst  beauty's  array, 
For  I  know  the  style  of  her  bonnet, 

Just  from  Madame  Chassez's,  with  its  trimming  so  gay  ; 
And  the  loveliest  roses  upon  it. 

She  comes !  "  She  is  like  to  the  merchant  ships," 
For  she  bringeth  her  silks  "from  afar"; 

She  comes !  She  is  here !  and  my  heart 's  at  my  lips, 
And  my  nerves,  how  they  tremble  and  jar  I 

For  the  flounces  that  catch  in  the  pews  and  the  slips, 
Her  way  to  salvation  doth  bar. 

Oh,  let  not  your  judgment,  ye  saints,  be  severe, 
Impute  not  the  fault  to  her  pride, 

1  Golden,  Era,  March  22,  1857. 
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For  when  angels  awhile  on  the  earth  reappear, 

Their  limits  are  not  circumscribed ; 
And  when  woman  extendeth  the  bounds  of  her  sphere, 

Her  influence  can't  be  too  wide ! 


LOVE   AND  PHYSIC1 

A  clever  man  was  Dr.  Digg ; 

Misfortunes  well  he  bore; 
He  never  lost  his  patience  till 

He  had  no  patients  more  ; 
And  though  his  practice  once  was  large, 

It  did  not  swell  his  gains  ; 
The  pains  he  labored  for  were  but 

The  labor  for  his  pains. 

The  "  art  is  long,"  his  cash  got  short, 

And  well  might  Galen  dread  it, 
For  who  will  trust  a  name  unknown 

When  merit  gets  no  credit  ? 
To  marry  seemed  the  only  way 

To  ease  his  mind  of  trouble ; 
Misfortunes  never  singly  come, 

And  misery  made  him  double. 

He  had  a  patient,  rich  and  fair, 

That  hearts  by  scores  was  breaking, 
And  as  he  once  had  felt  her  wrist, 

He  thought  her  hand  of  taking  ; 
But  what  the  law  makes  strangers  do, 

Did  strike  his  comprehension ; 
Who  live  in  these  United  States, 

Do  first  declare  intention. 

1  Golden  Era,  April  12,  1857. 
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And  so  he  called.     His  beating  heait 

With  anxious  fears  was  swelling, 
And  half  in  habit  took  her  hand 

And  on  her  tongue  was  dwelling; 
But  thrice  tho'  he  essayed  to  speak, 

He  stopp'd,  and  stuck,  and  blundered; 
For  say,  what  mortal  could  be  cool 

Whose  pulse  was  most  a  hundred  ? 

"  Madam,"  at  last  he  faltered  out,  — 

His  love  had  grown  courageous,  — 
"  I  have  discerned  a  new  complaint, 
I  hope  to  prove  contagious ; 
And  when  the  symptoms  I  relate, 

And  show  its  diagnosis, 
Ah,  let  me  hope  from  those  dear  lips, 
Some  favorable  prognosis. 

"  This  done,"  he  cries,  "  let 's  tie  those  ties 

Which  none  but  death  can  sever ; 
Since  'like  cures  like,'  I  do  infer 

That  love  cures  love,  forever." 
He  paused  —  she  blushed  ;  however  strange 

It  seems  on  first  perusal, 
Altho'  there  was  no  promise  made, 

She  gave  him  a  refusal. 

Says  she,  "If  well  I  understand 

The  sentiments  you  're  saying, 
You  do  propose  to  take  a  hand  — 

A  game  that  two  are  playing — 
At  whist ;  one's  partner  ought  to  be 

As  silent  as  a  mummy, 
But  in  the  game  of  love,  I  think, 

I  shall  not  take  a  dummy. 
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"I  cannot  marry  one  who  lives 

By  other  folks'  distresses  ; 
The  man  I  marry,  I  must  love, 

Nor  fear  his  fond  caresses ; 
For  who,  whatever  be  their  sex, 

However  strange  the  case  is, 
Would  like  to  have  a  doctor's  bill 

Stuck  up  into  their  faces  ?  " 

Perhaps  you  think,  'twixt  love  and  rage, 

He  took  some  deadly  potion, 
Or  with  his  lancet  breathed  a  vein 

To  ease  his  pulse's  motion. 
To  guess  the  vent  of  his  despair, 

The  wisest  one  might  miss  it ; 
He  reached  his  office  —  then  and  there 

He  charged  her  for  the  visit  1 

THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  YOUTH1 

(After  Longfellow) 

Staring  sunlight  on  the  lawn, 

Chequered  shadows  in  the  wood; 
Summer's  odors,  idly  borne, 

Linger  by  the  trickling  flood. 

Lingering,  waiting,  long  delayed, 

Till  the  pure  and  limpid  pool 
Mirrors,  with  night's  coming  shade, 

Childhood  tripping  home  from  school. 

Tripping  down  the  well-worn  track, 

Zephyrs  greet  the  coming  girl, 
Press  the  little  bonnet  back, 

Nestle  in  the  dewy  curl. 

i  Golden  Era,  April  26,  1857. 
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Robins  twittering  thro'  the  leaves, 

Chirping  wren  and  chattering  jay 
Carol  'neath  the  verdant  eaves ; 
Carols  she  as  sweet  as  they. 

Satchel  swinging  on  her  arm, 

On  her  cheek  health's  glowing  flush, 

Stands,  in  all  of  girlhood's  charms, 
Youth  beside  the  alder-bush. 

Summers  nine  had  o'er  her  fled, 
Left  their  violets  in  her  eyes, 

On  her  cheeks  their  roses  spread, 
On  her  lips  their  balmy  sighs. 

On  the'  grass  her  bonnet  lies, 
On  the  grass  her  satchel  flung  5 

Who  its  secrets  may  surmise? 
Rosy  fingers  grope  among 

Remnants  of  her  dinner  there  — 
Dinner  past,  but  not  forgot ; 

Dimpled  hand  with  tender  care 
Draws  the  bread  and  butter  out. 

White  and  bare  that  arm  and  hand, 
And  beneath  the  rippling  stream, 

Like  two  pebbles  on  the  strand, 
White  the  little  ankles  gleam. 

Leaning  o'er  the  waters  clear, 
Looking  in  the  limpid  spring 

Sees  she  there  her  cheeks  appear  — 
Sees  her  blue  eyes  glistening  ? 


THE  FOUNTAIN  QF  YOUTH  285 

Crimson  clouds  and  skies  of  blue, 

Morn  and  eve  had  mirror'd  there ; 
But  those  eyes  and  cheeks  to  view 

With  their  tints,  might  well  compare. 

Breathless  lie  her  lips  apart, 

Motionless  her  arms  incline, 
Wildly  beats  that  little  heart  — 

Ah !  the  child  was  feminine. 

Yes,  the  curse  of  Eve  the  mother  — 

Woman's  vanity  —  the  spell 
On  her  falls,  and  eke  another, 

Down  the  bread  and  butter  fell. 

On  the  waters  had  she  cast  it : 

By  and  by  it  might  be  found. 
Foolish  hand  forgot  to  clasp  it  — 

Let  it  fall  upon  the  ground. 

Such  is  fate;  and  though  we  mutter, 
Why  and  wherefore?  none  decide. 

Ever  falls  one's  bread  and  butter, 
Always  on  the  buttered  side  ? 

With  her  sorrows  let  us  leave  her— 

Great  her  fault,  let  justice  own  ; 
Great  her  punishment  —  nor  grieve  her 

With  the  chastening  to  come. 

Learning  well  this  moral  lesson: 

Though  our  visions  still  are  fair, 
Humblest  things  in  our  possession 

Greater  than  illusions  are. 
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THE  STUDENT'S  DREAM1 

"knowledge  is  poweb" 

A  student  sat  in  his  easy-chair; 

Around  him  many  a  pond'rous  tome 
Of  antiquarian  lore  was  there, 

And  the  classic  wealth  of  Greece  and  Rome. 
The  light  that  swings  'twixt  the  oaken  beams, 
Around  and  about  him  fitfully  gleams 

In  a  pale  prophetic  shower; 
And  the  line  on  which  he  ponders  and  dreams, 

Is  written — "Knowledge  is  Power." 

He  dreams  —  his  vision  expansive  grows, 
And  on  either  side  the  wall  recedes, 

And  from  out  that  misty  chaos  rose 
A  pile  of  mortgages,  bonds,  and  deeds, 

And  gold  in  glittering  columns  heaped. 
A  nation's  debt  might  be  reclaimed, 
A  nation's  honor  be  sustained, 

Or  countries  might  in  blood  be  steeped 

At  the  pen-and-ink  stroke  of  this  mighty  lord 
Of  Mammon,  who  sat  by  his  treasured  hoard. 

But  the  vision  fled  as  he  raised  his  head ; 
He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and,  muttering,  said: 
"  Riches  will  change  —  they  flee  in  an  hour  5 
To  know,  is  eternal  — '  Knowledge  is  Power.' " 

He  bow'd  his  head  in  his  book  again, 
And  sighed,  but  it  was  not  a  sigh  of  pain. 
Was  it  an  echo  that,  lingering  nigh, 
Caught  and  repeated  that  long-drawn  sigh  ? 
1  Golden  Era,  June  7,  1857. 
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Or  was  it  the  lady  sitting  by  ? 

Oh,  she  was  fair !  —  her  presence  there 

Suddenly,  sweetly  filled  the  air 

Like  the  scent  of  some  opening  flower  rare, 

And  Heaven  was  in  her  eye ; 
Or  such  a  glimpse  as  might  have  slid 
From  under  the  tenderly  guarded  lid, 

Had  none  been  there  to  spy. 
In  the  lap  of  her  satin  robe,  she  bore 
Of  gems  and  jewels  a  precious  store, 
For  all  that  lavish  wealth  might  spare,, 
At  beauty's  shrine  but  offerings  were. 

But  the  vision  fled  as  he  raised  his  head ; 
He  watched  her  departing,  and  sighing,  said: 
"Beauty  is  bought  —  it  fades  like  a  flower; 
Who  can  buy  knowledge  ?  —  '  Knowledge  is  Power. '  " 

In  a  robe  antique,  and  of  mien  profound, 

Came  a  well-known  face  his  own  to  greet, 
And  he  knew  the  pale  brow  that  the  laurel  bound 

Was  the  sacred  symbol  of  knowledge  meet. 
In  her  eyes  the  ray  of  a  soul  divine 
Glowed  like  a  gem  in  the  pale  moonshine 

With  a  radiance  constant,  quiet,  and  sweet. 
Her  stature  was  slight,  majestic  and  tall, 
Yet  proudly  erect  she  towered,  withal, 
To  homage  used,  for  she  knew  that  all 

The  world  was  at  her  feet ; 
Yet  a  silence  kept  as  the  student  slept, 
And  nearer  she  drew ;  by  his  side  she  stept ; 
She  spoke,  and  as  clear  her  accents  rung 
As  a  silver  bell  or  an  angel's  tongue. 
He  woke  with  a  start,  for  his  secret  heart 
Felt  that  which  bade  all  his  dreams  depart. 
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"  Neophyte,  dreamer,  slumberer,  fool ! 
Wouldst  measure  my  power  by  musty  rule  ? 
Or,  say,  dost  thou  seek  what  thou  'It  hardly  own, 
The  Alchemist's  prize,  or  Philosopher's  stone  ? 
For  't  is  not  in  sophist's  or  sage's  thought, 
Is  the  mighty  power  of  knowledge  wrought; 

It  is  seen  in  the  practiced  deed, 
Not  of  musty  scrolls,  but  of  living  men ; 
The  hearts,  the  passions,  the  motives  ye  ken, 
Should  thy  knowledge  be,  and  its  '  power '  then 

Can  turn  them  to  thy  need; 
For  money  is  mighty,  money  is  power, 
And  beauty  is  strong  in  camp  and  bower ; 
But  money  's  the  proof  that  knowledge  is  power, 

And  beauty  its  slave,  indeed  ; 
And,  remember,  that  knowledge  all  alone 

May  still  be  a  fatal  dower, 
And  the  strongest  lever  the  world  has  known 
Is  where  beauty  's  the  might  that 's  to  be  showns 
And  gold  's  the  prop  that  all  may  own, 

And  '  knowledge  is  the  power/'  " 


THE   HOMESTEAD   BARN1 

Past  dreams  of  bliss  our  lives  contain, 
And  slight  the  chords  that  still  retain 
A  heart  estranged  to  joys  again, 
To  scenes  by  memory's  silver  chain 

Close-linked,  and  ever  yet  apart, 
That  like  the  vine,  whose  tendrils  young 
Around  some  fostering  branch  have  clung, 
Grown  with  its  growth,  as  tho'  it  sprung 

From  one  united  heart. 

l  Golden  Era,  June  21,  1857. 
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I  think  of  days  long  gone  before, 
When,  by  a  spreading  sycamore, 
Stood,  in  the  happy  days  of  yore, 
Low-roofed,  broad-gabled,  crannied  door, 

The  homestead  barn,  where  free  from  harm, 
In  shadowy  eaves  the  swallow  built, 
In  darkened  loft  the  owlet  dwelt ; 
Secure  lived  innocence  and  guilt 

Within  its  sacred  charm. 

By  cobwebbed  beams  and  rafters  high 
I  've  sat  and  watched  the  April  sky, 
And  saw  the  fleecy  cirrus  fly, 
Sunlight  and  shadow  hurrying  by, 

Chased  by  the  glittering  rain ; 
Then  shrunk  to  hear  the  pattering  tread 
Of  unseen  feet  above  my  head, 
Pilled  with  a  strange  and  wondering  dread, 

Till  sunlight  smiled  again. 

And,  oh !  those  long,  those  summer  days, 
The  morning's  glow,  the  noontide's  blaze, 
Or  when  the  just  declining  rays, 
Half  shorn,  mixed  with  the  mellowing  haze, 
And  distant  hills  were  veiled  in  gray } 
From  newmown  hay,  with  odors  sweet, 
I  've  watched  the  lowly  bending  wheat 
Droop  lower  in  the  yellow  heat 
The  lazy,  livelong  day. 

Those  summer  days  too  quickly  fled, 
And  my  youth's  summers  early  sped  ; 
Yet  when  my  "  sere  "  of  life  is  shed, 
I  would  were  mine  such  harvest  spread 
Within  that  barn  of  autumn  born, 
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That  many  a  tale  of  summer  told, 
Where  golden  corn  and  pumpkins  rolled, 
And  apples,  that  might  scarcely  hold 
The  goddess'  fabled  horn ; 

When  springtime  brought  each  feathered  pair,, 
When  summer  came  with  scented  air, 
When  autumn's  fruits  rolled  fresh  and  fair, 
Or  winter's  store  brought  back  the  year, 

The  treasured  sweets  it  multiplies; 
And  now  at  home,  at  eve  appear 
The  homestead  barn,  to  me  so  dear  ; 
I  would  I  read  my  right  as  clear 

"  To  mansions  in  the  skies." 


TRYSTING 1 


n 


"  Down  at  the  turn  of  the  road 
Wait  for  me,  dearest,  at  eight ! 
Here,  at  the  turn  of  the  road, 
I  loiter,  and  linger,  and  wait. 

I  was  here  when  the  flickering  day 
Went  out  in  a  lingering  flame; 

I  was  here  in  the  twilight  gray, 

And  the  stars  have  come  since  I  came. 

Prom  the  wooded  crest  of  the  hill 

Orion  looks  over  the  lea, 
And  Cetus  is  glimmering  still 

In  a  purple  and  crimson  sea. 

And  the  Pleiads  —  all  but  the  one, 
Withdrawn  in  her  maidenly  shame 
*  Golden  Era,  June  28, 18D7. 
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For  the  love  that  a  mortal  won  — 

Are  here,  and  you  should  he  the  same. 

She  comes  not !  I  turn  to  the  right, 
And  the  white  road  dips  in  the  gloom  5 

She  comes  not !  the  left  to  my  sight 
Is  silent  and  dark  as  the  tomb. 

Those  tender  palms  on  my  eyes  ? 

Those  slender  arms  round  me  thrown  ? 
Cupid,  you  cannot  disguise 

Those  rosy  lips  at  my  own  ! 

Here,  at  the  turn  of  the  road  ! 

"  Forgive  me,  my  love,  if  I  'm  late  !  " 
Down  at  the  turn  of  the  road, 

Cupid,  oh  !  who  would  n't  wait  ? 


"THE   FOG  BELL"1 

A  deep  bell  is  knolling 

Over  the  sea, 
Rolling  and  tolling 

Over  the  sea ; 
Lazily  swinging, 
Steadily  bringing 

Tidings  of  terror, 
Danger  is  bringing, 

All  the  while  solemnly, 
Mournfully  singing : 

"  Fogs  on  the  sand-bank," 
Fogs  on  the  deep, 
1  Golden  Era,  September  27,  1857. 
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Fogs  round  the  gallant  ship 

Stealthily  creep ; 
Fogs  on  the  forecastle, 

Quarter  and  waist, 
Fog  in  the  binnacle, 

Fog  in  each  place ; 

Fog  in  the  country, 

Fog  on  the  moor, 
On  the  green  upland, 

On  the  white  shore  j 
Fog  in  the  marshes, 

Fog  in  the  brake, 
Upon  the  river, 

Over  the  lake. 

Fog  in  the  city, 

In  the  broad  street  — 
There  want  and  luxury 

Heedlessly  meet ; 
Fog  in  the  narrow  lane, 

In  the  dark  way  — 
There  shines  the  light  of  truth 

Never  a  ray. 

Fog  in  the  haunts  of  crime  — 

Vice  and  despair ; 
Fog  in  the  Justice  seat 

Denser  than  there ; 
Fog  in  the  capitol, 

Where  in  the  hall 
Grave  legislators  meet  — 

Fogs  over  all. 

Fog  in  the  miser's  heart, 
Dark'ning  and  drear ; 
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Fog  that,  in  pity's  eye, 

Melts  to  a  tear  ; 
Things  that  delusively 

In  the  fogs  loom, 
Men  still  unceasingly 

Grope  for  in  gloom. 

Fog  in  the  country, 

Fog  on  the  deep, 
Fogs  in  the  city 

Stealthily  creep; 
Darkness  around  us, 

Darker,  in  sooth, 
Were  there  no  heavenly 

Sunlight  and  truth. 


"JESSIE"1 

She  is  tripping,  she  is  tripping 

Down  the  green  and  shady  lane, 
And  each  footstep's  like  the  dripping 

Of  the  early  April  rain. 
As  she  passes,  fragrant  grasses, 

Blooming  flowers  spring  up  again 
"Where  her  dainty  footprint  presses, 

As  from  early  April  rain. 

Oh,  the  blessed,  oft  caressed, 

Flowing,  glowing,  auburn  tresses, 

Or  the  fairy  shape  impressed 
In  the  gracefullest  of  dresses ; 

To  behold  her,  is  to  fold  her 
To  your  heart  in  puzzled  bliss, 
i  Golden  Era,  October  11, 1857. 
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Whether  still  to  wish  her  older 
Or  that  she  were  always  this. 

Gentle  Jessie!     Heaven  bless  ye, 

From  your  slipper's  dainty  toe 
To  the  jaunty,  canty,  dressy 

Little  flat's  most  killing  bow ! 
Would  kind  Heaven  power  had  given 

Me  the  proper  path  to  show 
Those  retreating  footsteps,  even 

Guiding  them  the  way  to  go. 


" DOLOEES " l 

Seville  's  towers  are  worn  and  old ; 
Seville 's  towers  are  gray  and  gold  : 
Saffron,  purple,  and  orange  dyes, 
Meet  at  the  edge  of  her  sunset  skies : 
Bright  are  Seville's  maidens'  eyes, 
Gay  the  cavalier's  guitar: 
Music,  laughter,  low  replies, 
Intermingling ;  and  afar, 
Over  the  hill,  over  the  dell, 
Soft  and  low  :  Adagio  ! 
Comes  the  knell  of  the  vesper-bell, 
Solemnly  and  slow. 

Hooded  nun,  at  the  convent  wall, 
Where  the  purple  vines  their  tendrils  throw, 
Lingering,  looking,  wouldst  recall 
Aught  of  this  giddy  scene  below  ? 
Turn  that  pensive  glance  on  high : 
Se'est  thou  the  floods  in  yon  blessed  sky, 
1  The  Knickerbocker,  or  New-York  Monthly  Magazine,  January,  1858, 
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The  shores  of  those  isles  of  the  good  and  blest, 

Meeting,  mingling,  down  the  west  ? 

E  'en  as  thou  gazest,  lo !  they  fade : 

So  doth  the  world  from  these  walls  surveyed; 

Fleeting,  false,  delusive  show ; 

Beauty's  form,  but  hectic's  glow. 

"  The  convent- walls  are  steep  and  high  : 
Dolores  !  why  are  your  cheeks  so  pale  ? 
Why  do  those,  lashes  silent  lie 
Over  the  orbs  they  scarce  can  veil, 
E'en  as  the  storm-cloud,  dim  and  dark, 
Shrouding  the  faint  electric  spark  ? 
Canst  thou  those  languid  fires  conceal, 
Which  scorched  the  youth  of  fair  Castile  ? 
That  tender  half-distracted  air  — 
Can  that  be  faith  ;  or  is  't  despair  ? 
That  step,  now  feeble,  faltering,  slow; 
Is  that  the  lightly  tripping  toe 
That  gayly  beat  the  throbbing  floor, 
Or  woke  the  echoing  corridor, 
By  purple  Tagus'  rippling  shore, 
A  summer  month  ago  ?  " 

Sister,  listen,  nearer,  higher! 
Voices  sweet  in  the  distant  choir : 
"  Salve  !  salve  !  ave  Maria  ! 
Virgin,  blest  with  Jesus'  love, 
Turn  our  thoughts  to  thee  above !  " 

"Dolores  !  "     Mark  ye  that  dying  fall  ? 
"Dolores  !  "     Ho  there !  within  the  wall: 

Fly  ye  !  the  Ladye  Superior  call  : 

A  nun  has  fled  from  the  convent  wall ! 
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ELISE1 
LINES  WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM  ;  CIRCA  1858 

A  rose  —  thrown  on  the  drifting  tide 
That  laughs  along  the  tinkling  brook,  — 
Tho'  here  and  there  it  idly  glide, 
Finds  rest  within  some  sheltered  nook : 

And  thus  some  heart  tossed  on  the  stream 
Of  time  —  impelled  by  passion's  breeze 
And  folly's  breath  —  may  find  a  dream 
Of  hope — upon  thy  breast,  — Elise! 


THE   BAILIE   0'    PEKTH2 

(Bret  Harte's  first  dialect  poem) 

The  Bailie  o'  Perth  was  a  blithesome  mon, 

And  a  blithesome  mon  was  he, 
And  his  gude  wife  lov'd  him  well  and  true, 

And  the  bailie  he  lov'd  she ; 
Yet  mickle  or  muckle  the  cause  or  kind, 

Whatever  the  pother  be, 
Be  it  simple  sair  or  unco  deep, 

The  twain  could  never  agree. 

Syne  spake  the  bailie  with  blithesome  mind, 
Fair  and  soft  spake  he  : 
"Twal  lang  year  hae  we  married  been, 
Yet  we  can  never  agree. 
Now,  my  ain  sweet  love,  let  us  try  for  aye, 
Forever  and  aye  to  see 

1  Overland  Monthly,  September,  1902. 

2  Golden  Era,  December  12,  1858. 
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If  for  ain  blest  time  in  all  our  life, 
You  and  I  can  ever  agree. 

"  Now  listen  to  me :  should  it  chance  that  ye 
Were  paidlint  in  the  lane, 
Ye  should  meet  a  bonnie  buxom  lass, 

And  a  winsome  laddie,  twain, 
Wha  wad  ye  kiss,  good  dame  ?  "  he  said, 
"  Wha  wad  ye  kiss  ?  "  said  he  ; 
"  Wad  ye  kiss  the  bonnie  buxom  lass, 
Or  the  winsome  gay  laddie  ?  " 

"  Hoot  awa,  mon  !  are  ye  ganging  daft  ? 

Are  ye  ganging  daft  ?  "  said  she  ; 
"  Twal  lang  year  hae  we  married  been, 

And  I  have  been  true  to  ye; 
Mon  hae  never  my  twa  lips  touched, 

Nae  mon  hae  glinted  at  me." 
"But  wha  wad  ye  kiss,  good  dame  ?  "  said  hej 

"  I  wad  kiss  the  lass,"  said  she. 

Out  laughed  the  bailie  with  muckle  glee, 

For  a  blithesome  mon  was  he  ; 
"Twal  lang  year  hae  we  married  been, 

And  now  for  ainst  we  agree ; 
If  ye  met  a  lad  and  a  buxom  lass 

Down  in  the  gowans  fine, 
To  kiss  the  lass  wad  be  your  choice, 

And  I  ken  it  wad  be  mine  !  " 


QUESTION1 

When  I  meet  her  little  figure, 
Simple,  guileless  little  figure, 

i  Golden  Era,  June  17, 1860. 
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With  its  graceful  crest  that  tosses 

Up  and  down  the  flowing  sea, 
Does  she  dream  that  all  above  her  — 
All  around  her — still  must  love  her, 
Just  as  I  do  ?     Does  she  ever 
Look  at  me  ? 

When  the  sunset's  flush  is  on  her, 
Do  her  fancies  ever  wander, 
Do  her  girlish  fancies  ever 

Mingle  with  the  flowing  sea  ? 
In  her  tender  meditation, 
In  her  mystic  speculation, 
Is  there  any  lonely  figure 

Just  like  me  ? 

When  she  took  the  flowers  I  sent  her  — » 
Sent  in  secret — sent  in  longing; 
And  all,  all,  except  the  daisy, 

Tossed  them  on  the  flowing  sea; 
When  she  placed  that  happy  flower 
On  her  bosom's  trembling  dower, 
Now  I  wonder  did  she  ever 

Think  of  me  ? 

Hush,  my  heart.     She's  coming,  coming; 
Loud  above  the  city's  humming, 
I  can  hear  her  footfall's  beating, 
,  With  the  ever  flowing  sea. 
Rosy  red  —  a  flush  is  on  her, 
As  she  passes — have  I  won  her? 
Eros !  help  me  —  I  am  sinking 
In  the  ever  flowing  sea. 
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LETHE 1 

STANZAS  FOB  MUSIC 


Love  once  sat  by  a  willow  shade, 

That  grew  by  a  fabled,  river ; 
His  bow  unstrung,  by  his  side  he  laid, 
And  hung  up  his  classic  quiver. 
Love  then  cried ; 
"Ye  who've  sighed, 
For  passion  unrequited  — 
In  this  flood 
Love's  young  bud, 
Plunged — is  ever  blighted!" 

ii 

There  came  a  maid  to  the  willow  shade, 

Her  heart  with  passion  swelling ; 
A  hopeless  love  on  her  sweet  cheek  preyed, 
In  her  breast  a  deep  grief  dwelling. 
But,  oh,  think! 
On  the  brink, 
Lingered  that  sad  daughter ; 
While  her  fair 
Graces  rare, 
Mirrored  back  the  water. 

in 

From  her  cheeks  she  parts  each  tress, 
Proudly  back  she  threw  them ; 

Crimson  tints  her  cheeks  confess, 
As  she  paused  to  view  them, 
i  Golden  Era,  July  1,  1860. 
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"  Is'  it  meet 

One  so  sweet, 
In  that  gloomy  river  — 

Plunge  for  love  ? 

Saints  above ! 
Ugh !     It  makes  me  shiver ! " 


MIDAS'  WOOING1 

Midas  woos  with  coach  and  pair, 
Midas  woos  with  princely  air, 
Midas  sits  within  in  state, 
But  another  's  at  the  gate. 

What  cares  Midas  who  waits  there, 
Kate  's  within  and  Kate  is  fair, 
Young  and  lively:  that  is  well, 
Has  she  got  a  heart  to  sell  ? 

Kate  can  sing  if  she  but  try, 
She  might,  were  another  by ; 
Katie  sings  a  lover's  air, 
Will  she  find  an  echo  there  ? 

Kate  plays  best  of  all  the  girls, 
Katie  plays  the  "  Shower  of  Pearls," 
Some  one  in  that  witching  hour, 
Thinks  of  Jove,  and  Danae's  shower. 

From  above  the  hawthorn  bush, 
Peeps  the  moon  and  wakes  the  thrush, 
Bird  and  moon  and  music  grate, 
Like  the  hinges  on  the  gate. 

i  Golden  Era,  August  26,  1860. 
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Midas  rises — takes  his  cane, 
"Will  be  proud  to  call  again." 
Off  goes  Midas.     Off  goes  Kate ; 
Two  stand  at  the  garden  gate. 

THE    WRECKER  * 

(From  a  Painting) 

"  Ho,  Mark  and  Will !     What,  shirking  men ! 

Why  do  ye  loiter  along  the  sand,  — - 
Twiddling  your  thumbs  and  idling,  when 

So  brave  a  cargo  bestrews  the  land  ? 
Lend  a  hand  to  this  bale  of  spice 

Fragrant  as  breezes  from  India's  shore, 
And  this  oaken  chest  that  buried  lies 

I  warrant,  with  dollars  a  precious  store. 

"  You  tell  me  she  was  a  noble  ship ! 

And  a  noble  cargo  she  cast  away ; 
And  the  Captain  thought  of  a  lucky  trip  — 

And  the  crew  —  they  all  were  lost,  you  say  ? 
'  T  is  a  blessed  wreck,  for  I  dreamt  this  night 

That  my  daughter  Nan,  with  her  looks  of  grace, 
She  that  fled  from  her  father's  sight, 

Stood  by  my  hammock,  face  to  face. 

"And  I  knew  that  I  yet  might  hoard  and  save 
Enough  to  follow  her  some  fair  day; 
It  was  God  who  sent  a  barque  so  brave  — 

May  he  shrive  the  souls  that  were  cast  away, 
Then  haste  ye,  men  —  why  do  ye  stare  ? 
Why  do  ye  turn  your  eyes  from  mine? 
Why  do  you  gaze  at  the  open  air  ? 

At  the  land,  at  the  beacon  and  flashing  brine!" 
1  Golden  £ra,  September  9,  1860. 
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"  Master  !     The  waves  were  wild  to-night 

And  ran  like  wolves  on  the  smooth  white  beach, 
And  broke  with  a  roar  on  the  rocky  bight, 

And  swept  to  the  cliffs  in  their  length'ning  reach. 
And  she  struck,  d'  ye  see,  upon  '  Devils  Back,' 

And  in  less  than  the  turn  of  a  glass  was  gone 
And  I  heard  her  spars  and  timbers  crack 

Over  the  sea  and  the  whistling  storm. 

"  And  we  saw,  —  'twas  Bill  and  I  stood  here  — 

A  great  wave  come  to  the  lab'ring  ship 
As  she  thumped  and  struggled  as  though  in  fear— 

But  it  caught  her  up  like  a  cooper's  chip 
And  then  there  was  naught  but  the  boiling  surge, 

And  the  hissing  water  —  but  soon  to  view 
A  speck  seemed  borne  to  the  glimmery  verge 

Of  the  rocky  bight  —  and  Bill  saw  it  too. 

"  So  we  ran  —  Bill  and  I  —  and  Bill  dashed  out 

With  a  line  that  I  held,  slung  around  his  waist, 
And  thrice  he  rolled  over  and  bobbed  about 

And  thrice  he  brought  up  at  the  selfsame  place. 
He  '11  tell  you  so,  Master,  —  't  was  not  his  fault, 

If  after  he  struggled  an  hour  there, 
He  only  caught  something  —  't  was  damp  and  salt, 

And  dragged  it  out  by  its  long  fair  hair. 

"  But  we  laid  it  afterward  on  the  sand, 

Take  my  arm,  Master,  I'll  show  you  what." 
They  led  him  down  on  the  cold  white  sand 

And  up  to  a  quiet  and  sheltered  spot, 
And  there  by  the  billows,  and  beacon's  light, 

Again  he  was  standing  face  to  face, 
As  he  stood  in  a  dream  on  that  stormy  night, 

With  his  daughter  Nan  and  her  look  of  grace. 
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BY  THE   SAD   SEA   WAVES1 

I  was  walking  down  on  the  sands  one  night 
With  the  girl  of  my  choice  —  the  woman  I  loved  ; 
And  I  picked  up  a  shell  on  the  pebbly  strand, 
And  thought  even  thus  shall  my  love  be  prov'd: 

"  Take  this,  dearest  girl,  for  't  is  like  to  me," 
Said  I  with  a  gesture  of  fond  entreat ; 

"  '  Tis  a  stranger  come  from  the  changing  sea 
To  languish  and  die  at  thy  own  dear  feet ! " 

She  looked  in  my  face  in  her  scornful  glee, 
While  her  dainty  foot  beat  the  cold  white  sand, 

"  I  will  take  the  shell,  but  not  you,"  said  she ; 

"  He  offers  his  house,  you  only  your  hand  ! " 


EFFIE  2 

Effie  is  both  young  and  fair, 
Dewy  eyes  and  sunny  hair; 
Sunny  hair  and  dewy  eyes 
Are  not  where  her  beauty  lies. 

Effie  is  both  fond  and  true, 
Heart  of  gold  and  will  of  yew ; 
Will  of  yew  and  heart  of  gold  — 
Still  her  charms  are  scarcely  told. 

1  Golden  Era,  October  7,  1860. 

2  This  poem  originally  appeared  in  the  Golden  Era.  It  was  later  pub- 
lished in  St.  Nicholas  Magazine,  with  the  name  changed  to  Jessie,  and 
afterward  set  to  music  under  that  title  by  Leopold  Damrosch,  and  also  by 
N.  H.  Allen. 
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I 

If  she  yet  remain  unsung, 
Pretty,  constant,  docile,  young, 
"What  remains  not  here  compiled  ? 
Effie  is  a  little  child  ! 

MY   SOUL    TO   THINE1 

A    TRANSCENDENTAL    VALENTINE 

Antithesis  of  Light,  which  is  but  gloom, 

Myself  in  darkness  shrouds ;  I  know  not  why 
Thy  glances  re-illumine  —  yet  of  them,  One 
Is  ever  in  my  eye  ! 

Perchance  't  is  why  I  hold  this  thought  most  dear  — 
What  is,  may  still  he,  what  is  fixed  won't  change: 
The  Future  and  the  Past  are  not  as  clear 
As  things  that  are  less  strange. 

Who  kndws  what 's  What,  yet  says  not  which  is  Which  ■ 

He  is  reticent  and  precise  in  speech ; 
The  same  should  tune  his. thoughts  to  concert  pitch 
By  some  deep  sounding  beach. 

But  he  who  knoweth  Which  and  what  is  Which  — 

He  is  not  simple  nor  perchance  is  dull  — 
Shall  occupy  himself  a  vacant  niche 
In  some  stupendous  Whole. 

SERENADE 

(ADAPTED    TO    THE    LATITUDE    OF   SAN    FRANCISCO) 

"  0  list,  lady,  list !  while  thy  lover  outside 

Pours  forth  those  fond  accents  that  thrill  thee ; 
i  Golden  Era,  February  17,  1861. 
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0  list!  both  thy  doors  and  thy  windows  beside 
For  fear  that  some  thorough  draught  chill  thee. 

The  '  sweet  summer  morn  's '  hanging  low  in  the  sky, 
And  the  fog 's  drifting  wildly  around  me ; 

There  is  damp  in  my  throat,  there  is  sand  in  my  eye, 
And  my  old  friend  Neuralgia  has  found  me. 

"  0  list,  lady,  list !  ere  this  thin  searching  mist 

Subdues  all  my  amorous  frenzy ; 
The  Pleiads'  '  soft  influence '  here  is,  I  wist, 

Replaced  by  the  harsh  influenza ; 
And  now,  lady  sweet,  I  must  bid  thee  'good-night,' 

A  night  that  would  quench  Hymen's  torch,  love, 
For  a  lute  by  the  fire  is  much  more  polite, 

Than  a  song  and  catarrh  in  the  porch,  love." 


THE  PRIZE-FIGHTER  TO   HIS  MISTRESS1 

O,  believe  not  the  party  who  says  love  is  bought, 
Nor  lend  thy  fond  "  lug  "  when  his  tale  he  'd  begin  ; 

But  bid  him  behold  thy  dear  "  mug"  on  this  breast, 
This  "  bunch  of  fives  "  clasping  thy  own  lovely  "  fin." 

Or  show  him  the  "  home-brewed  "  that  flushes  thy  "  nob," 
When  in  thy  "jug-handle"  my  love  I  recite, 

And  then  if  his  "  goggles  "  are  not  Cupid's  own, 
He  '11  reel  to  his  corner  at  that  "  draft  at  sight." 

What  "punishment"  waits  on  the  cove  that  deceives, 
How  "  soggy  "  the  "  smasher  "  that  gets  him  so  prime, 

When  he  "  throws  up  the  sponge  "  at  the  ultimate  round, 
And  Eternity  calls  —  and  he  can't  "come  to  Time." 
1  Golden  Era,  October  11,  1863. 
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Yet,  Mary,  dear  Mary,  such  love  is  not  mine, 

But  "  mawley  "  in  "rnawley"  together  we'll  tread; 

The  "belt"  for  the  cestus  of  Venus  I'll  change, 

And  know  but  one  "Ring"  —  in  the  ring  we  are  wed. 


MAEY'S  ALBUM1 

WRITTEN    IN   1863,  in  AN    ALBUM  BELONGING  TO 
CHAELES  WARREN  STODDARD 

Sweet  Mart,  maid  of  San  Andreas, 

Upon  her  natal  day, 
Procured  an  album,  double-gilt, 

Entitled,  "The  Bouquet." 

But  what  its  purpose  was  beyond 
Its  name,  she  could  not  guess; 

And  so  between  its  gilded  leaves 
The  flowers  he  gave  she  'd  press. 

Yet  blame  her  not,  poetic  youth ! 

Nor  deem  too  great  the  wrong ; 
She  knew  not  Hawthorne's  bloom,  nor  loved 

Macaulay-flowers  of  song. 

Her  hymn-book  was  the  total  sum 

Of  her  poetic  lore, 
And,  having  read  through  Dr.  Watts, 

She  did  not  ask  for  Moore. 

But  when  she  ope'd  her  book  again, 

How  great  was  her  surprise 
To  find  the  leaves  on  either  side 

Stained  deep  with  crimson  dyes. 

1  Californian,  April,  1880. 
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And  in  that  rose — his  latest  gift  — 

A  shapeless  form  she  views; 
Its  fragrance  sped,  its  beauty  fled, 

And  vanished  all  its  dews. 


O  Mary,  maid  of  San  Andreas ! 

Too  sad  was  your  mistake — 
Yet  one,  methinks,  that  wiser  folk 

Are  very  apt  to  make. 

Who  'twixt  these  leaves  would  fix  the  shapes 

That  love  and  truth  assume, 
Will  find  they  keep,  like  Mary's  rose, 

The  stain,  and  not  the  bloom. 


THE  REJECTED  STOCKHOLDER1 

A    LOCAL   MONOLOGUE 

I  thought  that  I  had  won  her  heart, 

Before  assessments  came 
To  chill  the  fever  of  her  blood 

And  check  her  youthful  flame ; 
But  ah  !  't  was  not  for  me,  but  mine, 

She  spread  her  female  snares  — 
I  asked  for  one  to  share  my  love, 

And  not  to  love  my  shares  ! 

I  wooed  her  when  the  young  May  moon 

And  tranquil  patient  stars 
Their  lustre  spread,  and  all  the  earth 

Seemed  strewn  with  silver  bars; 
1  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  January  20,  1864. 
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Her  praise  I  whispered  to  the  sky, 
The  free  winds  spoke  her  fame, 

And  one  location  —  all  in  vain  — 
I  took  —  in  her  sweet  name ! 


But  now  another's  offering  lies 

Before  that  fickle  shrine  ; 
Another  claims  her  hand  —  his  claim 

Is  worth  much  more  than  mine; 
But  though  he  offers  all  I  lack 

To  make  her  joy  complete — 
I  would  not  stand  in  that  man's  shoes 

Unless  I  had  his  feet ! 

0,  tell  me  not  of  golden  legs 

That  Kilmanseggs  have  known ; 
They  're  nothing  to  the  silver  feet 

My  fickle  fair  would  own. 
The  dream  is  past ;  but  in  these  fond 

Certificates  I  view  — 
Observe,  ye  credulous,  what  faith 

And  printers'  ink  may  do. 

My  loving  verses  she  returns 

Though  once  she  thought  them  fine  — 
She  's  grown  so  critical  in  feet 

She  scans  each  faulty  line. 
And  yet  my  fate  I  meekly  bear 

And  find  relief  in  sighs  ; 
For  oh,  no  Savage  rules  this  breast, 

Nor  Chollar  that  may  rise ! 

Oh,  youth,  who  seekest  Fortune's  smile, 
Shun,  if  thou  canst,  alway, 
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The  woman's  wile,  the  broker's  guile, 

That  gild  but  to  betray. 
So  use  this  world  that  in  the  next, 

When  here  thy  days  shall  end, 
Thy  last  six  feet  of  earth  shall  yield 

To  thee  a  dividend  ! 


ON  A  NAUGHTY  LITTLE  BOY,  SLEEPING1 

Just  now  I  missed  from  hall  and  stair 
A  joyful  treble  that  had  grown 
As  dear  to  me  as  that  grave  tone 

That  tells  the  world  my  older  care. 

And  little  footsteps  on  the  floor 

Were  stayed.     I  laid  aside  my  pen, 
Forgot  my  theme,  and  listened  —  then 

Stole  softly  to  the  library  door. 

No  sight  1  no  sound  !  —  a  moment's  freak 

Of  fancy  thrilled  my  pulses  through : 
"  If —  no  "  —  and  yet,  that  fancy  drew 
A  father's  blood  from  heart  and  cheek. 

And  then  —  I  found  him  !     There  he  lay, 
Surprised  by  sleep,  caught  in  the  act, 
The  rosy  vandal  who  had  sacked 

His  little  town,  and  thought  it  play : 

The  shattered  vase  ;  the  broken  jar ; 

A  match  still  smouldering  on  the  floor ; 

The  inkstand's  purple  pool  of  gore ; 
The  chessmen  scattered  near  and  far. 
1  Californian,  September  17,  1864.    Harper's  Magazine,  July,  1877. 
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Strewn  leaves  of  albums  lightly  pressed 
This  wicked  "  Baby  of  the  Woods  "  ; 
In  fact,  of  half  the  household  goods 

This  son  and  heir  was  seized  —  possessed. 

Yet  all  in  vain,  for  sleep  had  caught 

The  hand  that  reached,  the  feet  that  strayed; 
And  fallen  in  that  ambuscade 

The  victor  was  himself  o'erwrought. 

What  though  torn  leaves  and  tattered  book 
Still  testified  his  deep  disgrace ! 
I  stooped  and  kissed  the  inky  face, 

With  its  demure  and  calm  outlook. 

Then  back  I  stole,  and  half  beguiled 
My  guilt,  in  trust  that  when  my  sleep 
Should  come,  there  might  be  One  who  'd  keep 

An  equal  mercy  for  His  child. 


AT   THE   SEPULCHKE* 
(Thomas  Starr  King) 

SUNDAY,  OCTOBER  9,  1864 

Here  in  God's  sunshine,  peaceful  lie, 
Though  not  beneath  yon  arches'  swell ; 

One  springing  roof  alone  —  the  sky  — 
Can  hold  the  flock  that  loved  thee  well. 

Ton  sacred  gates  are  free  to  all, 

Who  join  in  Sabbath  praise  and  prayer ; 
l  Cali/ornian,  October  15,  1864. 
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Thy  pulpit  grave,  beside  shall  call 

A  week-day  fold  from  street  and  square. 

Though  o'er  thy  tomb  no  anthems  rise, 
The  world  its  labor-hymn  shall  sing, 

And  sliding  footsteps  drown  the  sighs 
Of  small-tongued  grasses,  whispering. 

And  greener  yet  that  spot  shall  grow, 

For  thy  dear  dust  within  it  laid, 
And  brighter  yet  the  sunlight  glow  — 

And  dim  and  grateful  seem  the  shade. 

For  when  the  sun  slopes  down  the  west, 

The  shadow  of  yon  sacred  wall, 
Like  God's  right  arm  across  thy  breast 

Near  and  protectingly  shall  fall. 

And  all  night  long  above  thy  urn 

The  patient  stars  shall  pierce  the  gloom, 

Like  those  eternal  lamps  that  burn 
And  circle  round  a  royal  tomb. 

And  those  who  deemed  they  knew  the  best 
Shall  find  how  foolish  was  their  claim  — 

And  fear  thy  liberal  bounty,  lest 
It  clip  their  dividend  of  fame. 

And  some  of  humbler  faith  shall  stand 
Before  thy  tomb,  and  watch  its  door, 

Expectant  that  some  angel's  hand 
May  roll  the  stone  that  lies  before. 
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AECADIA   KEVISITED1 

Ah,  here  's  the  spot — the  very  tree 
Where  once  I  carved  an  L.  and  E., 
Symbolical  of  her  and  me 

Bound  in  Love's  rosy  fetters ; 
Since  then  five  weary  years  are  spent, 
And  yet  I  think  we  're  both  content 
That  in  Love's  Book  we  never  went 

Beyond  our  simple  letters. 

For,  looking  through  the  rustling  leaves, 
I  see  the  humble  cottage  eaves 
"Where  now  my  Em.  no  longer  weaves 

Her  mystic  maiden  fancies, 
But  milks  her  cows  —  she  called  'em  kine 
In  the  brave  days  when  she  was  mine  — 
But  now  she  's  dropped  those  phrases  fine 

She  borrowed  from  romances. 

But  here 's  the  place  —  the  very  tree 

Where  once  I  fell  on  bended  knee 

And  breathed  my  burning  vows  —  while  she 

Stood  by  in  pale  pink  muslin. 
I  kissed  her  hand  —  but  why  revamp 
Old  feelings  now  ?  —  the  grass  is  damp, 
And  what  with  this  rheumatic  cramp 

To  kneel  now  would  be  puzzling. 

She  walks  no  more  'neath  starlit  skies, 
She  calls  the  evening  mists  that  rise 
Miasma,  and  the  dew  that  lies 
Is  damp  and  cold  and  shocking. 

l  California*,  July  22,  1865. 
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She  now  wears  boots.     Five  years  ago 
Her  skirts  she  gathered  up  below  ; 
'T  was  not  from  dampness,  but  to  show 
Her  slippers  and  white  stocking. 

Beneath  this  shade  we  used  to  read 
"  Maud  Muller,"  and  we  both  agreed 
The  Judge  was  wrong  —  but  why  proceed  ? 

She 's  married  to  another  ! 
She  has  not  pined  —  that  form  is  stout 
That  once  this  arm  was  clasped  about, 
She  has  two  girls ;  they  're  both,  no  doubt, 

The  image  of  their  mother ! 

She  said  she  loved  not  "wealth  or  state," 
But  most  adored  the  "  wise  and  great," 
And  gave  a  look  to  intimate 
That  this  was  my  complexion  ; 
"  Her  husband  should  be  eyed  like  Mars," 
That 's  he,  there,  letting  down  the  bars, 
In  cowhide  boots.     No  doubt  her  Pa's, 
But  O,  not  her  selection! 

And  yet,  am  I  her  young  love's  dream : 

The  pensive  lover  that  did  seem 

The  rightful  Prince  who  should  redeem 

The  promise  of  her  fancies  ? 
And  I  that  same  dyspeptic  youth 
Who  rang  the  chimes  on  "sooth"  and  "truth/ 
Minus  that  cuspidate  tooth 

Whose  presence  kills  romances  ? 

O  Love,  behind  yon  leafy  screen  ! 
Why  can't  all  trees  be  evergreen  ? 
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Why  can't  all  girls  be  sweet  sixteen, 
All  men  but  one-and-twenty  ? 

"Why  are  the  scars  that  hearts  must  wear 

Deeper  than  those  yon  tree  may  bear  ? 

And  why  are  lovers  now  so  rare, 
And  married  folk  so  plenty  ? 


THE   SABBATH   BELLS1 

Sunday,  July  30, 1865 

Ring,  Sabbath  bells,  0  softly  ring, 
And  with  your  peaceful  accents  bring 
To  loving  ears  a  welcome  tale 
Of  flowing  seas  and  gentle  gale  — 

King! 

Peal,  all  ye  Sabbath  bells  —  0  peal, 
And  tell  the  few  who  watch  and  kneel 
Of  hidden  snares  and  sunken  rocks, 
Of  surges  white  and  sudden  shocks  — 

Peal ! 

Toll,  0  ye  Sabbath  bells,  and  toll 
Each  passing  and  heroic  soul : 
Toll  for  the  sacrifices  sweet, 
Por  duty  done  and  work  complete  — 

Toll ! 

Chime,  0  ye  Sabbath  bells,  0  chime  ! 
Each  man  has  his  appointed  time ; 
The  worst  is  but  a  glad  release  ; 
Chime,  Sabbath  bells,  a  song  of  Peace  — 

Chime ! 

1  Cali/ornian,  August  5, 1865. 
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AN  INTERCEPTED  LETTER 

Dear  Trem :  — 

From  "  orange  groves  and  fields  of  balm" 

These  loving  lines  I  send, 
But  first  you  really  ought  to  know 

The  feelings  of  your  friend. 

For  when  it 's  winter  where  you  live, 

The  weather  here 's  like  June ; 
The  "  Season's  Choir "  Thomson  sings, 

In  fact,  is  out  of  tune. 

All  day  at  ninety-eight  degrees 

The  mercury  has  stood, 
Without  a  figure  I  may  say, 

I'm  "in  a  melting  mood." 

The  fields  are  parched  and  so's  my  lips  — 

I  quaff  at  every  spring ; 
So  dry  a  "summer,"  Trem,  my  dear, 

"Two  swallows"  could  not  bring. 

You  know  "  two  swallows  do  not  make 

It  summer  "  —  but  methinks 
The  summer  in  this  latitude 

Is  made  of  many  drinks. 

The  politics,  I  grieve  to  say, 

I  find  in  great  confusion  — 
For  like  the  earth  the  people  have 

A  daily  revolution. 

l  Californium,  September  23, 1865. 
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Their  manners  to  a  stranger  here, 

Is  stranger  yet  to  see ; 
Last  night  in  going  to  a  ball 

A  ball  went  into  me. 

I  'm  fond  of  reading,  as  you  know, 

But  then  it  was  a  sin 
To  be  obliged  against  my  will, 

To  take  a  Bullet-in. 

They  cried,  "  DIOS  Y  LIBEETAD  ! " 
And  then  pitched  into  me ; 

I  hate  to  hear  a  sacred  name 
Used  with  such  "  liberty." 

I  should  have  said  to  you  before, 

But  every  method  fails, 
For  since  they  have  impressed  the  men, 

Of  course,  they  've  stopped  the  males. 


POEMS  OF  LOCAL  INTEREST 

1857-1869 


"MAD  RIVER"1 

Where  the  Redwood  spires  together 
Pierce  the  mists  in  stormy  weather, 
Where  the  willow's  topmost  feather 

Waves  the  limpid  waters  o'er ; 
Where  the  long  and  sweeping  surges 
Sing  their  melancholy  dirges, 
There  the  river  just  emerges 

On  the  sad  Pacific's  shore. 

From  the  headland,  high  and  hoary, 
From  the  western  promontory, 
Where  the  sunset  seas  of  glory 
.    Sparkle  with  an  emerald  sheen, 
You  may  see  it  slowly  twining, 
In  the  valley  low  reclining, 
Like  a  fringe  of  silver  shining  — 
Edging  on  a  mantle  green. 

You  can  see  its  gleaming  traces 
In  the  vale  —  the  pleasant  places 
Where,  amidst  the  alder's  mazes, 

There  the  salmon  berries  grow, 
Until  faint  and  fainter  growing, 
In  the  upland  dimly  flowing, 
Where  the  serried  hills  are  showing, 

And  the  shadows  come  and  go. 

In  those  days,  long  gone  and  over, 
Ere  the  restless  pale-faced  rover 
Sought  the  quiet  Indian  cover, 
Many,  many  moons  ago, 
1  Golden  Era,  July  26,  1857. 
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Warrior  braves  met  one  another, 
Not  as  ally,  friend  or  brother, 
But  the  fires  of  hate  to  smother 
In  the  placid  water's  flow. 

All  the  day  they  fierce  contended, 
And  the  battle  scarce  had  ended 
When  the  bloody  sun  descended, 

And  the  river  bore  away 
All  the  remnants  of  that  slaughter 
In  a  crimson  tide,  the  water, 
And  they  call  it  Patawata,  1 

Ever  since  the  fatal  day. 


THE  PONY  EXPKESS2 

(The  Pony  Express  was,  at  one  time,  the  sole  dependence  of  the  Pacific 
Coast  for  the  latest  news  from  the  Atlantic) 

In  times  of  adventure,  of  battle  and  song, 
When  the  heralds  of  victory  galloped  along, 
They  spurred  their  faint  steeds,  lest  the  tidings  too  late 
Might  change  a  day's  fortune,  a  throne,  or  a  state. 
Though  theirs  was  all  honor  and  glory  —  no  less 
Is  his,  the  bold  Knight  of  the  Pony  Express. 
No  corselet,  no  vizor,  nor  helmet  he  wears, 
No  war-stirring  trumpet  or  banner  he  bears, 
But  pressing  the  sinewy  flanks  of  his  steed, 
Behold  the  fond  missives  that  bid  him  "God-speed." 
Some  ride  for  ambition,  for  glory,  or  less, 
"  Eive  dollars  an  ounce  "  asks  the  Pony  Express. 

1  Patawat,  a  tribe  of  North  American  Indians  living  on  lower  Mad  River, 
California, 
a  Golden  Era,  July  1,  1860. 
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Trip  lightly,  trip  lightly,  just  out  of  the  town, 
Then  canter  and  canter,  o'er  upland  and  down, 
Then  trot,  pony,  trot,  over  upland  and  hill, 
Then  gallop,  boy,  gallop,  and  galloping  still, 
Till  the  ring  of  each  horse-hoof,  as  forward  ye  press, 
Is  lost  in  the  track  of  the  Pony  Express. 

By  marshes  and  meadow,  by  river  and  lake, 

By  upland  and  lowland,  by  forest  and  brake, 

By  dell  and  by  caiion,  by  bog  and  by  fen, 

By  dingle  and  hollow,  by  cliff  and  by  glen, 

By  prairie  and  desert,  and  vast  wilderness, 

At  morn,  noon,  and  evening,  God  speed  the  Express. 


THE   ARGUMENT   OE  LURLINE  1 

Air :  "  The  Tall  Young  Oysterman  " 

Count  Rudolph  was  a  noble  gent,  as  lived  upon  the' Rhine, 
Who  spent  his  money  very  free  in  Lager  Beer  and  Wine ; 
The  Baron  Truenfels,  likewise,  was  neighbor  of  the  same, 
Which  had  a  rather  uppish  girl  —  G.  Truenfels  by  name. 

Rudolph  would  wed  Miss  Truenfels,  but  was  n't  it  a  go  ? 
Each  thought  that  t'other  had  the  tin  (you  know  how  lovers 

hlow), 
But  when  old  T.  says,  "Pungle  down,"  Count  Rudolph  he 

says,  "  Stuff ; 
T  've  youth  and  rank,  that 's  more  than  gold  "  ;  says  G.,  "  It 

ain't  enough. 

1  Wallace's  romantic  opera  of  "  Lurline  "  created  considerable  interest 
upon  its  appearance  at  Maguire's  Opera  House  in  San  Francisco,  in  No- 
vember, 1860.  Bret  Harte's  night  at  the  opera  called  forth  the  foregoing 
ironical  "argument"  which  he  contributed  to  the  Golden  Era. 
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"  I  wants  a  diamond  thingamy  —  likewise  a  nice  trossoo, 
I  wants  a  kerridge  of  me  own,  and  so,  young  man,  adoo  " ; 
The  Baron  also  cuts  up  rough  —  but  Rudolph  is  content, 
And  merely  takes  a  stiffer  horn,  observing,  ' '  Let  her  went." 

Now  just  before  this  jolly  row,  a  gal  they  called  Lurline 
Was  living  down  at  Lurlineburgh,  of  which  she  was  the 

Queen ; 
She  was  a  Lady  Dashaway  —  when  water  was  on  hand  — 
But  had  some  spirits  of  her  own  she  likewise  could  command. 

This  girl  close  by  a  whirlpool  sat  —  this  female  named 

Lurline  — 
And  played  with  most  exquisite  taste  upon  the  tamborine  ; 
The  way  the  sailors  steered  into  them  whirlpools  was  a 

sin  — 
Young  men,  beware  of  sich  sirens  who  thus  take  fellers  in. 

Now  Count  Rudolph  was  wide  awake,  beyond  the  power  of 
suction ; 

Which  caused  Lurline  to  fall  in  love  and  seek  an  introduc- 
tion. 

And  when  he 's  tight,  one  day,  she  slips  a  ring  upon  his 
finger ; 

And  thus  Count  Rudolph  is  bewitched  by  that  bewitching 
singer. 

Then  straightway  in  his  boat  he  jumps,  which  soon  begins 

to  sink, 
While  all  his  brave  com-pan-i-ons  are  yelling  on  the  brink, 
"You're  half-seas-over  now,  you  fool,  —  come  back,  you'll 

surely  drown  "  ; 
Down  goes  the  gallant  German  gent,  a  whistling  "Derry 

Down." 
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Down,  down  among   the   oyster-beds,  he   finds  the  sweet 

Lurline, 
A  cutting  such  a  heavy  swell  —  a  gorgeous  submarine  ; 
Her  father  Rhineberg  *s  very  rich,   and  fellers  said,  who 

punned, 
"  He  took  deposits  from  the  tars  and  kept  a  sinking  fund." 

Count  Rudolph  did  consent  to  stay  at  Rhineberg's  flash  hotel, 
And  half-made  up  his  mind  that  with  Lurline  he  'd  ever 

dwell ; 
"  I  'm  partial  to  the  water-cure  and  fond  of  clams,"  says  he, 
"  But  such  as  you,  Miss  Rhineberg,  are  a  subject  quite  per 

86." 

But  suddenly  he  hears  a  noise,  which  made  him  weaken 

some 
The  howling  of  his  friends  above  —  says  he,  "  I  must  go 

home, 
Good-bye,  Miss  R."     "  Hold  up !  "  says  she,  we  '11  do  the 

handsome  thing, 
Pa  gives  this  massy  chunk  of  gold.      You  keep  my  magic 

ring." 

So  Rudolph  takes  the  ring  and  gold,  and  comes  home  with 

a  rush, 
And  very  glad  his  neighbors  was  to  see  him  come  so  flush. 
And  even  old  Miss  Truenfels  to  welcome  him  began, 
And  says,  "I  always  thought  you  was  a  very  nice  young 

man." 

Likewise  she  says,  "  My  eye,"  and  makes  believe  to  faint 

away, 
And  sich-like  gammon.     But  the  Count  says,  "  Come,  now, 

that  won't  pay ! 
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I  loves  another  !  "     "  Cruel  man  !       That  ring  I  now  dig' 

kiver  — 
Say  whose  ?  "      "  My  gal's !  "     She  snatches  it  and  chucks 

it  in  the  river. 

Now  one  of  Lurline's  father's  help  had  caught  the  ring  and 

ran 
To  her  and  says,  ""Sou  see  what  comes  of  loving  that  young 

man." 
Poor  Lurline  feels  somewhat  cut  up  —  and  to  assuage  her 

pain 
She  takes  her  father's  oyster  sloop  and  comes  ashore  again. 

'T  was  lucky  that  she  did  come  up,  for  Rudolph's  friends 
were  bent 

On  sharing  Rudolph's  golden  store,  without  Rudolph's  con- 
sent ; 

And  him  they  would  assassinate,  but  Lurline  she  says, 
"Hold!" 

And  waves  a  wand  until  they  stand  like  statoos,  stiff  and 
cold. 

They  stood  like  statoos  on  the  bridge  —  it  was  a  bridge  of 
sighs ; 

For  straightway  most  unpleasantly  the  tide  began  to  rise ; 

It  rose,  but  when  the  river  swept  away  the  bridge  at  last, 

They  found,  although  the  tide  was  flood,  their  chances  ebb- 
ing fast. 

It  rose  until  the  wicked  all  had  found  a  watery  grave  — 
And  then  it  sank  and  left  Rudolph  and  neighbors  in  a  cave. 
Rudolph  then  marries  Miss  Lurline  ;  is  happy,  rich,  and 

able 
To  take  the  lowest  bid  to  lay  the  next  Atlantic  Cable. 
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THE   YERBA    BUENA 1 

When  from  the  distant  lands,  and  burning  South, 
Came  Junipero  —  through  the  plains  of  drouth, — 
Bringing  God's  promise  by  the  word  of  mouth, 

With  blistered  feet  and  fever-stricken  brain, 
He  sank  one  night  upon  the  arid  plain, — 
If  God  so  willed  it  —  not  to  rise  again  ; 

A  heathen  convert  stood  in  wonder  by  ; 
"If  God  is  God—  the  Father  shall  not  die," 
He  said.     The  dying  priest  made  no  reply. 

"  This  in  His  name  !  "  the  savage  cried,  and  drew 
From  the  parched  brook  an  herb  that  thereby  grew, 
And  rubbed  its  leaves  his  dusky  ringers  through ; 

Then  with  the  bruised  stalks  he  bound  straightway 
The  Padre's  feet  and  temples  where  he  lay, 
And  sat  him  down  in  faith,  to  wait  till  day ; 

When  rose  the  Padre  —  as  the  dead  may  rise  — 
Reading  the  story  in  the  convert's  eyes, 
"A  miracle!  God's  herb  "  —  the  savage  cries. 

"  Not  so,"  replies  the  ever  humble  priest ; 
"  God's  loving  goodness  showeth  in  the  least, 
Not  God's  but  good  be  known  the  herb  thou  seest ! " 

Then  rising  up  he  wandered  forth  alone  ; 
And  ever  since,  where'er  its  seed  be  sown, 
As  Yerba  Buena  is  the  good  herb  known. 
1  Golden  Era,  April  5,  1863. 
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TREASURER  A Y1 

Air :    "A  Frog  He  would  A-wooing  Go " 

Oue  A y  would  a-brokering  go, 

Heigh  ho,  for  A y  ! 

Whether  the  people  would  let  him  or  no, 
Whether  they  fancied  his  practices  low, 
Or  the  economical-comical  show 

Of  their  State  Treasurer  A y. 

The  Federal  tax  he  collected  in  gold, 

Heigh  ho,  for  A y, 

But  straightway  the  coin  and  the  taxpayers  sold, 
By  buying  up  Treasury  notes,  so  we  're  told, 
At  a  nice  little  discount  —     0,  that  was  a  bold 

Speculation  of  Treasurer  A y's. 

Let  poor  Uncle  Samuel  do  what  he  may, 

Heigh  ho,  for  A y. 

What  does  he  care  what  the  newspapers  say  ? 
Let  Volunteers  starve  upon  half  of  their  pay, 
Lord  bless  us  —  it 's  the  economical  way 

Of  great  State  Treasurer  A y. 

What  shall  we  do  with  our  great  financier  ? 

Heigh  ho,  for  A y. 

He  's  rather  expensive  to  keep  by  the  year, 
As  a  business  transaction  't  is  certainly  clear 
To  get  ourselves  rid  of  him  no  discount 's  dear, 

That  exchanges  State  Treasurer  A y. 

1  State  Treasurer  Ashley,  of  California,  in  1863  paid  the  State's  tax  to 
the  Government  in  legal  tender  notes.  Gold,  of  course,  at  this  time  was 
at  a  premium,  and  Ashley  had  received  this  Federal  tax  in  gold.  The 
press  severely  criticized  him  for  the  transaction,  and  upon  an  attempt  to 
repeat  the  offense  the  notes  were  refused  by  the  United  States  Treasurer. 
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COLENSO  RHYMES  FOE  ORTHODOX  CHILDREN1 

A  smart  man  was  Bishop  Colenso  — 

'T  were  better  he  never  had  been  so  — 

He  said,  "  A  queer  book 

Is  that  same  Pentateuch  !  " 

Said  the  clergy,   "  You  mus  n't  tell  men  so." 

There  once  was  a  Bishop  of  Natal 

Who  made  this  admission  most  fatal ; 

He  said  :   "  Between  us 

I  fear  Exodus 

Is  a  pretty  tough  yam  for  Port  Natal." 

Shall  I  believe  that  Noah's  Ark 

Rode  on  the  waters  blue  ? 
Or  must  I,  with  Colenso,  say 

The  story  is  untrue  ? 

What  then  becomes  of  all  my  joys  — 

That  ark  I  loved  so  well  — 
Those  tigers  —  dear  to  little  boys  — 

Shall  they  this  error  swell? 

There  once  was  a  Bishop,  and  what  do  you  think ! 
He  talked  with  a  Zulu,  who  says  with  a  wink, 
"  Folks  say  that  the  Pentateuch  's  true.  —  I  deny  it." 
And  never  since  then  has  this  Bishop  been  quiet. 
»  Golden  Era,  June  14,  1863. 
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DELIVERED  AT  THE  PATRIOTIC  EXERCISES  IN  THE  METRO- 
POLITAN   THEATRE,    SAN    ERANCISCO,    JULY   4,  1863. 

(Written  for  the  event  by  the  poet  of  the  day,  Bret  Harte,  and  read  by 
the  Reverend  Thomas  Starr  King.) 

It's  hard,  on  Independence  Day,  to   find,   with  Thomas 

Moore, 
Your  "  Minstrel  boy,"  his  harp  and  song  has  taken  to  the 

war  — 
To  ask  some  sober  citizen  to  seize  the  passing  time 
And  turn  from  scanning  "  silver  feet "  to  cesuras  of  rhyme  ! 

But  then  we  need  no  poet's  aid  to  lift  our  eyes  and  look 
Beyond  our  Ledger's  narrow  rim,  and  post  the  nation's 

book  — 
To  strike  our  country's  balance-sheet,  nor  shrink  in  foolish 

pride 
Because  the  ink  is  black  that  brings  a  balance  to  our  side ! 

We've  names  enough  of  rhythmic  swell  our  halting  verse 
to  fill, 

There  's  Bennington,  and  Concord  Bridge,  and  Breed's  or 
Bunker's  Hill ; 

There 's  Lexington  and  Valley  Forge  —  whose  anvils'  ring- 
ing peal, 

Beat  out  on  dreary  winter  nights  the  Continental  steel ! 

There 's  Yorktown,  Trenton,  Stony  Point,  King's  Mill  and 

Brandywine 
To  end  —  in  lieu  of  rebel's  necks  —  some  patriotic  line; 

1  Golden  Era,  July  5,  1863. 
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There  's  Saratoga  —  Monmouth  too  —  who  can  our  limit  fix  ? 
Enough  —  the  total  added  up  is  known  as  Seventy-Six  ! 

With  themes  like   these  to  flush  the  cheek,  and  bid  the 

pulses  play 
Amidst  the  glories  of  the  Past,  we  gather  here  to-day  — 
The  twig  our  Fathers  planted  then  has  grown  a  spreading 

tree, 
"Whose  branches  sift  their  blossoms  white,  to-day,  on  either 

sea ! 
We  've  grown  too  large,  some  people  think  —  our  neighbor, 

'cross  the  way  — 
Suggests  Division,  though  — just  now  —  substraction  's  more 

his  way  — 
(But  he  's  a  Diplomatic  friend  we  neither  seek  nor  fear, 
Who   gives  the  North  his  public  voice  —  the  South  his 

privateer !) 

No,  no,  we  stand  alone  to-day,  as  when,  one  fierce  July, 
The  sinking  lion  saw  new  stars  flash  from  the  western  sky  — 
To-day,  old  vows  our  hearts  renew  —  these  throes  that  shake 

the  Earth 
Are  but  the  pangs  that  usher  in  the  Nation's  newer  birth ! 

God  keep  us  all  —  defend  the  right  —  draw  nearer  while  we 

sing 
The  song  our  country   asks  to-day,  till  hills  and  valleys 

ring; 
(But  first  we  '11  draw  our  metre's  rein  e'er  we  again  begin, 
As  soldiers  from  their  battle  front  when  ranks  are  closing  in.) 

(The  Song) 

O,  God  of  our  country  —  if  silent  we  come, 
With  wreaths  that  are  old  to  thy  altar  to-day ; 
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'T  is  but  that  elsewhere,  to  the  beat  of  thy  drum, 
Our  love  pours  its  roses  far  redder  than  they ! 

If  the  ring  of  our  silver  and  gold  be  untrue, 
And  chimes  no  accord  to  the  clash  of  thy  steel ; 

It  changes,  dissolving,  to  fall  like  the  dew, 
In  silence  to  strengthen  —  in  mercy  to  heal ! 

Shall  the  ties  that  we  love  by  false  hands  be  unbound  ? 

Shall  we  turn  away  when  our  brothers  appeal 
To  the  youngest  of  all —  who,  like  Benjamin,  found 

The  silver  cup  hid  in  his  measure  of  meal  ? 

No,  Lord,  we  are  one  -«-  we  must  come  to  thy  door, 

As  martyrs,  together  —  together  as  free  ; 
Though  the  tempest  that  lashes  the  rough  Plymouth  shore 

Shall  mingle  its  spray  with  the  calm  Western  sea ! 

Far  better  the  tempest  than  yon  lurid  glow 

That  lights,  while  it  mocks,  the  deep  gloom  of  the  sky  — 
Far  better  the  lightning  that  smites  with  one  blow, 

Than  the  Copperhead's  crest  as  uplifted  on  high ! 

Let  the  foe  tempt  our  youth  in  his  treacherous  haste, 
Our  blades  shall  defend  the  bright  colors  we  bear ; 

As  our  Cactus  protects  in  the  desolate  waste, 
The  one  tint  of  Eden  that  God  has  left  there ! 

Then  one  ringing  cheer  for  the  deed  and  the  day  — 
One  smile  for  the  present — one  tear  for  the  past; 

Lord!  lend  us  thine  ear  when  thy  servants  shall  pray, 
Our  future  may  show  how  thy  mercies  still  last ! 
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SOUTH    PARK1 

(SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA,  1884) 
(After  Gray) 

The  foundry  tolls  the  knell  of  parting  day, 

The  weary  clerk  goes  slowly  home  to  tea, 
The  North  Beach  car  rolls  onward  to  the  bay, 

And  leaves  the  world  to  solitude  and  me. 

Now  fades  the  glimmering  landscape  on  the  sight, 
And  through  the  Park  a  solemn  hush  prevails, 

Save,  in  the  distance,  where  some  school-boy  wight 
Rattles  his  hoop-stick  on  the  iron  rails ; 

Save,  that  from  yonder  jealous-guarded  basement 
Some  servant-maid  vehement  doth  complain, 

Of  wicked  youths  who,  playing  near  her  casement, 
Project  their  footballs  through  her  window-pane. 

Can  midnight  lark  or  animated  "  bust " 

To  these  grave  scenes  bring  mirth  without  alloy  ? 

Can  shrill  street-boys  proclaim  their  vocal  trust 
In  John,  whose  homeward  march  produces  joy  ? 

Alas  !  for  them  no  organ-grinders  play, 

Nor  sportive  monkey  move  their  blinds  genteel ; 

Approach  and  read,  if  thou  canst  read,  the  lay, 

Which  these  grave  dwellings  through  their  stones  reveal  t 

"  Here  rests  his  fame,  within  yon  ring  of  earth, 

A  soul  who  strove  to  benefit  mankind  — 
Of  private  fortune  and  of  public  worth, 

His  trade  —  first  man,  then  sugar  he  refined. 
1  Cali/ornian,  September  24,  1864. 


332  THE   PLAZA 

"  Large  was  his  bounty,  and  he  made  his  mark ; 
Read  here  his  record  free  from  stains  or  blots: 
He  gave  the  public  all  he  had  —  his  Park ; 

He  sold  the  public  —  all  he  asked  —  his  lots  ! " 


THE   PLAZA1 

(SAN  FRANCISCO,  CALIFORNIA,  1864) 

(After  Sir  Walter  Scott) 

If  thou  wouldst  view  the  Plaza  aright, 

Go  visit  it  by  the  pale  moonlight; 

For  the  gay  beams  of  lightsome  day 

Show  that  the  fountain  does  not  play. 

When  the  broken  benches  are  hid  in  shade, 

With  many  a  vagrant  recumbent  laid ; 

When  the  clock  on  the  Monumental  tower 

Tolls  to  the  night  the  passing  hour ; 

When  cabman  and  hackman  alternately 

Entreat  and  threaten — indulging  free 

In  coarse  yet  forcible  imagery  ; 

When  the  scrolls  that  show  thee  the  playhouse 

nigh, 
In  monstrous  letters  do  feign  and  lie, 
Of  "  Fun  divest  of  Vulgarity"  ; 
When  Bella  Union  is  heard  to  rave 
0  'er  the  last  conundrum  the  minstrel  gave ; 
When  the  street-boy  pauses  —  intent  upon 
The  band  at  Gilbert's  Melodeon — 
Then  go — but  go  alone  the  while, 
And  view  John  Bensley's  ruined  pile, 
And,  home  returning  —  do  not  swear 
If  thou  hast  seen  some  things  more  fair, 
l  Calif ornian,  October  8, 1864. 
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THE   FIRST   BEOOM   RANGER1 

AN  OLD  STOKY  WITH  A  NEW  MORAL 

Once  upon  the  Cornish  strand 
Rose  a  tide  so  vast  and  brimming, 

That  it  overflowed  the  land, 

And  the  hamlet  set  a-swimming. 

Every  cellar  was  submerged, 

Yet  the  tide  kept  slowly  swelling 

Till  the  waters  broke  and  surged 

0  'er  the  threshold  of  each  dwelling. 

Then  it  was  an  ancient  crone 

(True  to  what  tradition  taught  her) 

Seized  her  broom,  and,  all  alone, 
Set  to  sweeping  out  the  water. 

Through  that  ancient  female's  room 
Rolled  the  mighty  ocean  past  her  — 

Still  the  old  girl  with  her  broom 
Only  worked  and  swept  the  faster. 

When  the  people  gathered  round 
And  in  fear  and  terror  sought  her, 

All  of  that  poor  dame  they  found 
Was  her  BROOM  upon  the  water. 

Only  with  her  latest  breath 

Had  she  ceased  her  work  gigantic : 

Fairly,  squarely  met  her  death, 
Sweeping  out  the  vast  Atlantic. 

1  [Part  of  the  George  B.  McClellan  torchlight  procession  in  San  Francisco, 
October  11,  1864,  consisted  of  nearly  a  thousand  men  carrying  brooms, 
called  "Broom  Rangers."  They  were  sympathizers  with  McClellan  in 
his  campaign  for  President  against  Abraham  Lincoln.] 
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ANSWERING  THE   BELL  1 

A    STOKY    OF    THE   LATE   EARTHQUAKE    (sAN    FRANCISCO, 
SUNDAY,    OCTOBER  8,  1865) 

At  Number  Four,  had  Dennis  More 

A  decent  situation — 
A  Celtic  youth,  who  showed,  in  truth, 

But  little  cultivation, 
And  "  wore  the  green  "  — the  kind,  I  mean, 

Not  reached  by  legislation. 

His  knowledge  did  not  go  beyond 

The  doorbell  he  attended, 
The  boots  he  blacked  —  the  services 

On  which  his  place  depended; 
Yet  with  his  humble  duties  he 

A  certain  zeal  had  blended. 

One  Sunday  morn  —  the  folks  were  all 
At  church,  and  no  doubt  sleeping, 

While  Dennis  More  at  Number  Four 
His  household  watch  was  keeping  — 

When  all  at  once  there  came  a  ring 
That  set  his  pulses  leaping. 

He  started  to  his  feet,  but  ere 

He  took  erect  position, 
A  certain  trembling  in  his  knees 

Betrayed  their  weak  condition  ; 
And  looking  round,  poor  Dennis  found 

This  fearful  exhibition : 

1  CaliJ'omian,  October  14,  1865. 
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The  kitchen  clock  that  ere  the  shock 

The  time  of  day  was  showing, 
Had  stopped  its  pendulum,  although 

The  clock  itself  was  going ; 
It  fell  —  he  thought  the  End  of  Time 

Had  come  with  no  man's  knowing. 

The  tumblers  tumbled  on  the  shelves, 

Moved  by  mysterious  forces, 
The  plates  were  shifted  as  they  are 

In  dinners  of  twelve  courses ; 
And  knives  went  racing  for  the  plate, 

Just  like  St.  Leger  horses. 

But  high  above  the  general  crash 

He  heard  the  doorbell  ringing, 
And  staggering  to  his  feet  he  reached 

The  hall  where  he  saw  swinging 
The  study  door,  and  down  before 

Its  bookshelves  he  fell,  clinging. 

One  hurried  glance  he  gave  —  enough 

For  fatal  confirmation  — 
The  very  globe  upon  its  stand 

Still  rocked  to  its  foundation, 
And  all  the  standard  volumes  seemed 

In  active  circulation. 

The  fearful  thrill,  continuing  still, 

Had  loosed  "  The  Stones  of  Venice,"  ' 

The  law-books  just  above  his  head 
Ejectment  seemed  to  menace  — 

Till  down  fell  "  Coke  on  Littleton," 
Followed  by  "  Kent  "  on  Dennis  ! 
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The  very  poets  were  disturbed  — 

The  mild  and  peaceful  Lakers, 
As  though  they  'd  caught  from  "  Aspen  Court " 

Some  power  that  made  them  Shakers ; 
Or,  that  the  "  Life  of  William  Penn  " 

Had  turned  them  all  to  Quakers. 

The  "Testimony  of  the  Kocks," 

In  rocking,  was  appalling  — 
Thermometer  and  weather-glass 

Both  side. by  side  were  falling; 
Yet  'midst  the  jar  —  a  Leyden  jar  — 

He  heard  the  doorbell  calling. 

Half  dead,  he  reached  the  hall  again,  — 
Sometimes  on  all-fours  creeping,  — 

Wide  swung  the  parlor's  creaking  door, 
And,  through  the  portals  peeping, 

He  saw  a  Turkish  ottoman 

Like  some  wild  dervish  leaping ; 

Four  high-backed  chairs  that  waltzed  in  pairs, 

Two  easy -chairs  coquetting ; 
And  —  like  some  dowager  that  found 

A  partner  hard  of  getting  — 
The  piano  against  the  wall 

Was  right  and  left  foot  poussetting. 

Yet,  spite  of  giddy  sights  and  scenes 

Of  books  and  portraits  reeling, 
To  Dennis'  brain  one  thing  was  plain  — 

The  doorbell  still  was  pealing ; 
He  seized  the  knob  expectant  of 

Some  frightful  form  revealing ! 
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The  hinges  swung  —  the  door  was  flung 

Wide  open,  but  no  spying 
Disclosed  the  hand  that  rung  the  bell, 

Nor  anybody  trying, 
Save  that  a  pale-faced  man  stood  near, 

The  walls  intently  eyeing. 

One  bound  gave  Dennis  to  the  ground 

And  seized  the  rash  spectator  — 
With  wicked  fingers  round  his  throat 
He  clutched  his  respirator  : 
"  Is  thim  your  Sunday  thricks  ?  "  he  cried, 
"  Ye  haythen  agitator  !  " 

"  The  earthquake  !  "  gasped  the  wretch.  With  scorn 
Bold  Dennis  drew  his  brows  down ; 

"  The  airthquake,  is  it  ?  "     Then  he  gave 
A  forcible  but  coarse  noun  — 

u  And  that  *s  the  wake  excuse  ye  'd  give 
For  ringing  master's  house  down  I  " 


MIDSUMMER 1 

A    SAN    FKANCISCO    MADKIGAL 

"  The  air 
Nimbly  and  sweetly  recommends  itself 
Unto  our  several  senses." 

Macbeth. 

Now  Cancer  holds  the  fiery  sun, 
And  Sirius  flames  in  yonder  skies, 

Midsummer's  languid  reign 's  begun  — 
Arise,  my  lady  sweet,  arise  ; 

Come  forth  ere  evening's  shadows  fall  - 

But,  dearest,  don't  forget  thy  shawl. 
1  California*,,  July  21,  1866. 
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For  why,  methinks  these  zephyrs  bland 
Are  brisk  and  jocund  in  their  play. 

These  tears,  thou  may'st  not  understand, 
Spring  but  from  joy  at  such  a  day  ; 

And,  dearest,  what  thou  deem'st  a  frown 

Is  but  to  keep  my  beaver  down. 

Now  generous  Nature  kindly  sifts 
Her  blessings  free  from  liberal  hand : 

How  varied  are  her  graceful  gifts ; 

How  soft  —  (yes,  dearest,  that  was  sand, 

A  trifle  —  and  by  Nature  thrown 

O'er  this  fresh  signature  —  her  own !) 

Here  let  us  sit  and  watch,  till  morn, 
The  fleecy  fog  that  creeps  afar, 

And,  like  a  poultice,  soothes  the  torn 
And  wind-bruised  face  of  cliff  and  scar ; 

Nor  fear  no  chill  from  damp  nor  dew, 

Nor  —  (really  !  bless  my  soul  —  a-tschu !  ) 

A  sneeze  —  't  is  nothing  —  what  of  that  ? 

Or  if  I  choose,  in  youthful  guise, 
To  chase  this  lightly  flying  hat, 

Instead  of  painted  butterflies  — 
'T  is  but  the  latitude,  you  know, 
The  season  gives  —  well,  well,  we  '11  go. 

And  when  once  more  within  our  cot, 
Where  sweetly  streams  the  fragrant  tea, 

And  buttered  muffins  crisp  and  hot, 

Their  welcome  spread  for  you  and  me ; 

Then,  love,  by  fires  that  glitter  bright, 

We  '11  sing  Midsummer's  soft  delight. 
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POEM1 

DELIVERED  ON  THE  OCCASION  OF  THE  LAYING  OF  THE 
CORNEK-STONE  OF  THE  CALIFORNIA  DEAF,  DUMB,  AND 
BLIND    ASYLUM,    SEPTEMBER   26,  1867 

Written  for  this  event  by  Bret  Harte  and  read  by  John  Swett 

Fair  the  terrace  that  o'erlooks 
Curving  bay  and  sheltered  nooks ; 
Groves  that  break  the  western  blasts, 
Steepled  distance  fringed  with  masts, 
And  the  gate  that  fronts  our  home 
With  its  bars  of  cold  sea-foam. 

Here  no  flashing  signal  falls 

Over  darkened  sea  and  sail ; 
Here  no  ruddy  lighthouse  calls 

White- winged  Commerce  with  its  hail ; 

But  above  the  peaceful  vale 

Watchful,  silent,  calm  and  pale, 
Science  lifts  her  beacon  walls. 

Love,  alone,  the  lamp  whose  beam 
Shines  above  the  troubled  stream ; 
Here  shall  patience,  wise  and  sweet, 
Gather  round  her  waiting  feet 
God's  unfinished  few,  whom  fate 
And  their  failings  consecrate  ; 
Haply  that  her  skill  create 
What  His  will  left  incomplete. 

Ah,  Bethsaida's  pool  no  more 
Sees  the  miracles  of  yore  ; 

l  Califarnian,  September  28,  1867. 
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Faith  no  more  to  blinded  eyes 
Brings  the  light  that  skill  denies ; 
Not  again  shall  part  on  earth 
Lips  that  Nature  sealed  from  birth. 
Though  His  face  the  Master  hides, 
Love  eternal  still  abides 

Underneath  the  arching  sky, 
And  his  hand  through  Science  guides 

Speechless  lip  and  sightless  eye. 

This  is  our  Bethsaida's  pool, 

This  our  thaumaturgic  school ; 

We,  0  Lord,  more  dumb  than  these  —~ 

Knowing  but  of  bended  knees 

And  the  sign  of  clasped  hands  — 

Here  upon  our  western  sands, 

By  these  broad  Pacific  seas, 
Through  these  stones  are  eloquent, 

And  our  feeble,  faltering  speech 
Gains  what  once  the  pebbles  lent 

On  the  legendary  beach 

Unto  old  Demosthenes. 


POETALA'S  CROSS1 

Pious  Portala,  journeying  by  land, 

Reared  high  a  cross  upon  the  heathen  strand, 

Then  far  away 
Dragged  his  slow  caravan  to  Monterey. 

The  mountains  whispered  to  the  valleys,  "  Good ! " 
The  sun,  slow  sinking  in  the  western  flood, 

Baptized  in  blood 
The  holy  standard  of  the  Brotherhood. 
1  Overland  Monthly,  August,  1869. 
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The  timid  fog  crept  in  across  the  sea, 

Drew  near,  embraced  it,  and  streamed  far  and  free, 

Saying :  "  0  ye 
Gentiles  and  Heathen,  this  is  truly  He  ! " 

All  this  the  Heathen  saw ;  and  when  once  more 
The  holy  Fathers  touched  the  lonely  shore  — 

Then  covered  o'er 
With  shells  and  gifts  —  the  cross  their  witness  bore. 


CIVIL  WAR  POEMS 
1862-1865 


A  VOLUNTEER  STOCKING1 

With  fingers  thoroughbred,  rosy  and  fair, 

She  was  knitting  a  stocking  for  soldiers  to  wear. 

But  I  thought,  as  through  intricate  loop  and  braid 
Those  fingers  so  willfully  flashed  and  played, 
Not  alone  did  they  catch  in  their  weaving  play 
A  woolen  thread  nor  a  filament  gray, 
But  some  subtler  fancies  —  as  maidens  best  know 
Were  knit  in  that  stocking  from  heel  to  toe. 

Those  sweet,  tangled  fancies,  that  women  so  long 
Have  cherished  in  sorrow,  oppression,  and  wrong ; 
Those  poetic  impulses,  waiting  the  warm 
Grasp  of  Faith  but  to  shapen  and  give  them  a  form. 
Thus  Valor  and  Trust,  from  a  chaos  so  full, 
Here  mixed  with  the  gathering  meshes  of  wool, 
To  be  marshaled  more  firm,  as  with  resolute  chin 
And  half-pouting  lip  she  knit  them  all  in, 
Till  the  flash  of  the  needle's  leaping  light 
Gleamed  like  those  lances,  when  knight  to  knight, 
In  the  olden  joust  of  Chivalry's  might 
(Thought  I),  did  battle  for  Love  and  Bight. 

So  she  sate,  with  a  drooping  head, 
Knitting,  —  but  not  with  a  single  thread,  — 
Till  under  the  long  lash  something  grew 
Misty  and  faint  as  the  mountain's  blue, 
Then  dropped  — 

Like  a  flash  it  was  gone 
Caught  and  absorbed  in  the  woven  yarn, 
1  Golden  Era,  July  20,  1862. 
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A  tear,  — just  to  show  that  the  stocking  was  done,  • 
And  Pity  had  finished  what  Trust  had  begun. 


THE   CONSERVATIVE  BRIDGE  OF  SIGHS1 

(After  Hood) 

Tbeat  her  with  strategy, 
Touch  her  with  care, 
Nor  with  rash  energy 
Harm  one  so  fair ! 

Respect  her  sentiments, 
So  truly  eloquent, 
While  still  consistently 
Drips  from  her  clothing 
Loyal  blood  —  Look  at  it, 
Loving  not  loathing. 

Make  no  deep  scrutiny 
Into  her  mutiny ; 
Rash  and  undutiful, 
Past  all  dishonor, 
Blight  has  left  on  her 
Only  the  beautiful. 

Still  for  these  slips  of  hers, 
One  of  Abe's  family 
Wipe  those  pale  lips  of  hers, 
Spitting  so  clammily  ; 
Bring  back  her  chattels, 
Her  fond  valued  chattels, 
Where'er  they  may  roam  ; 
Hand-cuff  'em,  chain  'em,  and 
Send  'em  back  home. 
-  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  September  11, 1862. 
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Seek  not  to  damage 
Her  own  institution ; 
Tenderly  put  back 
The  old  Constitution. 


Where  the  lights  quiver, 
So  far  down  the  river, 
For  many  a  night, 
In  ditches  and  trenches  — 
McClellan's  defenses  — 
The  conflict  commences, 
But  never  a  fight! 

Best  they  should  tarry  where 
Dreadful  malaria 
Backs  them  with  pain ; 
But  let  no  contraband 
Lend  them  a  helping  hand, 
If  you  've  a  care  for 
The  Union  again. 

Perishing  gloomily ; 
Spurred  by  old  womanly, 
Feeble  loquacity, 
Weak  incapacity, 
Gone  to  its  rest. 
Still  pertinacity 
Says  it  is  best. 

Should  the  North  rigidly 
Stiffen  too  frigidly, 
Decently  -—  kindly  ■*— 
Smooth  and  compose  them, 
And  their  eyes  close  them, 
Staring  so  blindly, 
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Dreadfully  staring 
Through  muddy  impurity, 
As  that  glance  of  daring, 
The  soldier  despairing, 
Fixed  on  Futurity. 

Thus  with  such  strategy 
Still  the  South  spare, 
Nor  with  rash  energy 
Harm  one  so  fair. 

Owning  the  weakness 
Of  her  institution, 
And  saving  her  under 
The  old  Constitution. 


BANKS  AND  THE   SLAVE   GIRL1 

[General  N.  P.  Banks,  Major-General  of  Volunteers,  Union  Army; 
commanded  at  the  battle  of  Cedar  Mountain,  August  9, 1862.] 

Through  shot  and  shell,  one  summer's  day, 

We  stood  the  battle's  rack, 
With  gaping  files  and  shattered  ranks 

Our  men  were  falling  back ; 
When  through  our  lines,  a  little  child 

Kan  down  the  bloody  track. 

To  know  if  she  were  bond  or  free 

We  had  no  time  to  spare, 
Or  scan  with  microscopic  eye 

The  texture  of  her  hair ; 
For  lo,  begrimed  with  battle  smoke, 

Our  men  looked  scarce  as  fair. 

»  Golden  Era,  October  26, 1862. 


THE   BATTLE   AUTUMN  349 

Her  name,  her  home,  her  master's  claim, 

We  could  not  then  decide, 
Until  our  Iron  Chief  rode  up 

Ere  we  could  cheer  or  chide, 
And  pointing  to  a  howitzer, 

He  grimly  bade  her  "ride." 

First  glancing  down  that  ghastly  lane, 

Where  dead  and  dying  lay, 
Then  back  at  us,  and  like  a  flash, 

We  saw  his  glances  say  : 
"  The  child  is  free.     Their  batteries 

Have  opened  her  the  way !  " 

Perhaps  they  had  —  I  said  before 

We  could  not  then  decide ; 
For  we  were  sorely  pressed  that  day, 

And  driven  back  beside, 
And  mayhap  in  our  chieftain's  act, 

Some  moral  then  we  spied. 


THE    BATTLE    AUTUMN1 

The  last  high  wain  of  toppling  sheaves 
Goes  by  —  the  farm  gate  swings  to  rest ; 

The  yellow  harvest,  and  the  leaves 

The  red  Fruit-Bearers'  lips  have  pressed, 
Lie  trophies  piled  on  Nature's  breast ! 

But  when  the  clouds  hang  dark  and  low, 
And  bird  and  bee  no  longer  roam  — 

And  long  before  the  pitying  snow 

To  bury  the  dead  leaves  shall  come  — 
We  '11  call  another  Harvest  Home ! 
l  Golden  Era,  November  23,  1862. 
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We  '11  call  that  Harvest,  last  and  best, 
The  Warrior-Reaper,  reaps  by  chance, 

The  broken  hope  —  the  shattered  crest  — 
The  nerveless  hand  —  the  quenched  glance 
That  heap  the  creeping  ambulance  ! 

Swing  wide  your  gates  —  the  car  rolls  on : 
O  Reaper,  are  your  spoils  like  these  ? 

Ah,  no!  when  dragon's  teeth  are  sown, 
The  incense  breath  of  patriot  fields 
O'ertops  the  languid  scents  of  Peace! 

Then  still  keep  keen  your  hooks  and  scythe, 
Ye  wielders  of  the  peaceful  flail, 

Tho'  wintry  storms  the  tree-tops  writhe, 
And  scattered  leaves  ride  on  the  gale, 
Let  not  the  battle  harvest  fail. 


SEMMES!1 

[Captain  Raphael  Semmes,  the  noted  commander  of  tho  Confederate 
privateer  Alabama,  on  the  7th  of  December,  1862,  captured  the  steamer 
Ariel  carrying  passengers  for  San  Francisco.  He  allowed  the  vessel  and 
passengers  to  proceed  unharmed,  but  compelled  the  captain  to  sign  a  bond 
to  pay  two  hundred  and  sixty  thousand  dollars  thirty  days  after  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  Confederate  Government.  On  December  27,  the  passen- 
gers of  the  Ariel  held  a  meeting  in  San  Francisco  and  passed  a  vote  of 
thanks  for  Semmes's  gentlemanly  conduct  while  in  possession  of  the  ves- 
sel.] 

Confederation 
Of  Free  spoliation 
With  Exaltation, 

I  sing  of  thee  ! 
And  of  thy  later, 
Sweet  Peculator, 
And  Depredator 

Of  every  sea. 
*  Golden  Era,  January  11,  1863. 
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When  all  abuse  thee 
And  dare  confuse  thee, 
I  '11  still  excuse  thee, 

Though  law  condemns 
Thy  occupation, 
This  plain  narration 
Bears  attestation 

Of  thee,  0  Scmnies! 

What  legendary, 
Incendiary 
Accounts  that  vary 

Of  thee  were  told ; 
What  strange  tradition 
Of  man's  condition, 
Through  inanition 

Shut  in  thy  hold. 

Thy  motions  elfish, 

Thy  conduct  selfish, 

Like  that  strange  shell-fish 

Who  clouds  with  ink  5 
Yes,  like  the  Cuttle, 
I  hide  thy  subtle 
Attempts  to  scuttle 

Our  ships  and  sink. 

Thy  frequent  dashes, 
Thy  waxed,  mustaches, 
Their  glory  flashes 

From  pole  to  pole ! 
The  British  Nation, 
At  every  station, 
Sends  invitation 

For  thee  to  coal. 
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With  deprecation 
And  agitation, 
And  consternation, 

Lest  blood  be  spilt, 
I  view  thy  meeting, 
—  No  courteous  greeting  — 
Perchance  a  beating 

From  Vanderbilt ! 

Thy  kind  attention 
I  duly  mention, 
Though  comprehension 

Doth  strangely  show 
That  high-toned  breeding 
Tho'  strange  exceeding, 
We  find  proceeding 

From  men  termed  "Low. 

Then  let  us  praise  thee, 
And  still  upraise  thee, 
Until  we  place  thee 

Beyond  all  harm, 
In  exaltation  — 
A-e-rostation 
And  high  saltation, 
From  some  yardarm. 

A  CAVALEY   SONG1 

0,  potent  in  patriot  fields, 
Is  the  union  of  swiftness  and  force ; 
In  the  uplifted  steel, 
And  the  prick  of  the  heel, 
And  the  long  swinging  tramp  of  the  horse, 
1  Golden  Era,  January  18,  1863. 
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0,  the  Infantry  make  a  brave  show, 
With  the  squares  that  no  foeman  dare  cross  ; 

But  their  long  files  go  down, 

"When  the  rattling  hoofs  drown 
Their  roulade  with  the  tramp  of  the  horse. 

0,  the  Cannoneer's  lintstocks  are  bright, 
And  the  throats  of  their  engines  are  hoarse; 

But  their  thunder  is  dumb 

When  the  Cavalry  come, 
With  the  lightnings  that  leap  from  the  horse. 

Then,  up  in  the  stirrup  and  ride ! 
No  obstacles  checking  our  course, 

Till  the  continent's  length 

Is  filled  with  the  strength 
Of  the  charging  of  Liberty's  horse ! 


THE   WEATH   OF   McDAWDLE1 

A  CONSERVATIVE  LEGEND 

[General  George  B.  McClellan,  in  1862,  was  severely  criticized  for  his 
tardiness  and  hesitation.  It  was  claimed  that  he  was  over-cautious,  that 
he  spent  too  much  time  in  preparation,  and  thus  gave  the  enemy  the 
advantage  and  an  opportunity  to  escape.] 

McDawdle  brooked  no  spoiler's  wrong, 
Famous  in  border  raid  and  song, 

But  hearing  the  tale  of  outrage  told, 

His  heart  waxed  hot  and  his  eye  grew  cold, 

And  said,  "Now,  by  my  ancestral  hall, 
This  day  shall  McDawdle's  vengeance  fall!" 
i  Golden  Era,  January  25,  1863. 
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So  he  bade  them  bring  him  his  barbed  steed, 
And  rode  from  his  castle  gate  with  speed. 

The  high  portcullis  he  paused  beside, 
And  said,  "  With  me  shall  a  Squire  ride 

"  With  a  fresher  lance,  lest  this  should  bend 
To  some  traitor's  breast  —  which  saints  forfend!" 

So  his  Squire  beside  him  armed  did  go, 
With  an  extra  lance  at  his  saddle-bow. 

But  when  the  heavy  drawbridge  dropped, 
McDawdle  tightened  his  rein  and  stopped, 

And  said,  "Those  spared  in  the  fight,  I  wist, 
With  gyves  should  be  manacled  each  wrist." 

So  they  brought  him  gyves  and  again  he  sped 
While  his  henchmen  held  their  breath  with  dread. 

But  when  he  had  passed  the  castle  moat, 

He  checked  his  steed,  and  his  brow  he  smote, 

i 

And  said:     "By'r  Lady,  methinks  'twere  well 
That  with  me  should  ride  a  priest  and  bell 

"  To  shrive  the  souls  of  the  men  I  slay, 
And  mine  own,  should  I  fall  in  this  deadly  fray." 

So  they  brought  him  a  priest  with  a  bell  and  book, 
And  again  the  earth  with  his  gallop  shook. 

When  he  reached  the  spot  where  the  caitiffs  lay, 
Lo,  the  coward  knaves  had  stolen  away, 
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Taking  the  spoil  of  his  goodly  land, 
Dreading  the  might  of  his  strong  right  hand. 

'T  were  well  for  the  caitiff  knaves  that  they 
Had  wisely  gone  from  McDawdle's  way, 

Lest  he  fall  upon  them  with  certain  death; 
And  psalms  went  up  from  each  caitiff's  breath. 

And  psalms  went  up  from  McDawdle's  hall, 
When  they  saw  him  ride  to  the  outer  wall. 

And  the  bard  made  a  song  of  McDawdle's  wrath, 
And  this,  is  the  song  which  that  minstrel  hath : 

"  Ye  bold  intent  doth  ye  deed  surpasse 
Of  ye  braggart  childe  with  ee  of  glasse." 


THE  COPPEEHEAD  CONVENTION1 

SACRAMENTO,    JULY    8,  1863 

There  were  footprints  of  blood  on  the  soil  of  the  Free ; 
There  were  foes  in  the  land  where  no  foeman  should  be ; 
There  were  fields  devastated  and  homesteads  in  flame; 
And  each  loyal  cheek  caught  the  hue  of  its  shame ; 
War's  roses  sprang  red  where  each  rebel  heel  set  — 
When,  lo !  a  convention  of  Democrats  met ! 

And  how  did  they  sing  the  brave  song  of  their  clan  — - 
"  Of  rights  that  were  equal  —  of  freedom  for  man  ?  " 
What  epithets  burned  through  their  pitiless  scorn 
Of  "governing  classes  that  masters  are  born  ?  " 
1  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco},  July  14,  1863. 
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What  epithets !  Listen,  ye  gods,  to  yon  mouth 
That  writhes,  as  it  whispers,  "  the  glorious  South  !  " 

But  came  they  in  peace  —  those  meek  lovers  of  Eight, 

With  pistols  and  bowie-knives  tucked  out  of  sight, 

With  real  jars  of  oil  for  the  sore  Commonweal 

That  no  Ali-Baba  assassins  conceal  — 

Was  it  Peace  —  or  war  —  whose  fond  mercies  are  such 

As  pluck  the  weak  straw  from  a  drowning  man's  clutch  '? 

We  know  not  their  motives.     The  quick  ebbing  tide 
That  stranded  their  chieftain  left  them  at  his  side ; 
As  the  wave  that  retreats  from  the  Seventy-four 
Leaves  the  cockle-shells  groping  their  way  on  the  shore — 
So  their  knell  was  the  boom  of  the  welcoming  gun 
That  thundered  the  tidings  that  Vicksburg  was  won ! 

SCHALK!1 

[Emil  Schalk,  a  resident  of  the  United  States,  was  born  at  Mayence, 
Germany,  1834,  and  educated  at  Paris.  He  wrote  Summary  of  the  Art  of 
War,  1862,  Campaigns  of  1862,  1863,  etc.] 

What  do  our  successes  balk ! 
"  Want  of  simple  rules,"  says  Schalk, 
"Daily  I  am  shocked  to  see 

Utter  lack  of  strategy; 

While  the  skill  that  art  combines 

(Shown  in  my  interior  lines) 

And  success  that  ever  dwells 

In  all  perfect  parallels, 

Prove  to  me,  beyond  a  doubt, 

That  you  ;re  twisted  right  about, 

And  through  ignorance  of  art, 

Yours  is  the  defensive  part ; 
l  Golden  Era,  July  19,  1863. 
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Or,  to  make  my  sense  complete, 
In  advancing,  yon  retreat. 
Don't  you  see  —  it's  plain  as  day  — 
That  thus  far  you  've  run  away, 
And  your  siege  of  New  Orleans 
Simply  was  defensive  means, 
While  your  Washington,  my  friend, 
You  must  conquer  to  defend  — 
Thus  your  whole  campaign  is  naught 
When  not  logically  fought !  " 

Right  and  Might  at  times  prevail, 
Lines  and  figures  never  fail ! 
So  if  you  'd  your  battles  win  — 
And  would  properly  begin  — 
Choose  your  scientific  man, 
Fight  the  European  plan, 
And  to  stop  all  further  talk, 
Win  'em  by  the  longest  Schalk. 

THE  YREKA   SERPENT 


[Treka,  July  15, 1863.  Two  men  in  coming  out  of  their  drift  on  Cotton- 
wood Creek,  some  twenty  miles  from  here,  a  few  days  ago,  saw  on  the 
mountain-side  a  snake,  which  they  say  was  twenty-four  feet  long,  and  as 
large  around  as  a  man's  body.  The}'  went  toward  it,  when  it  ran  up  the 
mountain.  A  party  is  now  out  looking  for  the  snake. —  Telegram  in  city 
papers.] 

STRANGER 

0  excavator  of  the  soil,  0  miner  bold  and  free  ! 

Where  is  the  snake  —  the  fearful  snake  —  that  late  appeared 

to  thee  ? 
Was  it  a  bona-fide  snake,  or  only  some  untruth 
Exploding  like  that  firework  so  popular  with  youth  ? 
1  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  July.25,  1863. 
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Was  it  a  real  Ophidian,  or  was  it  simply  nil, 
Of  mania  a  potu  born  —  Serpent  of  the  Still  ? 
Was  it  an  Anaconda  huge,  or  Boa  of  mighty  strength, 
Or  was  it  but  an  Adder  —  in  the  details  of  its  length  ? 

Was  it  a  Python  —  such  an  one  as  Pliny  says  for  lunch 

Would  take  a  Roman  Phalanx  down,  as  we  take  Roman 
punch  ? 

Or  was  it  that  more  modern  kind  that  Holmes'  page  dis- 
plays, 

Whose  rattle  was  the  favored  toy  of  "  Elsie's  "  baby  days? 

What  manner  of  a  snake  was  it  ?     Speak,  0  mysterious 

man! 
Proclaim  the  species  of  the  snake  that  past  thy  tunnel  ran — 
Its  length,  its  breadth,  and  whence  it  came,  and  whither 

did  it  flee ; 
And  if  extant  on  Tellus  yet,  oh,  tell  us  where  it  be ! 

MINEE 

0  stranger  in  the  glossy  hat,  and  eke  in  store-clothes  drest ! 
Thy  words  a  tunnel  deep  have  picked  within  this  flinty 

breast ; 

1  may  not  rightly  call  those  names  thou  dost  so  deftly 

term, 
But  this  I  know  —  I  never  yet  beheld  so  gross  a  worm ! 

My  tale  begins  upon  a  day  I  never  can  forget, 

The  very  time  those  Democrats  in  Sacramento  met  — 

A  July  day  —  the  heated  pines  their  fragrant  sap  distilled, 

When  tidings  of  a  victory  the  hills  and  valleys  thrilled. 

The   mountains  laughed  to  split  their  sides,  the  tunnels 

cracked  their  jaws ; 
The  fir  trees  rattled  down  their  cones  in  salvos  of  applause ; 
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The  blue-jay  screamed  till  he  was  black  —  when  lo !  as  if  in 

pain, 
A  hideous  serpent  writhed  this  way  from  Sacramento's  plain. 

His  tail  was  pointed  to   the  South,  his   head  toward   the 

North, 
As  from  the  Sacramento's  bank  he  wriggled  slowly  forth ; 
But  when  upon  the  right  and  left  the  cheers  began  to  break, 
And  wider,  wider  spread  the  news  —  still  faster  flew  the 

snake ! 

He  reached  the  mountains  —  like  a  dream  he  passed  before 
my  eyes. 

0  stranger !  then  it  was  I  knew  the  secret  of  his  size, 
It  was  no  single  snake  I  saw ;  but  by  yon  blessed  sun ! 
These   eyes  beheld  two  serpents  joined  and  blended  into 

one. 

Two  heads  this  fearful  reptile  had ;  one  pointed  to  the 
South ; 

The  other  pointed  to  the  North,  a  hissing  tongue  and 
mouth ; 

But  that  which  pointed  to  the  South  was,  like  a  turtle- 
dove, 

And  dropped  from  time  to  time  a  text  of  universal  love. 

Its  Northern  head  three  sides  displayed,  and  on  the  first  of 
these 

1  read  the  legend  "  Slavery,"  and  on  the  second  "  Peace," 
And  on  the  third  —  oh,  fearful   sight !  —  these   eyes  did 

plainly  see, 
Deep  sunken  on  its  copper  front,  the  capitals  "  J.  D." 

The  snake  is  gone — the  tale  is  told  —  I  view  in  thy 
affright, 
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0  stranger  with  the  troubled  brow !  thou  readst  the  tale 
aright ; 

This  serpent  of  protracted  length — this  awful  snake  of 
dread  — 

Was  of  the  same  convention  born  —  the  Fusion  Copper- 
head. 


A  FABLE  FOE  THE  TIMES1 

I  lay  on  my  back  in  the  scented  grass, 
Drowned  in  the  odors  that  swept  the  plain, 

Watching  the  reaper's  sickle  pass 

Like  summer  lightning  amidst  the  grain ; 

And  I  said,  "  'T  is  certain  that  Peace  is  sweet, 
And  War  is  cruel  and  useless  toil  — 

And  better  the  reaper  of  honest  wheat 

Than  the  soldier  laden  with  sanguine  spoil." 

But  lo,  as  I  spake,  in  the  upper  sky, 
I  heard  the  tumult  of  mimic  war, 

And  a  troop  of  swallows  came  whistling  by, 
In  chase  of  a  hawk  that  flew  before  — 

Till  with  baffled  wing  and  beaten  crest, 
That  gray  guerrilla  of  raid  and  wrong, 

Flew  off  —  and  back  to  each  ransomed  nest, 
The  heroes  came  in  exultant  song. 

But  one,  as  he  neared  me,  dropped  his  wing 
With  a  weak,  uncertain,  tremulous  beat, 

A.s  round  and  round  in  a  narrowing  ring, 
His  circuit  he  'd  double  and  then  repeat  — 

1  Golden  Era,  August  2,  1863. 
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Till  at  length  he  dropped,  like  lead,  in  the  hrake, 
And  I  sprang  to  my  feet,  but  found,  alas, 

He  was  charmed  by  a  meditative  snake 
That  lay  near  me  in  the  scented  grass. 


THOMAS  CAKLYLE  AND  PETEE  OF  THE  NOETH1 

The  English  author,  Thomas  Carlyle,  must  have  his  say  upon  the  civil 
•war  in  this  country.  It  is  very  brief,  and  appears  in  the  August  number 
of  Macmillan's  Magazine.    Here  it  is:  — 

"  ILIA    AMERICANA    IN    NUCE  " 

Peter  of  the  North  (to  Paul  of  the  South).  —  "  Paul, 
you  unaccountable  scoundrel,  I  find  you  hire  your  servants 
for  life,  not  by  the  month  or  year,  as  I  do !  You  are  going 
straight  to  hell,  you  —  !  " 

Paul,  —  "  Good  words,  Peter  !  The  risk  is  my  own ;  I 
am  willing  to  take  the  risk.  Hire  your  servants  by  the 
month  or  day,  and  get  straight  to  Heaven,  leave  me  to  my 
own  method." 

Peter.  —  "  No,  I  won't.    I  will  beat  your  brains  out  first ! 
(And  is  trying  dreadfully  ever  since,  but  cannot  yet  man- 
age it." J  '  T.  C. 
May,  1863. 

"  PETEE    OF    THE   NORTH "    TO  THOMAS    CAKLYLE 

It  's  true  that  I  hire  my  servant  per  day, 

Per  month,  or  per  year  —  as  he  chooses  ; 
While  "  Paul  of  the  South  "  takes  his  bondman  for  life, 
Without  asking  if  he  refuses, 

T.  C, 
Without  asking  if  he  refuses ! 

i  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  September  8,  1863. 
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But  if  you  are  judge  of  the  merits  alone, 

We  surely  have  right  to  inquire 
The  date  of  your  service  with  "  Paul  of  the  South," 
And  what  is  the  length  of  your  hire, 

T.  C, 
And  what  is  the  length  of  your  hire ! 

F.  B.  H. 

CALIFORNIA  TO  THE  SANITARY  COMMISSION1 

WITH  A  DRAFT   FOB  "  FIFTY  THOUSAND,"  DECEMBER,  1863 

Throughout  the  long  summer  our  hearts  shrank  in  doubt, 
As  sterile  and  parched  as  our  plains  with  the  drought, 
Till  your  voice  on  the  wings  of  the  winter's  first  rain 
Awoke  heart  and  meadow  to  bounty  again. 

'T  is  yours  in  its  freshness  —  the  first  gift  that  springs 
From  the  soil  overarched  by  these  merciful  wings, 
As  pure  and  less  cold  than  the  snowflake  that  flies 
Over  fields  that  are  crimson  with  War's  autumn  dyes. 

We  speak  not  of  Glory,  we  talk  not  of  Fame, 
We  gauge  not  our  bounty  to  honor  or  blame ; 
You  ride  with  the  battery  wrapped  in  the  dun  ; 
We  creep  with  the  ambulance  steadily  on. 

Yet  stay  but  a  moment.     Our  faith  is  the  same, 
Though  warmed  in  the  sunshine,  or  tried  in  the  flame ; 
Would  you  say  that  we  shrink,  while  your  courage  en- 
dures — 
That  we  offer  our  draft  as  an  exchange  for  yours  ? 

No,  perish  the  thought !  whether  sunshine  or  storm, 
Though  the  matrix  is  broken  that  moulded  our  form ; 
1  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco), December  19,  1863. 
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When  our  mills  shall  run  dry,  in  the  stamps  that  re- 
main, 
That  Strength  which  bred  Mercy  shall  conquer  again ! 


SONG   OF   THE   "CAMANCHE"1 

[The  monitor  Camanche  from  New  York  arrived  at  San  Francisco  on 
the  ship  Aquila  in  November,  1863.  The  Aquila  with  her  cargo  sank  at  her 
dock  in  the  harbor  for  some  unknown  reason.  She  had  remained  there  for 
some  time  when  Bret  Harte  wrote  these  verses.  She  was  finally  raised, 
built,  and  launched.  Harte's  "A  Lay  of  the  Launch  "  gives  a  humorous 
account  of  his  presence  on  that  occasion.] 

0  steanger,  o'er  this  sunken  wreck 

Behold  no  risen  glory  ; 
No  fragments  of  a  battle-deck 

Invite  the  poet's  story; 
Fame  cannot  write  my  name  above 

With  Freedom's  fearless  fighters ; 
For  why  ?  this  little  lay  of  mine 

Belongs  to  Underwriters. 

You  tell  me  that  by  Sumter's  walls 

The  monitors  are  swinging, 
And  harmless  from  their  armor  falls 

The  thunderbolts  yet  ringing  ; 
Yet,  peaceful  here  in  mud  I  lie 

Like  any  sailor  drunken, 
Dead  as  a  coffin-nail,  or  as 

«My  rivet-heads-die-sunken ! 


You  say  the  pirate's  stealthy  prow 

This  way  is  slowly  turning, 
From  tropic  seas,  where  even  now 
Some  luckless  prize  is  burning. 
1  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  January  16,  1864. 
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Above  them  gleams  the  Southern  Cross 
And  constellations  blinking, 

While  I  beneath  a  Northern  sky 
"With  Aquila  am  sinking. 

0,  had  I  dropped  in  some  deep  well 

Of  ocean  vast  and  mighty, 
Old  Neptune  might  have  tolled  my  bell 

Along  with  Amphitrite ; 
Or  mermaids  from  their  coral  stores 

Have  decked  my  turret  gayly, 
Instead  of  filth  your  city  pours 

From  sewers  round  me  daily. 

Then,  stranger,  rather  let  me  hide 

Where  river  ooze  still  smothers, 
If  locked  in  my  disgrace  abide 

Some  meaner  faults  of  others ! 
Thou  hast  a  paper — tell  me  quick 

The  worst  — -  though  nothing  worse  is ; 
I  'm  libeled  —  in  the  Circuit  Court, 

Thank  God !  —  and  not  in  verses. 


A   LAY   OF   THE   LAUNCH1 

(After  Tennyson) 

[On  November  14,  1864,  the  monitor  Camanche  was  successfully 
launched.  She  was  intended  as  a  formidable  addition  tc-the  defenses  of 
the  harbor  of  San  Francisco.    Bret  Harte  was  one  of  the  invited  guests.] 

My  heart  is  wasted  with  my  woe, 

Camanche ; 

In  vain  I  strove  to  see  the  show, 

Camanche  ; 
l  Calif  ornian,  November  19,  1864. 
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Divorced  from  shore  —  from  libels  free  — 
I  came  to  view  thy  charms  per  se  ; 
It  was  no  maiden  plunge  to  thee, 

Camanche. 

I  did  not  see  thee  launched  at  all, 

Camanche ; 

The  crowd  was  large — the  gate  was  small, 

Camanche. 

I  stood  without  and  cursed  my  fate, 

The  time,  the  tide  that  would  not  wait, 

With  others  who  had  come  too  late, 

Camanche. 

Why  did  they  send  thee  off  so  soon, 

Camanche  ? 

They  should  have  waited  until  noon, 

Camanche. 

0  cruel  fate,  that  from  my  gaze 
Hid  wedges,  props,  and  broken  stays, 
And  made  thy  ways  as  "  secret  ways, " 

Camanche. 

1  was  thine  own  invited  guest, 

Camanche; 
I  missed  the  feast,  with  all  the  rest, 

Camanche. 
I  missed  the  cold  tongue,  and  the  flow 
Of  eloquence  and  Veuve  Clicquot ; 
I  missed  my  watch  and  chain,  also, 

Camanche. 

For  when  I  strove  to  reach  thy  deck, 

Camanche ; 
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A  hand  was  passed  around  my  neck, 

Caruanehe ; 
A  false,  false  hand  my  beaver  pressed 
Upon  mine  eyes,  and  from  my  vest 
Unhooked  my  chain  —  why  tell  the  rest  ? 

Camanche. 

My  coat  was  torn  —  the  best  I  had, 

Camanche ; 
I  wished  I,  too,  were  ironclad, 

Camanche. 
They  tore  my  coat  and  vest  of  silk, 
They  groaned  and  cried,  "  a  bilk,  a  bilk !  '■" 
Rude  boys  and  others  of  that  ilk, 

Camanche. 

Thy  yard  was  full  of  stumbling  blocks, 

Camanche ; 

That  told  a  sudden  fall  in  stocks, 

Camanche. 

I  stood  where  late  thy  keel  had  slid  — 

I  did  not  heed  as  I  was  bid, 

Hence  what  thy  keel  had  done,  I  did, 

Camanche. 

It  was  a  bitter,  frightful  fall, 

Camanche ; 

I  slid  some  thirty  feet  in  all, 

Camanche. 

Some  thirty  feet  upon  my  back 

I  slipped  along  the  slimy  track ; 

They  cried,  "Another  launch  —  alack!" 

Camanche. 
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My  heart  was  wasted  with  my  woe, 

Camanche ; 
I  thought  that  I  would  homeward  go, 

Camanche. 
In  vain  I  hailed  a  crowded  car ; 
They  answered  not  my  signs  afar ; 
0  day,  cursed  by  my  evil  star, 

Camanche. 


THE  FLAG-STAFF  ON  SHACKLEFOKD  ISLAND1 

AN    INCIDENT    OF   THE   WAR 

[The  following  incident  was  related  in  a  recent  lecture  by  the  Rev.  A. 
L.  Stone,  Pastor,  Park  Street  Church,  Boston:  "In  the  early  part  of  the 
war  there  stood  on  Shackleford  Island,  North  Carolina,  a  high  ling-staff 
from  which  floated  the  national  banner.  Of  course,  the  secessionists  soon 
tore  this  down.  But  there  still  surmounted  the  staff  the  national  eagle. 
This  was  too  loyal  for  the  traitors,  and  after  a  time  they  succeeded  in  get- 
ing  it  down  or  breaking  it  off.  Their  work  was  hardly  finished,  when  lol 
the  air  quivered  with  the  rush  of  lordly  wings,  and  a  majestic  eagle  swept 
down  and  lighted  on  the  staff.  In  a  few  minutes  the  marksmen  sent  bul- 
let after  bullet  at  the  royal  mark.  In  vain.  His  piercing  eye  looked  at 
them  defiant;  he  rose,  circled  round  a  few  feet,  and  settled  again  on  his 
perch."] 

Piercing  the  blue  of  a  southern  sky, 
On  Shackleford  Island  a  flagstaff  rose, 

And  a  flag  that  flew, 

Loyal  and  true, 
Over  the  heads  of  disloyal  foes. 

Fluttered  the  flag  in  the  breezy  air ; 
Sullen  they  gazed,  but  did  not  speak, 

Till  the  flap  of  each  fold, 

Like  a  buffet  bold, 
Crimsoned  with  shame  each  traitor's  cheek, 
l  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  May  3,  1864. 
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"  Down  with  the  Abolition  rag  !  " 
Was  the  cry  their  hatred  found  at  last; 

And  they  tore  it  down 

And  over  the  town 
Trailed  the  flag  they  had  stripped  from  the  mast. 

"Down  with  the  Eagle  —  the  Yankee  bird; 
False  in  one  thing,  false  in  the  whole  ": 

So  they  battered  down 

The  flag-staff's  crown  — 
The  Eagle  crest  of  the  liberty  pole. 

Lo  !  as  it  dropped,  from  the  upper  air 
Came  the  rush  of  wings,  and  around  the  base 

Of  the  flag-staff  played 

A  circling  shade, 
And  the  real  bird  swooped  to  the  emblem's  place. 

Vainly,  below  from  the  angry  mob 
The  curse  and  the  rifle  shot  went  up. 

Not  a  feather  stirred 

Of  the  royal  bird 
In  his  lonely  perch  on  the  flag-staff  top. 

Since  that  day,  on  Shackleford  Isle, 
Clothed  in  beauty  the  staff  is  set ; 

Since  that  day 

The  bird  alway 
Guards  the  spot  that  is  sacred  yet. 

So,  when  the  Nation's  symbols  lie 
Broken,  we  look  through  our  despair 

To  the  sky  that  brings 

The  rush  of  wings 
And  the  Truth  that  dwells  in  the  upper  air. 
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OF   ONE   WHO  FELL  IN   BATTLE1 

(h.  A.  G.,  JUNE  3,  1864) 

By  smoke-encumbered  field  and  tangled  lane, 

Down  roads  whose  dust  was  laid  with  scarlet  dew, 

Past  guns  dismounted,  ragged  heaps  of  slain, 

Dark  moving  files,  and  bright  blades  glancing  through, 

All  day  the  waves  of  battle  swept  the  plain 

Up  to  the  ramparts,  where  they  broke  and  cast 

Thy  young  life  quivering  down,  like  foam  before  the  blast. 

Then  sank  the  tumult.     Like  an  angel's  wing, 

Soft  fingers  swept  thy  pulses.     The  west  wind 

Whispered  fond  voices,  mingling  with  the  ring 

Of  Sabbath  bells  of  Peace  —  such  peace  as  brave  men  find, 

And  only  look  for  till  the  months  shall  bring 

Surcease  of  Wrong,  and  fail  from  out  the  land 

Bondage  and  shame,  and  Freedom's  altars  stand. 

THE   HERO   OF   SUGAR  PINE2 

"  Oh,  tell  me,  Sergeant  of  Battery  B, 
Oh,  hero  of  Sugar  Pine ! 
Some  glorious  deed  of  the  battle-field, 
Some  wonderful  feat  of  thine. 

"  Some  skillful  move,  when  the  fearful  game 
Of  battle  and  life  was  played 
On  yon  grimy  field,  whose  broken  squares 
In  scarlet  and  black  are  laid." 

1  Cnlifornian,  August  6,  1864. 

2  Californian,  August  20,  1864. 
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"  Ah,  stranger,  here  at  my  gun  all  day, 
I  fought  till  my  final  round 
Was  spent,  and  I  had  but  powder  left, 
And  never  a  shot  to  be  found; 

"  So  I  trained  my  gun  on  a  rebel  piece  : 
So  true  was  my  range  and  aim, 
A  shot  from  his  cannon  entered  mine 
And  finished  the  load  of  the  same ! " 

"  Enough !  Oh,  Sergeant  of  Battery  B, 
Oh,  hero  of  Sugar  Pine  ! 
Alas!  I  fear  that  thy  cannon's  throat 
Can  swallow  much  more  than  mine ! " 


ST.    VALENTINE   IN   CAMP1 

We  had  borne  the  wintry  sieges  in  our  swamp-encircled 

camp, 
When  a  step  surprised  the  sentry  in  his  measured  tread  and 

tramp, 

And  across  the   broad   abatis  swarmed  the  skirmishes  of 

spring, 
And  the  ivy's  scaling  ladders  on  the  scarp  hung  quivering ; 

Till  the  bold  invader's  colors  shook  on  every  rocky  wall, 
And  the  buds  with  wedding   carols  drowned  the   bugle's 
warning  call. 

Then  a  sudden  vision  thrilled  me,  and  I  seemed  to  stand 
again 

With  my  hand  upon  the  ploughshare  on  the  far  New  Eng- 
land plain. 
1  Evening  Bulletin  (San  Francisco),  March  1,  1865. 
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Blithely  sang  the  lark  above  me,  and  among  the  gathered 
kine 

Sang  the  milkmaid  in  the  farmyard,  sang  the  song  of  Val- 
entine ; 

Or  across  the  distant  meadow,  as  of   old  she  seemed  to 

glide  — 
She  whose  troth  with  mine  was  plighted  when  we  wandered 

side  by  side. 

Where  the  wanton  winds  of  summer    stirred  the  maple's 

leafy  crown, 
Or  the  gusty  breath  of  Autumn  shook  the  rugged  walnuts 

down. 

But  between  me  and  my  vision  rise  the  graves  upon  the 

hill 
Where  my  comrades  lie  together,  and  the  winds  are  hushed 

and  still. 

They  to  whom  the  lark's  blithe  carol,  and  the  songs  of  love 

are  dead ; 
Vain  to  them    the  white  encampment  of   the  crocus  o'er 

their  head ; 

And   my  cheek   is  flushed  with   crimson — better   that  a 

stranger's  hand 
Guide  the  coulter  in  the  furrow,  if  mine  own  shall  wield 

the  brand! 

What  to  me  the  rattling  walnuts  in  Love's  consecrated 
shade, 

Who  have  heard  the  bullets  dropping  in  the  dusky  ambus- 
cade ? 


372  SCHEMMELFENNIG 

What  to  me  if  greenly  flourish  newer  life  within  the  wood, 
If  the  baby  leaves  are  nourished  in  the  dew  of  brothers'  blood  ? 

Blithely  lift  your  tuneful  voices,  blithely  sing  and  merrily 
Chant  your  marriage  morning  pasans,  0  ye  birds,  but  not 
for  me! 

Till  the  Nation's  dreary  winter  shall  have  passed,  and"  time 

shall  bring 
Through  the  Autumn's  smoke  of  battle   glimpses  of   tin 

Nation's  Spring; 

Till  a  people's  benediction  mingle  with  the  songs  above, 
That  shall  hail  the  glad  espousals  of  a  long  estranged  love ; 

Then  a  symbol  of  that  Union  shall  my  darling  fitly  wear, 
Hickory  leaves  and  orange  blossoms  wreathed  together  in 
her  hair. 

SCHEMMELFENNIG  1 

[General  Alexander  Schemmelfennig  commanded  the  forces  that  fii 
entered  Charleston  upon  its  evacuation  by  the  Confederates  in  1865.] 

Bbave  Teuton,  though  thy  awful  name 

Is  one  no  common  rhyme  can  mimic, 
Though  in  despair  the  trump  of  Fame 

Evades  thy  painful  patronymic  — 
Though  orators  forego  thy  praise, 

And  timid  bards  by  tongue  or  pen  ig- 
Nore  thee  —  thus  alone  I  raise 

Thy  name  in  song,  my  Schemmelfennig! 

What  though  no  hecatombs  may  swell 
With. mangled  forms  thy  path  victorious; 
1  Californian,  April  1,  1865. 
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Though  Charleston  to  thee  bloodless  fell, 
Wert  thou  less  valiant  or  less  glorious  ? 

Thou  took'st  tobacco  —  cotton  —  grain  — 

And  slaves  —  they  say  a  hundred  and  ten  nig- 

Gers  were  captives  in  thy  train 

And  swelled  thy  pomp,  my  Schemmelf ennig ! 

Let  Asboth  mourn  his  name  unsung, 

And  Schurz  his  still  unwritten  story ; 
Let  Blenker  grieve  the  silent  tongue, 

And  Zagonyi  forego  his  glory  ; 
Ye  are  hut  paltry  farthing  lamps, 

Your  lights  the  fickle  marsh  or  fen  ig- 
Nus  fatuus  of  Southern  swamps, 

Beside  the  sun  of  Schemmelf  ennig ! 


THE  VENDUE  OF  JEFFEKSON  DAVIS1 

THE    CAUSE 

Of  all  the  tyrants  whose  actions  swell 

The  pages  of  history,  and  tell 

How  well  they  fought,  and  how  brave  they  fell 

In  battle  assault  or  siege,  pell-mell, 

Or  blew  up  their  foes  and  themselves  as  well, 

By  way  of  a  general  ridding, 
Commend  us  to  Jefferson  D.  who  spread 
On  the  "  outer  wall "  a  flag  of  red, 
And  called  to  an  auction  sale  instead 

The  wretches  who  did  his  bidding. 

And  yet,  so  fickle  's  the  human  mind, 
In  fact  or  fiction  you  '11  always  find 
l  Californian,  April  15,  1865. 
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The  popular  taste  is  most  inclined 

To  the  traitor  that 's  most  consistent, 
And  the  standard  drama  declares  the  fact 
That  he  ought  to  die  with  his  weapon  hack't, 
Or  fall  on  his  sword  in  the  final  act, 
As  Brutus  once  did  in  his  tent. 

Laugh  at  the  principle  if  you  will, 
One  feels  a  kind  of  indefinite  thrill 
For  the  hunted  pirate  who  cowers  still 
O'er  his  magazine  with  an  iron  will 

And  a  pistol  cocked  and  loaded, 
And  knows  that  capture  will  bring  the  Sash, 
The  swift  upheaval,  and  awful  crash, 
The  blinding  smoke,  and  the  sullen  splash, 
But  never  dreamed  of  selling  for  cash, 

As  certain  people  we  know  did ; 
Alas !  that  the  theory  and  the  rash 

Example  are  both  exploded. 

No  doubt  that  Samson  essayed  to  crown 

In  some  such  manner  his  life's  renown 

In  that  final  act  which  they  say  brought  down 

The  house  on  his  last  appearance  ; 
Or,  if  further  illustrations  you  lack, 
I  've  been  keeping  the  scorpion  figure  back, 
Who,  girdled  with  fire,  is  never  slack 

In  effecting  his  mortal  clearance. 

But  there  are  skeptical  folk  who  doubt 

If  Jefferson  Davis  really  sold  out, 

On  the  eve  of  his  final  defeat  and  rout, 

Such  trifles  as  pots  and  kettles ; 
Or  ever  his  proud  soul  stooped  so  low, 
"While  girding  his  loins  for  a  final  blow, 
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To  lend  himself  to  a  Yankee  show, 

Whose  very  detail  belittles, 
And  call  the  tale  a  canard  —  as  near 
What  really  is  genuine  and  sincere 
As  the  duck  of  Vaucauson  might  appear 

To  the  one  that  digests  its  victuals. 

But  ah !  the  poet,  whose  prophet  eyes 
Can  look  through  the  battle-clouds  that  rise, 
Sees  not  the  traders  who  sacrifice 
Such  homely  trifles  as  housewives  prize, 

But  a  symbol  of  something  greater  — 
The  selling  out  of  a  mansion  built 
On  the  soil  where  a  Nation's  blood  is  spilt, 
With  Fate  for  an  auctioneer,  and  Guilt 

Close  by,  an  amazed  spectator. 

To  such  there  comes  a  terrible  awe, 

To  think  that  the  people  who  gathered  saw 

The  mighty  arm  of  some  Northern  Thor 

Uplifting  the  auction  hammer, 
And  knocking  down  with  each  terrible  blow 
Some  things  that  the  catalogue  did  n't  show, 
In  words  that  the  reader  will  find  below 

Mixed  up  with  the  vendor's  clamor: 

THE    SALE 

"  Going,  gentlemen  !  —  going,  gone  ! 
The  entire  furniture,  slightly  worn, 
And  the  family  portraits  these  walls  adorn, 
Well  worthy  of  any  man's  —  hanging; 
And  some  English  carpets  as  good  as  new, 
A  little  down-trodden,  but  then  they  '11  do 
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If  you  let  Grant  shake  'em  and  put  'em  through 
The  usual  beating  and  banging  ! 

"Who  bids  for  a  genealogical  tree — 
A  beautiful  piece  of  embroidery, 
A  very  first  family's  pedigree  ? 

What  a  chance  for  our  youthful  scions! 
Who  bids  ?     As  the  article  's  useless  now 
I  '11  take  — '  five  dollars ! '  —  too  bad,  I  vow ! 
Well,  put  it  in  greenbacks !     What  name  ?  eh,  how  ? 

Ah,  beg  your  pardon  !  — '  Lord  Lyons  I ' 

*'  A  family  Bible  I  offer  next, 
Which  opens  itself  at  a  certain  text 
About  Onesimus  that  once  vext 

The  church  as  a  casus  belli  ; 
And  all  those  passages  stricken  out 
Which  provoke  research  in  this  age  of  doubt : 
How  much  ?  —  Ah,  thank  you  ?  —  't  is  yours,  my  stout 

Old  Cardinal  —  Antonelli ! 

"  Now  here  's  an  article  one  might  skip, 
But  the  lot  goes  together  —  a  driver's  whip, 
And,  barring  some  stains  on  the  thong  and  tip, 

It 's  still  in  complete  preservation : 
Who  bids  ?  where  's  the  man  who  's  afraid  to  speak  loud  ? 
What,  you,  little  white-coat,  just  back  in  the  crowd, 
With  the  yellow  mustachios  and  bearing  so  proud ! 

Going,  gone  !  —  to  the  Austrian  Legation ! 

"  Going,  gentlemen  —  going,  gone ! 
The  household  gods  of  a  man  forlorn, 
For  the  benefit  of  the  wives  that  mourn, 
And  of  children's  children,  yet  unborn, 
And  of  bonds  that  none  shall  sever ; 
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The  house,  and  all  that  the  house  contains, 
The  wandering  ghosts  and  their  vengeful  manes, 
The  naked  walls  and  their  blots  and  stains, 
And  even  the  title  that  now  obtains 
With  an  U.  S.  Grant  forever !  " 


IN   MEMOEIAM1 

JEFFERSON    DAVIS 

Repudiator,  Speculator,  Dictator ; 
"Who  enjoyed  the  distinction  of  being  the  first 
And  last 
President  of  the  Southern  Confederacy. 
A  Christian  and  Chivalrous  Gentleman, 
He  starved  Union  Captives  in  his  Prisons, 
And  sanctioned  the  Massacre  of  Fort  Pillow. 
But  his  manners  were  courtly  and  elegant, 
And  his  State  papers  models  of  excellence. 
He  was  remarkable  for  his  executive  wisdom : 
To  provide  material  for  his  forces, 
He  ordered  corn  to  be  planted  instead  of  cotton, 
Which  enabled  Sherman  to  march  through  Georgia. 

He  perpetuated  a  Slave  Empire, 

Whose  bondsmen  were  guides  to  the  Union  Armies. 

Consistent  in  his  inconsistencies, 

He  connived  at  the  assassination  of  the  only  man 

Who  could  have  saved  him  from  the  gallows. 

The  incarnation  of  dignity  and  heroism, 

He  was  taken  disguised  in  his  wife  's  petticoats, 

Claiming  exemption  from  capture 

On  the  grounds  of  his  femininity. 

As  such,  friends,  respect  his  weakness, 

And  that  of  the  few  who  still  admire  him. 

l  Cali/ortiiaa,  May  20,  1865. 
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THE  LAMENT   OP  THE  BALLAD-WRITER1 

Air:  "Just  Before  the  Battle,  Mother" 

Now  the  battle  's  over,  Mother, 

And  your  tears  no  longer  start, 
Really,  it  is  my  opinion 

You  and  I  had  better  part. 
Farewell,  Mother,  if  forever, 

Your  affection  I  resign, 
Gone  the  days  when  just  your  blessing 

Brought  me  fifty  cents  a  line. 

Farewell,  0  Maternal  Fiction ! 

Thou  whose  far-parental  sigh 
Home  has  brought  the  youthful  soldier, 

Time  and  time  again  to  die. 
Farewell,  Mother,  you  may  never 

In  the  future,  peaceful  years, 
Bring  a  sob  from  private  boxes  — 

Steep  a  dress-circle  in  tears. 

Farewell,  0  thou  gentle  sister! 

Thou,  who  in  my  cunning  hand, 
Didst  deliver  pious  sermons, 

Mild,  innocuous,  and  bland; 
Never  move  from  thee  I  '11  borrow 

Moral  sentiments  to  preach, 
Nor  shall  "  morrow  "  rhyme  with  "  sorrow  " 

In  thy  bitter  parting  speech. 

Farewell,  0  devoted  Maiden  ! 

Thou  who  for  the  country,  true, 
Sacrificed  not  only  lover 

But  thy  Lindley  Murray,  too; 
i  Californian,  October  7,  1865. 
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Incoherent  was  my  logic, 

Wild  and  vague  thy  words  I  fear, 
Yet  the  pit  would  still  encore  thee, 

And  the  galleries  would  cheer. 

Farewell,  all  ye  facile  phrases, 

Gags  and  sentimental  cant ! 
Names  that  took  the  place  of  ideas  — 

Sherman,  Sheridan,  and  Grant ; 
Gone  the  days  when  schoolboy  jingles 

Took  the  place  of  manly  talk, 
When  the  "  thought  that  breathed  "  was  puffy, 

And  the  word  that  burned  —  burnt  cork. 

Just  before  the  battle,  Mother, 

Then  my  cheapest  figure  told; 
While  the  rebel  stood  before  us, 

Then  my  glitter  looked  like  gold. 
Now  this  "  cruel  war  is  over," 

All  inflated  thought  must  fall ; 
Mother,  dear,  your  boy  must  henceforth 

Write  sound  sense,  or  not  at  all. 


A  THANKSGIVING  EETKOSPECT* 

Well  !     Charge  your  glasses !  —  Softly,  friends, 
The  toast  we  drink  to-night : 
"  The  vacant  chair,"  that  holds  the  post 

Of  honor  on  our  right. 
"  The  vacant  chair  "  —  why  now  so  grave 
Your  looks  once  bright  with  love  ? 
What  though  our  circle  narrows  here, 
It  widens  still  above. 

1  California*,,  December  9,  1865. 
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We  drink  to  him  who  joins  the  host 

That  left  our  hearth  before  — 
Dear  hands  that  once  have  clasped  our  own 

Shall  touch  his  on  that  shore ; 
The  grandsire  whose  unflinching  soul 

Went  up  from  Concord  fight, 
Shall  welcome  him  whose  youthful  arm 

Last  year  struck  home  for  Eight ! 

That  though  he  lived  where  barren  hills 

Were  white  with  winter  snows, 
Where  man  through  stubborn  toil  alone 

To  higher  nature  rose  : 
He  sleeps  where  never  click  of  hail 

Or  ice  their  changes  ring, 
But  consonants  of  Winter  yield 

To  open-vowels  of  Spring. 

Above  him  drifts  the  cotton-bloom 

Knee-deep  above  his  grave  ; 
The  shroud  that  veils  his  southern  bed 

The  north-wind  never  gave. 
His  sable  mourners  tread  a  shore 

Enfranchised  from  their  toil  — 
Thank  God !   (through  valor  such  as  his) 

Our  own  —  no  foreign  soil ! 

Then  charge  your  glasses  full,  and  pour 

A  stream  as  red  and  free 
As  that  which  from  his  youthful  veins 

Was  poured  for  Liberty. 
To-night  no  sorrow  drown  our  thanks  — 

To-morrow  tears  may  fall 
For  him  who  fills  the  vacant  chair, 

Yet  sleeps  near  Tybee's  wall. 


LATER  POEMS 
1871-1902 


CHICAGO 

(THE    GREAT    CONFLAGRATION    OF    OCTOBER    8-10,    187l) 

Blackened  and  bleeding,  helpless,  panting,  prone, 
On  the  charred  fragments  of  her  shattered  throne 
Lies  she  who  stood  but  yesterday  alone. 

Queen  of  the  West !  by  some  enchanter  taught 

To  lift  the  glory  of  Aladdin's  court, 

Then  lose  the  spell  that  all  that  wonder  wrought. 

Like  her  own  prairies  by  some  chance  seed  sown, 
Like  her  own  prairies  in  one  brief  day  grown, 
Like  her  own  prairies  in  one  fierce  night  mown. 

She  lifts  her  voice,  and  in  her  pleading  call 
We  hear  the  cry  of  Macedon  to  Paul  — 
The  cry  for  help  that  makes  her  kin  to  all. 

But  haply  with  wan  fingers  may  she  feel 
The  silver  cup  hid  in  the  proffered  meal  — 
The  gifts  her  kinship  and  our  loves  reveal. 


BILL  MASON'S   BEIDE 

Half  an  hour  till  train  time,  sir, 
An'  a  fearful  dark  time,  too ; 

Take  a  look  at  the  switch  lights,  Tom, 
Fetch  in  a  stick  when  you  're  through. 
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"  On  time  ?  "  well,  yes,  I  guess  so  — ■ 
Left  the  last  station  all  right  — 
She  '11  come  round  the  curve  a-flyin'  ; 
Bill  Mason  comes  up  to-night. 

You  know  Bill  ?     No !     He  's  engineer, 

Been  on  the  road  all  his  life  — 
I  '11  never  forget  the  mornin' 

He  married  his  chuck  of  a  wife. 
'Twas  the  summer  the  mill  hands  struck  — 

Just  off  work,  every  one  ; 
They  kicked  up  a  row  in  the  village 

And  killed  old  Donovan's  son. 

Bill  had  n't  been  married  mor  'n  an  hour, 

Up  comes  a  message  from  Kress, 
Orderin'  Bill  to  go  up  there, 

And  bring  down  the  night  express. 
He  left  his  gal  in  a  hurry, 

And  went  up  on  number  one, 
Thinking  of  nothing  but  Mary, 

And  the  train  he  had  to  run. 

And  Mary  sat  down  by  the  window 

To  wait  for  the  night  express ; 
And,  sir,  if  she  had  n't  'a'  done  so, 

She  'd  been  a  widow,  I  guess. 
For  it  must  'a'  been  nigh  midnight 

When  the  mill  hands  left  the  Ridge  —  ' 
They  come  down — the  drunken  devils!  — 

Tore  up  a  rail  from  the  bridge. 
But  Mary  heard  'em  a-workin' 

And  guessed  there  was  somethin'  wrong  r 
And  in  less  than  fifteen  minutes, 

Bill's  train  it  would  be  along! 
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She  couldn't  come  here  to  tell  us: 

A  mile  —  it  would  n't  'a'  done  — 
So  she  jest  grabbed  up  a  lantern, 

And  made  for  the  bridge  alone. 
Then  down  came  the  night  express,  sir. 

And  Bill  was  makin'  her  climb! 
But  Mary  held  the  lantern, 

A-swingin'  it  all  the  time. 

Well !  by  Jove  !     Bill  saw  the  signal, 

And  he  stopped  the  night  express, 
And  he  found  his  Mary  cryin' 

On  the  track,  in  her  weddin'  dress ; 
Cryin'  an'  laughin'  for  joy,  sir, 

An'  holdin'  on  to  the  light  — 
Hello  !  here 's  the  train  —  good-bye,  sir, 

Bill  Mason  's  on  time  to-night. 

DEACON  JONES'S  EXPERIENCE 

(ARKANSAS  CONFERENCE) 
1874 

Ye 're  right  when  you  lays  it  down,  Parson, 

Thet  the  flesh  is  weak  and  a  snare ; 
And  to  keep  yer  plow  in  the  furrow  — 

When  yer  cattle  begins  to  rare  — 
Ain't  no  sure  thing.      And,  between  us, 

The  same  may  be  said  of  prayer. 

Why,  I  stood  the  jokes,  on  the  river, 
Of  the  boys,  when  the  critters  found 

Thet  I  'd  jined  the  Church,  and  the  snicker 
Thet,  maybe  ye  mind,  went  round, 

The  day  I  set  down  with  the  mourners, 
In  the  old  camp-meetin'  ground! 
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I  stood  all  that,  and  I  reckon 
I  might  at  a  pinch  stood  more  — 

For  the  boys,  they  represents  Bael, 

And  I  stands  as  the  Rock  of  the  Law  3 

And  it  seemed  like  a  moral  scrimmage, 
In  holdin'  agin  their  jaw. 

But  thar  's  crosses  a  Christian  suffers, 
As  hezn't  got  that  pretense  — 

Things  with  no  moral  purpose, 
Things  ez  hez  got  no  sense ; 

Things  ez,  somehow,  no  profit 
Will  cover  their  first  expense. 

Ez  how  !     I  was  jest  last  evenin' 
Addressin'  the  Throne  of  Grace, 

And  mother  knelt  in  the  corner, 

And  each  of  the  boys  in  his  place  — 

When  that  sneakin'  pup  of  Keziah's 
To  Jonathan's  cat  giv  chase! 

I  never  let  on  to  mind  'em, 

I  never  let  on  to  hear; 
But  driv  that  prayer  down  the  furrow 

With  the  cat  hidin'  under  my  cheer, 
And  Keziah  a-whisperin',  "  Sic  her !  " 

And  mother  a-sayin',  "  You  dare ! " 

I  asked  fer  a  light  fer  the  heathen, 
To  guide  on  his  narrer  track, 

With  that  dog  and  that  cat  jest  walzin', 
And  Jonathan's  face  jest  black, 

When  the  pup  made  a  rush  and  the  kitten  - 
Dropped  down  on  the  small  of  my  backj 
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Yes,  I  think,  with  the  Lud's  assistance, 

I  might  have  continered  then, 
If,  gettin'  her  holt,  that  kitten 

Hed  n't  dropped  her  claws  in  me  —  when 
It  somehow  reached  the  "Old  Adam," 

And  I  jumped  to  my  feet  with  "  Amen." 

So,  ye  're  right  when  you  say  it,  Parson, 
Thet  the  flesh  is  weak  and  a  snare; 

And  to  keep  yer  plow  in  the  furrow  — 
"When  yer  cattle  begins  to  rare  — 

Ain't  no  sure  thing.     And,  between  us, 
I  say  it 's  jest  so  with  prayer. 


THE   MAY  QUEEN 

^ADAPTED  TO  A  BACKWARD  SEASON) 

If  you  're  waking,  call  me  early,  call  me  early,  mother  dear, 
And  see  that  my  room  is  warm,  mother,   and  the  fire  is 

burning  clear ; 
And   tallow  my  nose  once  more,  mother,  once  more    ere 

you  go  away, 
For  I  'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I  'm  to  be  Queen 

o'  the  May. 

It  froze  so  hard  last  night,  mother,  that  really  I  couldn't 

break 
The    ice  in  my  little  pitcher,  mother,  till  I  thought  the 

poker  to  take ; 
You  '11  find  it  there  on  the  hearth,  mother  —  but  oh,  let 

that  hot  brick  stay, 
For  I  'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I  'm  to  be  Queen 

o'  the  May. 
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I  sL<ll  put  on  my  aqua  scutem  outside  of  my  sealskin  coat, 
And  two  or  three  yards  of  flannel,  dear,  will  go  around  my 

throat; . 
And  you  '11  see  that  the  honeset-tea,  mother,  is  drawn  while 

your  child 's  away, 
Foi1  I  'm  to  be  Queen  o'  the  May,  mother,  I  'm  to  be  Queen 

o'  the  May. 

Little  Erne  shall  go  with  me,  if  her  nose  is  fit  to  be  seen ; 
And  you  shall  be  there,  too,  dear  mother,  to  see  me  made 

the  Queen, 
Provided  the  doctor  '11  let  you  ;  and,  if  it  don't  rain  instead, 
Little  Johnny  is  to  take  me  a  part  of  the  way  on  his  sled. 

So,  if  you're  waking,  call  me  early,  call  me  early,  mother  dear, 

For  to-morrow  may  be  the  chilliest  day  of  all  the  glad  New- 
Year  ; 

For  to-day  is  the  thirtieth,  mother,  and  bless'd  if  your  child 
can  say 

If  she  ain't  an  April  Fool,  mother,  instead  of  a  Queen  o' 
the  May. 


OF  WILLIAM   FRANCIS   BAETLETT 

DEAD    AT    PITTSFIELD,    MASSACHUSETTS,    1876 

0  Poor  Romancer,  —  thou  whose  printed  page, 
Filled  with  rude  speech  and  ruder  forms  of  strife, 

Was  given  to  heroes  in  whose  vulgar  rage 
No  trace  appears  of  gentler  ways  and  life  !  — 

Thou,  who  wast  wont  of  commoner  clay  to  build 
Some  rough  Achilles  or  some  Ajax  tall ; 

Thou,  whose  free  brush  too  oft  was  wont  to  gild 
Soni3  single  virtue  till  it  dazzled  all ;  — 
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What  right  hast  thou  beside  this  laureled  bier 
"Whereon  all  manhood  lies  —  whereon  the  wreath 

Of  Harvard  rests,  the  civic  crown,  and  here 

The  starry  flag,  and  sword  and  jeweled  sheath  ? 

Seest  thou  these  hatchments  ?     Knowest  thou  this  blood 
Nourished  the  heroes  of  Colonial  days  ;  — 

Sent  to  the  dim  and  savage-haunted  wood 

Those  sad-eyed  Puritans  with  hymns  of  praise  ? 

Look  round  thee !  Everywhere  is  classic  ground. 

There  Greylock  rears.     Beside  yon  silver  "Bowl" 
Great  Hawthorne  dwelt,  and  in  its  mirror  found 

Those  quaint,  strange  shapes  that  filled  his  poet's  soul. 

Still  silent,  Stranger  ?     Thou,  who  now  and  then 

Touched  the  too  credulous  ear  with  pathos,  canst  not 
speak  ? 

Hast  lost  thy  ready  skill  of  tongue  and  pen  ? 

What,  Jester  !     Tears  upon  that  painted  cheek  ? 


Pardon,  good  friends !     I  am  not  here  to  mar 

His  laureled  wreaths  with  this  poor  tinseled  crown,  — 

This  man  who  taught  me  how  't  was  better  far 
To  be  the  poem  than  to  write  it  down. 

I  bring  no  lesson.     Well  have  others  preached 
This  sword  that  dealt  full  many  a  gallant  blow ; 

I  come  once  more  to  touch  the  hand  that  reached 
Its  knightly  gauntlet  to  the  vanquished  foe. 

0  pale  Aristocrat,  that  liest  there, 

So  cold,  so  silent !  Couldst  thou  not  in  grace 

Have  borne  with  us  still  longer,  and  so  spare 
The  scorn  we  see  in  that  proud,  placid  face  ? 
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"  Hail  and  farewell !  "  So  the  proud  Roman  cried 
O'er  his  dead  hero.     "Hail,"  hut  not  "farewell." 

With  each  high  thought  thou  walkest  side  by  side ; 

We  feel  thee,  touch  thee,  know  who  wrought  the  spell ! 


THE   WANDERINGS   OF  ULYSSES 

AS    REPORTED    BY    MARY  JONES,    MAID   TO    MRS.    GRANT 

We  're  here,  dear,  and  what  with  our  glories 

And  honor,  you  '11  know  by  that  sign 
Why  we  have  n't  met  Mrs.  Sartoris 

And  I  have  n't  written  a  line ; 
Why,  what  with  Dukes  giving  receptions, 

And  going  in  state  to  Guildhall, 
You  ain't  got  the  faintest  conceptions 

Of  what  we  are  doing  at  all ! 

I  've  just  took  the  card  of  a  Countess, 

I  've  said  "  Not-at-home  "  to  an  Earl ; 
As  for  Viscounts  and  Lords  the  amount  is 

Too  absurd.     Why  there  is  n't  a  girl 
In  Galena  who  would  n't  be  hating 

Your  friend  Mary  Jones,  who  now  writes, 
While  behind  her  this  moment,  in  waiting, 

Stands  the  gorgeousest  critter  in  tights. 

He 's  the  valet  of  Viscount  Eitz  Doosem ; 

He  wears  eppylets  and  all  that; 
Has  an  awful  nosegay  in  his  bosom ; 

His  legs  are  uncommonly  fat. 
He  called  our  Ulysses  "  My  Master," 

Just  think  of  it !  —  but  I  stopped  that. 
He  tried  to  be  halfway  familiar, 

But  I  busted  the  crown  of  his  hat  ! 
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We  're  to  dine  out  at  Windsor  on  Friday  ; 

We  take  tea  with  the  Princess  next  week; 
Of  course  I  shall  make  myself  tidy 

And  fix  myself  up,  so  to  speak. 
"  I  presume  I  'm  addressing  the  daughter 

Of  America's  late  President  ?  " 
Said  a  Duke  to  me  last  night ;  you  oughter 

Have  seen  how  he  stammered  and  —  went. 

The  fact  is  the  "  help  "  of  this  city 

Ain't  got  no  style,  nohow  ;  why,  dear, 
Though  I  shouldn't  say  it,  I  pity 

These  Grants,  for  they  do  act  so  queer. 
Why,  Grant  smoked  and  driuked  with  a  Marshal, 

Like  a  Senator,  and  Missus  G., 
Well !  —  though  I  'm  inclined  to  be  partial, 

She  yawned  through  a  royal  levee. 

Why,  only  last  night,  at  a  supper, 

He  sat  there  so  simple  and  still, 
That,  had  I  the  pen  of  a  —  Tupper, 

I  could  n't  express  my  shame  —  till 
An  Earl,  he  rose  up  and  says,  winking, 
"  You  're  recalling  your  battles,  no  doubt  ?  " 
Says  Ulysses,  "I  only  was  thinking 

Of  the  Stanislaus  and  the  dug-out. 

"  And  the  scow  that  I  ran  at  Knight's  Ferry, 

And  the  tolls  that  I  once  used  to  take." 
Imagine  it,  dear !     Them  's  the  very 

Expression  he  used.     Why,  I  quake 
As  I  think  of  it  —  till  a  great  Duchess 

Holds  out  her  white  hand  and  says  "  shake  "  ; 
Or  words  of  that  meaning ;  for  such  is 

Them  English  to  folks  whom  they  take. 
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There  's  dear  Mr.  Pierrepont ;  yet  think,  love, 

In  spite  of  his  arms  and  his  crest, 
And  his  liveries  —  all  he  may  prink,  love, 

Don't  hring  him  no  nearer  the  hest ; 
For  they  're  tired  of  shamming  and  that  thing 

They  've  had  for  some  eight  hundred  year, 
And  really  perhaps  it 's  a  blessing 

These  Grants  are  uncommonly  queer. 

As  for  me,  dear,  —  don't  let  it  go  further,  — 

But  —  umph  !  —  there  's  the  son  of  a  peer 
Who  's  waiting  for  me  till  his  father 

Shall  give  him  a  thousand  a  year ; 
Tha  castle  we  '11  live  in,  as  I  know, 

Is  the  size  of  the  White  House,  my  dear, 
And  you  '11  just  tell  them  folks  from  Ohio 

That  I  think  we  will  settle  down  here. 


THAT   EBREW  JEW 

There  once  was  a  tradesman  renowned  as  a  screw 
Who  sold  pins  and  needles  and  calicoes  too, 
Till  he  built  up  a  fortune  —  the  which  as  it  grew 
Just  ruined  small  traders  the  whole  city  through  — 

Yet  one  thing  he  knew, 

Between  me  and  you, 

There  was  a  distinction 

'Twixt  Christian  and  Jew. 

Till  he  died  in  his  mansion  —  a  great  millionaire  — 
The  owner  of  thousands ;  but  nothing  to  spare 
For  the  needy  and  poor  who  from  hunger  might  drop, 
And  only  a  pittance  to  clerks  in  his  shop. 
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But  left  it  all  to 
A  Lawyer,  who  knew 
A  subtile  distinction 
'Twixt  Bbrew  and  Jew. 

This  man  was  no  trader,  but  simply  a  friend 

Of  this  Gent  who  kept  shop  and  who,  nearing  his  end, 

Handed  over  a  million  —  't  was  only  his  due, 

Who  discovered  this  contrast  'twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

For  he  said,  "  If  you  view 

This  case  as  I  do, 

There  is  a  distinction 

'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

"  For  the  Jew  is  a  man  who  will  make  money  through 
His  skill,  his  finesse,  and  his  capital  too, 
And  an  Ebrew 's  a  man  that  we  Gentiles  can  '  do,' 
So  you  see  there  's  a  contrast  'twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

Ebrew  and  Jew, 

Jew  and  Ebrew, 

There  's  a  subtile  distinction 

'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew." 

So  he  kept  up  his  business  of  needles  and  pins, 
But  always  one  day  he  atoned  for  his  sins, 
But  never  the  same  day  (for  that  would  n't  do), 
That  the  Jew  faced  his  God  with  the  awful  Ebrew. 

For  this  man  he  knew, 

Between  me  and  you, 

There  was  a  distinction 

'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

So  he  sold  soda-water  and  shut  up  the  fount 

Of  a  druggist  whose  creed  was  the  Speech  on  the  Mount; 

And  he  trafficked  in  gaiters  and  ruined  the  trade 

Of  a  German  whose  creed  was  by  great  Luther  made. 
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But  always  he  knew, 
Between  me  and  you, 
A  subtile  distinction 
'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

Then  he  kept  a  hotel  —  here  his  trouble  began  — 
In  a  fashion  unknown  to  his  primitive  plan ; 
For  the  rule  of  this  house  to  his  manager  ran, 
"Don't  give  entertainment  to  Israelite  man." 

Yet  the  manager  knew, 

Between  me  and  you, 

No  other  distinction 

'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

"  You  may  give  to  John  Morissey  supper  and  wine, 
And  Madame  N.  N.  to  your  care  I  '11  resign ; 
You  '11  see  that  those  Jenkins  from  Missouri  Flat 
Are  properly  cared  for ;  but  recollect  that 

Never  a  Jew 

Who 's  not  an  Ebrew 

Shall  take  up  his  lodgings 

Here  at  the  Grand  U. 

"  You  '11  allow  Miss  McFlimsey  her  diamonds  to  wear; 

You  '11  permit  the  Van  Dams  at  the  waiters  to  swear ; 

You  '11  allow  Miss  Decollete  to  flirt  on  the  stair ; 

But  as  to  an  Israelite  —  pray  have  a  care ; 
For,  between  me  and  you, 
Though  the  doctrine  is  new, 
There 's  a  business  distinction 
'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew." 

Now,  how  shall  we  know  ?     Prophet,  tell  us,  pray  do, 
Where  the  line  of  the  Hebrew  fades  into  the  Jew  ? 
Shall  we  keep  out  Disraeli  and  take  Rothschild  in  ? 
Or  snub  Meyerbeer  and  think  Verdi  a  sin  ? 
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"What  shall  we  do  ? 
0,  give  us  a  few 
Points  to  distinguish 
'Twixt  Ebrew  and  Jew. 

There  was  One — Heaven  help  us !  — who  died  in  man's  place, 
"With  thorns  on  his  forehead,  but  Love  in  his  face : 
And  when  "  foxes  had  holes  "  and  birds  in  the  air 
Had  their  nests  in  the  trees,  there  was  no  spot  to  spare 

For  this  "  King  of  the  Jews." 

Did  the  Romans  refuse 

This  right  to  the  Ebrews 

Or  only  to  Jews  ? 


THE  LEGEND   OF  GLEN   HEAD 
(related  by  a  cautious  observer) 

They  say  —  though  I  know  not  what  value  to  place 

On  the  strength  of  mere  local  report  — 
That  this  was  her  home  —  though  the  tax  list  gives  space, 

I  observe,  to  no  fact  of  the  sort. 

But  here  she  would  sit ;  on  that  wheel  spin  her  flax,  — 

I  here  may  remark  that  her  hair 
Was  compared  to  that  staple,  —  yet  as  to  the  facts 

There  is  no  witness  willing  to  swear. 

Yet  here  she  would  sit,  by  that  window  reserved 
For  her  vines  —  like  a  "  bower  of  bloom," 

You  '11  remark  I  am  quoting  —  the  fact  I  've  observed 
Is  that  plants  attract  flies  to  the  room. 

The  house  and  the  window,  the  wheel  and  the  flax 
Are  still  in  their  status  preserved,  — 
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And  yet,  what  conclusion  to  draw  from  these  facts, 
I  regret  I  have  never  observed. 

Her  parents  were  lowly,  her  lover  was  poor ; 

In  brief  it  appears  their  sole  plea 
For  turning  Fitz-William  away  from  her  door 

Was  that  he  was  still  poorer  than  she. 

Yet  why  worldly  wisdom  was  so  cruel  then, 

And  perfectly  proper  to-day, 
I  am  quite  at  a  loss  to  conceive,  —  but  my  pen 

Is  digressing.     They  drove  him  away. 

Yon  bracket  supported  the  light  she  would  trim 

Each  night  to  attract  by  its  gleam, 
Moth-like,  her  Fitz-William,  who  fondly  would  swim 

To  her  side  —  seven  miles  and  upstream. 

I  know  not  how  great  was  the  length  of  his  limb 
Or  how  strong  was  her  love-taper's  glow ; 

But  it  seems  an  uncommon  long  distance  to  swim 
And  the  light  of  a  candle  to  show. 

When  her  parents  would  send  her  quite  early  to  bed 
She  would  place  on  yon  bench  with  great  care 

A  sandwich,  instead  of  the  crumbs  that  she  fed, 
To  her  other  wild  pets  that  came  there. 

One  night  —  though  the  date  is  not  given,  in  view 
Of  the  fact  that  no  inquest  was  found  — 

A  corpse  was  discovered  —  Fitz-William's  ?  —  a  few 
Have  alleged  —  drifting  out  on  the  Sound. 

At  the  news  she  fell  speechless,  and,  day  after  day, 
She  sank  without  protest  or  moan ; 
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Till  at  last,  like  a  foam-flake,  she  melted  away  — - 
So  't  is  said,  for  her  grave  is  unknown. 

Twenty  years  from  that  day  to  the  village  again 

Came  a  mariner  portly  and  gray, 
Who  was  married  at  Hempstead  —  the  record  is  plain 

Of  the  justice  —  on  that  fatal  day. 

He  hired  the  house,  and  regretted  the  fate 

Of  the  parties  whose  legend  I  've  told. 
He  made  some  repairs,  —  for  't  is  proper  to  state 

That  the  house  was  exceedingly  old. 

His  name  was  McCorkle  —  now,  while  there  is  naught 

To  suggest  of  Fitz- William  in  that, 
Ycu  '11  remember,  if  living,  our  Fitz-William  ought 

To  have  grown  somewhat  grayer  and  fat. 

But  this  is  conjecture.     The  fact  still  remains 

Of  the  vines  and  the  flax  as  before. 
And  knowing  your  weakness  I  've  taken  some  pains 

To  present  them,  my  love,  nothing  more. 


"KITTY   HAWK" 

A    MARINE    DIALOGUE 

[Kitty  Hawk,  North  Carolina,  a  small  settlement  and  signal  station,  was, 
in  November,  1877,  the  scene  of  the  wreck  of  the  United  States  man-of-war 
Huron,  and  the  loss  of  almost  all  the  crew.  The  fact  that  apparently  no 
effort  was  made  at  rescue,  and  the  finding  for  many  miles  along  the  shore 
of  the  bodies  stripped  of  all  valuables,  led  to  considerable  comment.] 

Poet  Kilty 

POET 

Wheke  the  seas  worn  out  with  chasing,  at  thy  white  feet 
sink  embracing,  thou  still  sittest,  coldly  facing, 

Kitty  Hawk ! 
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Facing,  gazing  seaward  ever,  on  each  weak  or  strong  en- 
deavor, but  in  grief,  or  pity,  never, 

Kitty  Hawk; 

Eagles,  sea-gulls  round  thee  flying,  land  birds  spent  with 
speed  and  dying,  even  Man  to  thee  outcrying, 

Kitty  Hawk ! 

All  thou  seest,  all  thou  hearest,  yet  thou  carest  naught  nor 
f earest,  flesh  nor  fowl  to  thee  is  dearest, 

Kitty  Hawk! 

Art  thou  human?  art  thou  woman?  art  thou  dead  to, love 
and  to  man  more  than  all  relentless,  ever  ? 

Kitty  Hawk! 

Hast  thou  wrongs  to  right,  0  Kitty  ?  wrongs  that  move  the 
soul  to  pity  ?  tell  to  me  thy  mournful  ditty, 

Kitty  Hawk ! 

Tell  me  all !  how  some  false  lover,  vagrant  ship-hoy,  sailor 
rover,  left,  bereft  thee,  threw  thee  over, 

Kitty  Hawk! 

For   some  Antipodean  savage,  left  thy  rage   the  shore  to 
ravage  (with  a  faint  idea  of  salvage), 

Kitty  Hawk  ! 

How  thy  vague  but  tragic  story  clothes  the  sandy  promon- 
tory, calls  in  accents  monitory, 

Kitty  Hawk! 

How  thy  feline  appellation,  in  accipitrine  combination,  mosl 
befits  a  rhymed  narration, 

Kitty  Hawk! 
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KITTY 

Festive  tramp  !  around  me  prying  —  man  with  hair  unkempt 
and  flying  — youth  with  neck  and  head  retractile, 

Like  a  clam. 

Draw  within  thy  soft  inclosure,  stop  this  cerebral  exposure, 
for  that 's  not  the  kind  of  hairpin 

That  I  am. 

If    you're    me    apostrophizing,    with    this   attitudinizing, 
prithee,  hasten  your  uprising, 

And  in  time, 

On  this  beach,  which  is  the  Station's,  leave  some  certain  in- 
dentations —  "  footprints  "  for  some  sailing  brother, 

Who  might  rhyme ! 

For    my  name    is  Jane  Maria,  and   my  father,  Kezuriah, 
though  he  greatly  might  admire, 

All  your  talk, 

As  one  of  the  town  officials,  might  prefer  that  his  initials 
should  appear,  just  as  he  writes  them  — 

K.  T.  Hawk. 
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"  My  sister  '11  be  down  in  a  minute,  and  says  you  're  to  wait, 

if  you  please, 
And  says  I  might  stay  till  she   came,  if  I  'd  promise  her 

never  to  tease. 
Nor  speak  till  you  spoke  to  me  first.     But  that 's  nonsense, 

for  how  would  you  know 
What  she  told  me  to  say,  if  I  didn't  ?     Don't  you  really 

and  truly  think  so  ? 
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"  And  then    you  'd  feel   strange  here   alone  !      And   you 

would  n't  know  just  where  to  sit ; 
For  that  chair  is  n't  strong  on  its  legs,  and  we  never  use  it 

a  bit. 
We  keep  it  to  match  with  the  sofa.      But  Jack  says  it 

would  be  like  you 
To  flop  yourself  right  down  upon  it  and  knock  out  the  very 

last  screw. 

"  S'pose  you  try  ?     I  won't  tell.      You  're  afraid  to  !  Oh ! 

you're  afraid  they  would  think  it  was  mean  ! 
Well,  then,  there  's  the  album  —  that 's  pretty,  if  you  're 

sure  that  your  fingers  are  clean. 
For  sister  says  sometimes  I  daub  it ;  but  she  only  says  that 

when  she 's  cross. 
There  's  her  picture.     You  know  it  ?     It 's  like  her  ;  but 

she  ain't  as  good-looking,  of  course ! 

"This  is  me.     It's  the  best  of  'em  all.     Now,  tell  me, 

you  'd  never  have  thought 
That  once  I  was  little  as  that  ?     It 's  the  only  one  that 

could  be  bought  — 
For  that  was  the  message  to  Pa  from  the  photograph  man 

where  I  sat  — 
That  he  would  n't  print  off  any  more  till  he  first  got  his 

money  for  that. 

"  What  ?     Maybe  you  're  tired  of  waiting.     Why,  often 

she 's  longer  than  this. 
There 's  all  her  back  hair  to  do  up  and  all  of  her  front  curls 

to  friz. 
But  it 's  nice  to  be  sitting  here  talking  like  grown  people, 

just  you  and  me. 
Do  you  think  you  '11  be  coming  here  often?      Oh,  do  1  But 

don't  come  like  Tom  Lee. 
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"Tom  Lee.     Her  last   beau.     Why,  my  goodness!     He 

used  to  be  here  day  and  night, 
Till  the  folks  thought  that  he  'd  be  her  husband ;  and  Jack 

says  that  gave  him  a  fright. 
You  won't  run  away,  then,  as  he  did  ?  for  you  're  not  a  rich 

man,  they  say. 
Pa  says  you  are  as  poor  as  a  church  mouse.     Now,  are  you  ? 

And  how  poor  are  they  ? 

"Ain't  you  glad  that  you  met  me?     Well,  I  am;  for  I 

know  now  your  hair  isn't  red. 
But  what  there  is   left  of  it 's  mousy,  and  not  what  that 

naughty  Jack  said. 
But  there  !     I  must  go.      Sister 's  coming.     But  I  wish  I 

could  wait,  just  to  see 
If  she  ran  up  to  you  and  she  kissed  you  in  the  way  that 

she  used  to  kiss  Lee." 


THE   DEAD  POLITICIAN" 

FIFTH   WARD 

"  '  Who  's  dead  ? '     Ye  want  to  know 
Whose  is  this  funeral  show  — 

This  A  1  corteg'  ? 
Well,  it  was  Jim  Adair, 
And  the  remains' s  hair 

Sported  a  short  edge  ! 

"  When  a  man  dies  like  Jim, 
There  's  no  expense  of  him 

We  boys  are  sparing. 
In  life  he  hated  fuss, 
But —  as  he  's  left  to  us  — 

Them  plumes  he  's  wearing! 
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"  All  the  boys  here,  you  see, 
Chock  full  each  carriage  ! 
Only  one  woman.     She  — 
Cousin  by  marriage. 

"Who  was  this  Jim  Adair  ? 
Who  ?     Well,  you  've  got  me  there ! 
Reckon  one  of  them  'air 

Fogy  '  old  res'dents  ! ' 
Who  ?     Why,  that  corpse  you  see 
Ridin'  so  peacefully, 
Head  o'  this  jamboree  — 

'Lected  three  Pres'dents.' 

"  Who  was  he  ?     Ask  the  boys 
Who  made  the  biggest*  noise, 

Eynders  or  Jimmy  ? 
Who,  when  his  hat  he  'd  fling, 
Knew  how  the  '  Ayes  '  would  ring, 

Oh,  no  !  not  Jimmy  ! 

"  Who  was  he  ?     Ask  the  Ward 
Who  hed  the  rules  aboard, 

All  parliament'ry  ? 
Who  ran  the  delegate, 
That  ran  the  Empire  State, 
And  — just  as  sure  as  fate  — 

Kan  the  whole  'kentry  ? 

"  Who  was  he  ?     S'pose  you  try 
That  chap  as  wipes  his  eye 

In  that  hack's  corner. 
Ask  him  —  the  only  man 
That  agin  Jimmy  ran  — 

Now  his  chief  mourner ! 
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«  Well  —  that 's  the  last  o'  Jim. 
Yes,  we  was  proud  o'  him." 

OLD   TIME   AND   NEW 

(Contributed  to  the  first  number  of  the  Time  Magazine,  April,  18T9) 

How  well  we  know  that  figure  limned 

On  every  almanac's  first  page, 
The  heard  unshorn,  the  hair  untrimmed, 

The  gaunt  limbs  bowed  and  bent  with  age ; 
That  well-known  glass  with  sands  run  out, 

That  scythe  that  he  was  wont  to  wield 
With  shriveled  arm,  which  made  us  doubt 

His  power  in  Life's  harvest  field ! 

Ah,  him  we  know !     But  who  comes  here 

Pranked  with  the  fashion  of  the  town  ? 
This  springald,  who  in  jest  or  jeer, 

Tries  on  old  Time's  well-frosted  crown! 
Vain  is  his  paint !     Youth's  freshest  down 

Through  penciled  wrinkles  shows  too  soon 
The  bright  mischievous  face  of  Clown, 

Beneath  the  mask  of  Pantaloon ! 

A  doubtful  jest,  howe'er  well  played, 

To  mock  the  show  of  fleeting  breath 
With  youth's  light  laugh,  and  masquerade 

This  gaunt  stepbrother  of  grim  Death ! 
Is  this  a  moralist  to  teach 

The  equal  fate  of  small  and  large  ? 
Peace !     Yet  —  one  moment  —  yield  him  speech 

Before  we  give  the  scamp  in  charge ! 

"I  crave  no  grace  from  those  who  dream 
Time  only  was,  and  from  the  past 
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Still  draw  the  wisdom  that  they  deem 

Will  only  live  and  only  last. 
Time  is  not  old,  as  all  who  've  tried 

To  kill  or  cheat  him  must  attest : 
And  outward  symbols  cannot  hide 

The  same  firm  pulse  that  stirs  your  breast. 

"The  old  stock  properties  you  preach 

To  truer  symbols  must  pay  tithe ; 
M'Cormick's  reapers  better  teach 

My  truths  than  your  old-fashioned  scythe. 
The  racing  '  Timer's '  slender  vane 

That  marks  the  quarter  seconds  pass, 
Marks,  too,  its  moral  quite  as  plain 

As  e'er  was  drawn  in  sand  through  glass. 

"  So  if  I  bring  in  comelier  dress 

And  newer  methods,  things  less  new, 
I  claim  that  honored  name  still  less       « 

To  be  consistent  than  be  true. 
If  mine  be  not  the  face  that 's  cast 

In  every  almanac  and  rhyme, 
Look  through  them  —  all  that  there  will  last 

You  '11  find  within  these  leaves  of  '  Time  ! ' " 


UNDER   THE    GUNS 

Under  the  guns  of  the  Fort  on  the  Hill 
Daisies  are  blossoming,  buttercups  fill; 
Up  the  gray  ramparts  the  scaling  vine  flings 
High  its  green  ladders,  and  falters  and  clings 

Under  the  guns, 

Under  the  guns, 
Under  the  guns  of  the  Fort  on  the  Hill. 
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Under  the  guns  of  the  Fort  on  the  Hill 
Once  shook  the  earth  with  the  cannonade's  thrill, 
Once  trod  these  buttercups  feet  that,  now  still, 
Lie  all  at  rest  in  their  trench  by  the  mill. 

Under  the  guns, 

Under  the  guns, 
Under  the  guns  of  the  Fort  on  the  Hill. 

Under  the  guns  of  the  Fort  on  the  Hill 
Equal  the  rain  falls  on  good  and  on  ill, 
Soft  lies  the  sunshine,  still  the  brook  runs, 
Still  toils  the  Husbandman  —  under  the  guns, 

Under  the  guns, 

Under  the  guns, 
Under  the  guns  of  the  Fort  on  the  Hill. 

Under  the  guns  of  Thy  Fort  on  the  Hill 
Lord !  in  Thy  mercy  we  wait  on  Thy  will ; 
Lord !  is  it  War  that  Thy  wisdom  best  knows, 
Lord !  is  it  Peace,  that  Thy  goodness  still  shows, 

Under  the  guns, 

Under  the  guns, 
Under  the  guns  of  Thy  Fort  on  the  Hill  ? 

COMPENSATION 

The  Poet  sings  on  the  plain, 
The  Trader  toils  in  the  mart, 
One  envies  the  other's  gain, 
One  stares  at  the  other's  art. 

Yet  each  one  reaches  his  goal, 
And  the  Critic  sneers  as  they  pass, 
And  each  of  the  three  in  his  soul 
Believes  the  other  an  ass. 
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OUR  LAUREATE 


(Contributed  to  the  Holmes  number  of  the  Critic,  issued  on  the  twenty- 
ninth  of  August,  1884  —  the  seventy-fifth  anniversary  of  the  birth  of  Dr. 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.) 

One  day  from  groves  of  pine  and  palm, 

The  poets  of  the  sky  and  cover 
Had  come  to  greet  with  song  and  psalm 

The  whip-poor-will  —  their  woodland  lover. 
All  sang  their  best,  but  one  clear  note 

That  fairly  voiced  their  admiration 
Was  his  —  who  only  sang  by  rote — 

The  mock-bird's  modest  imitation. 

So  we,  who  'd  praise  the  bard  who  most 

Is  poet  of  each  high  occasion, 
Who  'd  laud  our  laureate,  and  toast 

The  blithe  Toast-Master  of  the  Nation,  — 
To  celebrate  his  fete  to-day, 

In  vain  each  bard  his  praise  rehearses : 
The  best  that  we  can  sing  or  say 

Is  but  an  echo  of  his  verses. 


SCOTCH  LINES  TO  A.  S.  B.1 
(from  an  unintelligent  foreigner) 

We  twa  hae  heard  the  gowans  sing, 
Sae  saft  and  dour,  sae  fresh  and  gey; 

And  paidlet  in  the  brae,  in  Spring, 

To  scent  the  new-mown  "  Scots  wha  hae." 

1  Bret  Harte's  reply  to  some  jesting  stanzas  in  the  vernacular  written  by 
his  artist  frieud,  Alexander  Stuart  Boyd. 
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But  maist  we  loo'ed  at  e'en  to  chase 

The  pibroch  through  each  wynd  and  close, 

Or  climb  the  burn  to  greet  an'  face 
The  skeendhus  gangin'  wi'  their  Joes. 

How  aft  we  said  "Eh,  Sirs!"  and  "Mon!" 

Likewise  "  Whateffer  "  —  apropos 
Of  nothing.     And  pinned  faith  upon 

"  Aiblins  "  —  though  why  we  didna  know. 


We  've  heard  nae  mon  say  "  gowd  "  for  "  gold, 
And  yet  wi'  all  our  tongues  up-curled, 

We  —  like  the  British  drum-beat  —  rolled 
Our  "R's"  round  all  the  speaking  worruld. 

How  like  true  Scots  we  didna  care 

A  bawbee  for  the  present  tense, 
But  said  "  we  will  be  "  when  we  were, 

'T  was  bonny  —  but  it  wasna  sense. 

And  yet,  "  ma  f rien  "  and  "  trusty  frere," 
We  '11  take  a  right  glide  "  Willie  Waught" 

(Tho'  what  that  may  be  is  not  clear, 
Nor  where  it  can  be  made  or  bought). 

THE  ENOCH  OF  CALAVERAS 

Well,  dog  my  cats  !     Say,  stranger, 

You  must  have  traveled  far  ! 
Just  flood  your  lower  level 

And  light  a  fresh  cigar. 
Don't  tell  me  in  this  weather, 

You  hoofed  it  all  the  way  ? 
Well,  slice  my  liver  lengthways  ! 

Why,  stranger,  what 's  to  pay  ? 
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Huntin'  yer  wife,  you  tell  me  ; 

Well,  now,  dog-gone  my  skin! 
She  thought  you  dead  and  buried, 

And  then  bestowed  her  fin 
Upon  another  fellow  ! 

Just  put  it  there,  old  pard ! 
Some  fellow's  strike  the  soft  things, 

But  you  have  hit  it  hard. 

I  'm  right  onto  your  feelin's, 

I  know  how  it  would  be, 
If  my  own  shrub  slopped  over 

And  got  away  from  me. 
Say,  stranger,  that  old  sage  hen, 

That 's  cookin'  thar  inside, 
Is  warranted  the  finest  wool, 

And  just  a  square  yard  wide. 

I  would  n't  hurt  yer,  pardner, 

But  I  tell  you,  no  man 
Was  ever  blessed  as  I  am 

With  that  old  pelican. 
It 's  goin'  on  some  two  year 

Since  she  was  j'ined  to  me, 
She  was  a  widder  prior, 

Her  name  was  Sophy  Lee  — 

Good  God  !  old  man,  what's  happened? 

Her  ?     She  ?     Is  that  the  one  ? 
That 's  her  ?     Your  wife,  you  tell  me  ? 

Now  reach  down  for  yer  gun. 
I  never  injured  no  man, 

And  no  man  me,  but  squealed, 
And  any  one  who  takes  her 

Must  do  it  d d  well  heeled! 
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Listen  ?     Surely.     Certainly 

I  '11  let  you  look  at  her. 
Peek  through  the  door,  she 's  in  thar, 

Is  that  your  furnitur'  ? 
Speak,  man,  quick  !     You  're  mistaken ! 

No !     Yours  !     You  recognize 
My  wife,  your  wife,  the  same  one  ? 

The  man  who  says  so,  lies! 

Don't  mind  what  I  say,  pardner, 

I  'm  not  much  on  the  gush, 
But  the  thing  comes  down  on  me 

Like  fours  upon  a  flush. 
If  that's  your  wife — hold  —  steady! 

That  bottle,  now  my  coat, 
She  '11  think  me  dead  as  you  were. 

My  pipe.    Thar.    I  'm  afloat. 

But  let  me  leave  a  message. 

No  ;  tell  her  that  I  died : 
No,  no ;  not  that  way,  either, 

Just  tell  her  that  I  cried. 
It  don't  rain  much.     Now,  pardner, 

Be  to  her  what  I  've  been, 
Or,  by  the  God  that  hates  you, 

You  '11  see  me  back  again ! 


"FREE   SILVER  AT   ANGEL'S" 

I  reside  at  Table  Mountain,  and  my  name  is  Truthful 

James, 
I  have  told  the  tale  of  "William"  and  of  "Ah  Sin's" 

sinful  games ; 
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I  have  yarned  of  "  Our  Society,"  and  certain  gents  I  know, 
Yet  my  words  were  plain  and  simple,  and  I  never  yet  was 
low. 

Thar  is  high-toned  gents,  ink-slingers ;  thar  is  folks  as  will 

allow 
Ye  can't  reel  off  a  story  onless  they  've  taught  ye  how ; 
Till  they  get  the  word  they  're  wantin',  they  're  alius  cryin' 

"Whoa!" 
All  the  while  their  mule  is  pullin'  (that '&  their  "  Pegasus," 

you  know). 

We  ain't  built  that  way  at  Angel's  —  but  why  pursue  this 

theme  ? 
When  things  is  whirling  round  us  in  a  wild  delusive  dream ; 
When  "fads"  on  "bikes"  go  scorchin'  down  —  to  t'other 

place  you  know 
(For  I  speak  in  simple  language  —  and  I  never  yet  was  low). 

It  was  rainin'  up  at  Angel's  —  we  war  sittin'  round  the  bar, 
Discussin'  of  "  Free  Silver  "  that  was  "  going  soon  to  par," 
And  Ah  Sin  stood  thar  a-listenin'  like  a  simple  guileless 

child, 
That  hears  the  Angels  singin'  —  so  dreamy  like  he  smiled. 

But   we  knew  while   he  was   standin'  thar  —  of  all   that 

heathen  heard 
And  saw  —  he  never  understood  a  single  blessed  word ; 
Till  Brown  of  Calaveras,  who  had  waltzed  up  on  his  bike, 
Sez  :  "  What  is  your  opinion,  John,  that  this  Free  Silver  's 

like  ?  " 

But  AH  Sin  said,  "  No  shabbee,"  in  his  childish,  simple 

way, 
And  Brown  he  tipped  a  wink  at  us  and  then  he  had  his  say: 
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He  demonstrated  then  and  thar  how  silver  was  as  good 
As  gold  —  if  folks  war  n't  blasted  fools,  and  only  under* 
stood ! 

He  showed  how  we  "  were  crucified  upon  a  cross  of  gold  " 
By  millionaires,  and  banged  his  fist,  until  our  blood  ran 

cold. 
He  was  a  most    convincin'  man  —  was  Brown  in  all  his 

ways, 
And  his  skill  with  a  revolver,  folks  had  oft  remarked  with 

praise. 

He  showed  us  how  the  ratio  should  be  as  "  sixteen  to  one," 
And  he  sorted  out  some  dollars  —  while  the  boys  enjoyed 

the  fun  — 
And  laid  them  on  the  counter  —  and  heaped  'em  in  a  pile, 
While  Ah    Sin,  he  drew  nearer  with  his  happy,  pensive 

smile. 

"The  heathen  in  his  blindness  bows  down  to  wood  and 

stone," 
Said  Brown,  "but  this  poor  heathen  won't  bow  to  gold 

alone ; 
So  speak,  my  poor  Mongolian,  and  show  us  your  idee 
Of    what    we   call  '  Free   Silver '   and  what   is   meant  by 

'Free.'" 

Swift  was  the  smile  that  stole  across  that  heathen's  face! 

I  grieve 
That  swifter  was  the  hand  that  swept  those  dollars  up  his 

sleeve. 
"  Me  shabbee  '  Silvel '  allee  same  as  Mellican  man,"  says 

he; 
"  Me  shabbee  '  Flee '  means  '  B'longs  to  none/  so  Chinaman 

catch  he/  " 
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Now,  childlike  as  his  logic  was,  it  did  n't  justify 

The  way  the  whole  crowd  went  for  him  without  a  reason 

why; 
And  the  language  Brown  made  use  of  I  shall  not  attempt 

to  show, 
For  my  words  are  plain  and  simple  —  and  I  never  yet  was 

low. 

Then  Abner  Dean  called  "Order!"  and  he  said  "that  ifc 

would  seem 
The  gentleman  from  China's  deductions  were  extreme ; 
I  move  that  we  should  teach  him,  in  a  manner  that  shall 

strike, 
The  '  bi-metallic  balance '  on  Mr.  Brown's  new  bike ! " 

Now  Dean  was  scientific,  —  but  was  sinful,  too,  and  gay,  — 
And  I  hold  it  most  improper  for  a  gent  to  act  that  way, 
And  having  muddled  Ah  Sin's  brains  with  that  same  silver 

craze, 
To  set  him  on  a  bicycle  —  and  he  not  know  its  ways. 

They  set  him  on  and  set  him  off;  it  surely  seemed  a  sin 
To  see  him  waltz  from  left  to  right,  and  wobble  out  an^. 

in, 
Till  his  pigtail  caught  within   the  wheel  and  wound  up 

round  its  rim, 
And  that  bicycle  got  up  and  reared  —  and  then  crawled 

over  him. 

"  My  poor  Mongolian  friend,"  said  Dean,  "  it 's  plain  that 

in  your  case 
Your  centre  point  of  gravity  don't  fall  within  your  base. 
We  '11  tie  the  silver  in  a  bag  and  hang  it  from  your  queue, 
And  then  —  by  scientific  law  —  you  '11  keep  your  balance 

true!" 
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They  tied  that  silver  to  his  queue,  and  it  hung  down  behind, 

But  always  straight,  no  matter  which  the  side  Ah  Sin  in- 
clined — 

For  though  a  sinful  sort  of  man  —  and  lightsome,  too,  I 
ween  — 

He  was  no  slouch  in  Science  —  was  Mister  Abner  Dean  ! 

And   here    I  would   remark   how  vain   are  all   deceitful 

tricks,  — 
The  boomerang  we  throw  comes  back  to  give  us  its  last 

licks,  — 
And  that  same  weight  on  Ah  Sin's  queue  set  him  up  straight 

and  plumb, 
And  he  scooted  past  us  down  the  grade  and  left  us  cold  and 

dumb ! 

"  Come  back  !     Come  back ! "  we  called  at  last.     We  heard 

a  shriek  of  glee, 
And  something  sounding  strangely  like  "  All  litee  !     Sil- 

vel  's  flee  !  " 
And  saw  his  feet  tucked  on   the  wheel  —  the  bike  go  all 

alone ! 
And  break  the  biggest  record  Angel's  Camp  had  ever  known ! 

He   raised  the  hill  without  a   spill,  and  still   his   speed 

maintained, 
For  why  ?  —  he  traveled  on  the  sheer  momentum  he  had 

gained, 
And  vanished  like  a  meteor  —  with  his  queue  stretched  in 

the  gale, 
Or  I  might  say  a  Comet  —  takin'  in  that  silver  tail ! 

But  not  again  we  saw  his  face  —  nor  Brown  his  "  Silver 

Free  "  ! 
And  I  marvel  in  my  simple  mind  howe'er  these  things  can  bel 
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But  I  do  not  reproduce  the  speech  of  Brown  who  saw  him 

g°, 
For  my  words  are  pure  and  simple  —  and  I  never  yet  was 
low ! 

"HASTA   MANANA" 

When  all 's  in  bud,  and  the  leaf  still  unfolding, 

When  there  are  ruby  points  still  on  the  spray, 

When  that  prim  school  gown  your  charms  are  withholding, 

Then,  Manuela,  child,  well  may  you  say : 

"  Hasta  Manana!  Hasta  Manana! 
Until  to-morrow  —  amigo,  alway." 

When,  Manuela,  white,  crimson,  and  yellow, 
Peep  through  green  sepals  the  roses  of  May, 
And  through  black  laces  the  bloom  of  your  face  is 
Fresh  as  those  roses,  child,  still  you  may  say : 

Through  your  mantilla  —  coy  Manuela ! 
"  Hasta  Manana,  amigo,  alway." 

When  all 's  in  bloom,  and  the  rose  in  its  passion 
Warmed  on  your  bosom  would  never  say  nay, 
Still  it  is  wise  —  in  your  own  country  fashion  — 
Under  your  opening  fan,  only  to  say  : 

"  Hasta  Manana  !  Hasta  Manana  ! 
Until  to-morrow,  amigo,  alway." 

When  all  is  gray  and  the  roses  are  scattered, 
Hearts  may  have  broken  that  brook  no  delay, 
Yet  will  to-morrow,  surcease  of  sorrow 
ifiring  unto  eyes  and  lips  that  still  can  say : 
"  Hasta  Manana  !  Hasta  Manana ! 
Until  to-morrow  is  best  for  to-day  1 " 
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Phrase  of  Castilian  lands !  Speech,  that  in  languor 
Softly  procrastinates,  for  "  aye  "  or  "  nay," 
From  Seville's  orange  groves  to  remote  Yanguea, 
Best  heard  on  rosy  lips  —  let  thy  words  say : 
"  Hasta  Maiiana!  Hasta  Mariana! 
Until  to-morrow,  amigo,  alway  !  " 
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When  I  bought  you  for  a  song, 
Years  ago  —  Lord  knows  how  long  !  — 
I  was  struck  —  I  may  be  wrong  — 

By  your  features, 
And  —  a  something  in  your  air 
That  I  could  n't  quite  compare 
To  my  other  plain  or  fair 

Fellow-creatures. 

In  your  simple,  oval  frame 

You  were  not  well  known  to  fame, 

But  to  me  —  't  was  all  the  same  — 

Whoe'er  drew  you ; 
For  your  face  I  can't  forget, 
Though  I  oftentimes  regret 
That,  somehow,  I  never  yet 

Saw  quite  through  yom 

Yet  each  morning,  when  I  rise, 
I  go  first  to  greet  your  eyes  ; 
And,  in  turn,  you  scrutinize 

My  presentment. 
And  when  shades  of  evening  fall, 
As  you  hang  upon  my  wall, 
You  're  the  last  thing  I  recall 

With  contentment. 
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It  is  weakness,  yet  I  know 
That  I  never  turned  to  go 
Anywhere,  for  weal  or  woe, 

But  I  lingered 
For  one  parting,  thrilling  flash 
From  your  eyes,  to  give  that  dash 
To  the  curl  of  my  mustache, 

That  I  fingered. 

If  to  some  you  may  seem  plain, 
And  when  people  glance  again 
Where  you  hang,  their  lips  refrain 

From  confession ; 
Yet  they  turn  in  stealth  aside, 
And  I  note,  they  try  to  hide 
How  much  they  are  satisfied 

In  expression. 

Other  faces  I  have  seen  ; 

Other  forms  have  come  between ; 

Other  things  I  have,  I  ween, 

Done  and  dared  for ! 
But  our  ties  they  cannot  sever, 
And,  though.  I  should  say  it  never, 
You  're  the  only  one  I  ever 

Really  cared  for ! 

And  you  '11  still  be  hanging  there 
When  we  're  both  the  worse  for  wear, 
And  the  silver  's  on  my  hair 

And  off  your  backing ; 
Yet  my  faith  shall  never  pass 
In  my  dear  old  shaving-glass, 
Till  my  face  and  yours,  alas ' 

Both  are  lacking ! 
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THE  BIKDS  OF  CIRENCESTER 

Did  I  ever  tell  you,  my  dears,  the  way 
That  the  birds  of  Cisseter  —  "  Cisseter  !  "  eh? 
Well  "  Ciren-cester  "  —  one  ought  to  say, 
From  "Castra,"  or  "Caster," 
As  your  Latin  master 
Will  further  explain  to  you  some  day; 
Though  even  the  wisest  err, 
And  Shakespeare  writes  "  Ci-cester," 
While  every  visitor 
Who  does  n't  say  "  Cisseter  " 
Is  in  "  Ciren-cester  "  considered  astray. 

A  hundred  miles  from  London  town  — 
Where  the  river  goes  curving  and  broadening  down 
From  tree-top  to  spire,  and  spire  to  mast, 
Till  it  tumbles  outright  in  the  Channel  at  last  — 
A  hundred  miles  from  that  fiat  foreshore 
That  the  Danes  and  the  Northmen  haunt  no  more  — 
There  's  a  little  cup  in  the  Cotswold  Hills 
Which  a  spring  in  a  meadow  bubbles  and  fills, 
Spanned  by  a  heron's  wing  —  crossed  by  a  stride  — 
Calm  and  untroubled  by  dreams  of  pride, 
Guiltless  of  fame  or  ambition's  aims, 
That  is  the  source  of  the  lordly  Thames ! 
Remark  here  again  that  custom  condemns 
Both  "Thames"  and  Thamis  —  you  must  say  "Tems"! 
But  why  ?  no  matter  !  —  from  them  you  can  see 
Cirencester's  tall  spires  loom  up  o'er  the  lea. 

A.D.  Five  Hundred  and  Fifty-two, 
The  Saxon  invaders  —  a  terrible  crew  — 
Had  forced  the  lines  of  the  Britons  through; 
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And  Cirencester — half  mud  and  thatch, 
Dry  and  crisp  as  a  tinder  match, 
Was  fiercely  beleaguered  by  foes,  who  'd  catch 
At  any  device  that  could  harry  and  rout 
The  folk  that  so  boldly  were  holding  but. 

For  the  streets  of  the  town  —  as  you  '11  see  to-day  — 
Were  twisted  and  curved  in  a  curious  way 
That  kept  the  invaders  still  at  bay ; 
And  the  longest  bolt  that  a  Saxon  drew 
Was  stopped,  ere  a  dozen  of  yards  it  flew, 
By  a  turn  in  the  street,  and  a  law  so  true 
That  even  these  robbers  —  of  all  laws  scorners  !  — 
Knew  you  could  n't  shoot  arrows  around  street  corners. 

So  they  sat  them  down  on  a  little  knoll, 
And  each  man  scratched  his  Saxon  poll, 
And  stared  at  the  sky,  where,  clear  and  high, 
The  birds  of  that  summer  went  singing  by, 
As  if,  in  his  glee,  each  motley  jester 
Were  mocking  the  foes  of  Cirencester, 
Till  the  jeering  crow  and  the  saucy  linnet 
Seemed  all  to  be  saying  :   "  Ah !  you  're  not  in  it !  " 

High  o'er  their  heads  the  mavis  flew, 
And  the  "  ouzel-cock  so  black  of  hue  "  ; 
And  the  "  throstle,"  with  his  "  note  so  true  " 
(You  remember  what  Shakespeare  says  —  he  knew)^ 
And  the  soaring  lark,  that  kept  dropping  through 
Like  a  bucket  spilling  in  wells  of  blue  ; 
And  the  merlin  —  seen  on  heraldic  panes  — 
With  legs  as  vague  as  the  Queen  of  Spain's; 
And  the  dashing  swift  that  would  ricochet 
From  the  tufts  of  grasses  before  them,  yet  — 
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Like  bold  Antaeus  —  would  each  time  bring 

New  life  from  the  earth,  barely  touched  by  his  wing; 

And  the  swallow  and  martlet  that  always  knew 

The  straightest  way  home.      Here  a  Saxon  churl  drew 

His  breath — tapped  his  forehead — an  idea  had  got  through  ! 

So  they  brought  them  some  nets,  which  straightway  they 
filled 
With  the  swallows  and  martlets — the  sweet  birds  who  build 
In  the  houses  of  man  —  all  that  innocent  guild 
Who  sing  at  their  labor  on  eaves  and  in  thatch  — 
And  they  stuck  on  their  feathers  a  rude  lighted  match 
Made  of  resin  and  tow.     Then  they  let  them  all  go 
To  be  free !     As  a  childlike  diversion  ?     Ah,  no  ! 
To  work  Cirencester's  red  ruin  and  woe. 

For  straight  to  each  nest  they  flew,  in  wild  quest 
Of  their  homes  and  their  fledglings  —  that  they  loved  the 

best; 
And  straighter  than  arrow  of  Saxon  e'er  sped 
They  shot  o'er  the  curving  streets,  high  overhead, 
Bringing  fire  and  terror  to  roof-tree  and  bed, 
Till  the  town  broke  in  flame,  wherever  they  came, 
To  the  Briton's  red  ruin  —  the  Saxon's  red  shame! 

Yet  they  're  all  gone  together !     To-day  you  '11  dig  up 
From  "  mound  "  or  from  "  barrow  "  some  arrow  or  cup. 
Their  fame  is  forgotten — their  story  is  ended  — 
'Neath  the  feet  of  the  race  they  have  mixed  with  and  blended. 
But  the  birds  are  unchanged  —  the  ouzel-cock  sings, 
Still  gold  on  his  crest  and  still  black  on  his  wings ; 
And  the  lark  chants  on  high,  as  he  mounts  to  the  sky, 
Still  brown  in  his  coat  and  still  dim  in  his  eye ; 
While  the  swallow  or  martlet  is  still  a  free  nester 
In  the  eaves  and  the  roofs  of  thrice-built  Cirencester. 
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TRUTHFUL  JAMES  AND  THE  KLONDIKER 

We  woz  sittin'  free  —  like  ez  you  and  me — in  our  camp 
on  the  Stanislow, 

Round  a  roarin'  fire  of  bresh  and  brier,  stirred  up  by  a 
pitch-pine  bough, 

And  Jones  of  Yolo  had  finished  his  solo  on  Bilson's  pros- 
pectin'  pan, 

And  we  all  woz  gay  until  Jefferson  Clay  kem  in  with  a 
Klondike  man. 

Now  I  most  despise  low  language  and  lies,  as  I  used  to  re- 
mark to  Nye, 

But  the  soul  of  Truth — though  he  was  but  a  youth  — 
looked  out  of  that  stranger's  eye, 

And  the  things  he  said  I  had  frequent  read  in  the  papers 
down  on  "  the  Bay," 

And  the  words  he  choosed  woz  the  kind  wot 's  used  in  the 
best  theayter  play. 

He  talked  of  snows,  and  of  whiskey  wot  froze  in  the  solid- 
est  kind  of  chunk, 

"Which  it  took  just  a  pound  to  go  fairly  around  when  the 
boys  had  a  first-class  drunk, 

And  of  pork  that  was  drilled  and  with  dynamite  filled  be- 
fore it  would  yield  to  a  blow, 

For  things  will  be  strange  when  thermometers  range  to 
sixty  degrees  below. 

How  they  made  soup  of  boots  —  which  the  oldest  best 
suits  —  and  a  "  fry  "  from  a  dancin'  shoe, 

How  in  Yukon  Valley  a  corpse  de  bally  might  get  up  a 
fine  "menoo." 
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But  their  regular  fare  when  they  'd  nothin'  to  spare  and 

had  finished  their  final  mule 
Was  the  harness  leather  which  with  hides  went  together, 

though  the  last  did  n't  count  ez  a  rule. 

Now  all  this  seemed  true,  and  quite  nateral,  too,  and  then 

he  spoke  of  the  gold, 
And  we  all  sot  up,  and  refilled  his  cup,  and  this  is  the  yarn 

he  told : 
There  was  gold  in  heaps  —  hut  -it 's  there  it  keeps,  and  will 

keep  till  the  Judgment  Day, 
For  it 's  very  rare  that  a  man  gets  there  —  and  the  man 

that  is  there  must  stay  ! 

It's  a  thousand  miles  by  them  Russian  isles  till  you  come 

onto  "  Fort  Get  There  " 
(Which  the  same  you  are  not  if  you  '11  look  at  the  spot  on 

the  map  —  that  of  gold  is  bare)  ; 
Then  a  river  begins  that  the  Amazon  skins  and  the  big 

Mississippi  knocks  out, 
For  it 's  seventy  miles  'cross  its  mouth  when  it  smiles, and  — 

you  've  only  begun  your  route. 

Here  Bilson  arose  with  a  keerless-like  pose  and  he  gazed  on 

that  Klondike  youth, 
And  he  says  :   "  Fair  sir,  do  not  think  I  infer  that  your 

words  are  not  words  of  truth, 
But  I  'd  simply  ask  why  —  since  that  all  men  must  die  — 

your  sperrit  is  wanderin'  here 
When  at  Dawson  City  —  the  more's  the  pity  —  you've  been 

frozen  up  nigh  a  year." 

"  You  need  not  care,  for  I  never  was  there,"  said  that  sim- 
ple Klondike  man. 
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"  I  'm  a  company  floater  and  business  promoter,  and  this  is 
my  little  plan : 

I  show  you  the  dangers  to  which  you  are  strangers,  and 
now  for  a  sum  you  '11  learn 

What  price  you  expect  us  —  as  per  this  Prospectus — to  in- 
sure your  safe  return." 

Then  Bilson  stared,  and  he  almost  r'ared,  but  he  spoke  in 

a  calm-like  tone : 
"  You  '11  excuse  me  for  sayin'  you  're  rather  delayin'  your 

chance  to  insure  your  own! 
For  we're  wayworn  and  weary,  your  style  isn't  cheery,  we've 

had  quite  enough  of  your  game." 
But —  what  did  affect  us  —  he  took  that  Prospectus  and 

chucked  it  right  into  the  flame ! 

Then  our  voarin'  fire  of  bresh  and  brier  flashed  up  on  the 

Stanislow, 
And  Jefferson  Clay  went  softly  away  with  that  youth  with 

a  downcast  brow, 
And  Jones  of  Yolo  repeated  his  solo  on  that  still,  calm 

evening  air, 
And  we  thought  with  a  shiver  of  Yukon  River  and  the 

fort  that  was  called  "  Get  There !  " 

UNCLE  JUBA 

"Dar  was  a  man  in  Florida,  dey  called  him  'Uncle  Ju,' 
De  doctor  found  him  proof  agin  all  fevers  dat  dey  knew ; 
De  cholera  bacillus  he  would  brush  away  like  flies, 
And  yaller  fever  microbes  he  would  simply  jess  despise. 
For  he  was  such  a  bery  seasoned  nigger 

Froo  and  f roo  —  all  f roo, 
Jess  de  acclimated,  vaccinated  figger 
To  do  —  to  do. 
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When  de  sojer  boys  came  marching,  dey  would 

shout, 
'Lordy!    Here's  de  man  for  Cuba — trot  him 

out. 
For  even  if  he  cannot  pull  a  trigger 
Just  like  you  —  like  you, 
He  's  a  seasoned  and  an  acclimated  figure, 
Dat  will  do  —  will  do.' 

"  De  proudest  man  in  Florida  dat  day  was  '  Uncle  Ju,' 
"When  dey  marched  him  off  to  Cuba  wid  de  odder  boys  in 

blue; 
He  had  a  brand-new  uniform,  a  red  cross  on  his  arm, 
He  said,  'Don't  mind  me,  darkies,  I  can't  come  to  any  harm, 
For  de  surgeon  dat  inspected  of  my  figger 

When  on  view  — ■  on  view, 
Sez  I  'm  just  de  kind  of  acclimated  nigger 

Dat  'ud  do  —  would  do. 
I  can  tackle  yaller  fever  all  de  day, 
I  'm  de  only  man  for  Cuba  what  can  stay, 
For  agin  de  bery  worst  kind  of  malaria 
Dat  dey  knew  —  dey  knew, 
I  'm  an  iron-plated,  sheathed  and  belted  area 
Froo  and  froo  —  all  froo.' 

"  Alas !  for  Ju,  poor  Uncle  Ju,  aldo'  dar  was  no  doubt 
Dey  passed  him  froo  as  fever  proof,  one  ting  dey  had  left 

out ; 
For  while  he  took  his  rations  straight,  and  odders  died  like 

flies, 
Along  o'  dat  'er  Yaller  Jack  and  deadly  Cuban  skies, 

And  though  such  a  bery  highly  seasoned  nigger 

Froo  and  froo  —  all  froo, 
And  an  accumated,  vaccinated  figure 
Just  like  new  —  like  new, 
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One  day  a  Spanish  gunner  sent  a  shell 
Which  skooted  dat  poor  darkie  off  to  dwell 
Where  de  fever  would  send  any  odder  nigger 

Like  you  —  like  you, 
For  it  flattened  out  dat  acclimated  figger 

Ob  old  Ju  —  poor  Ju. " 


THE  QUEEN'S  DEATH 
(on  the  death  op  queen  Victoria) 

When  your  men  bowed  heads  together 

With  hushed  lips, 
And  the  globe  swung  out  from  gladness 

To  eclipse ; 

When  your  drums  from  the  equator 

To  the  pole 
Carried  round  it  an  unending 

Funeral  roll ; 

When  your  capitals  from  Norway 

To  the  Cape 
Through  their  streets  and  from  their  houses 

Trailed  their  crape ; 

Still  the  sun  awoke  to  gladness 

As  of  old, 
And  the  stars  their  midnight  beauty 

Still  unrolled ; 

For  the  glory  born  of  Goodness 

Never  dies, 
And  its  flag  is  not  half-masted 

In  the  skies. 
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THE  SWORD  OF  DON  JOSE* 

(TOLD    AT    THE    MISSION    OP    SAN    LUIS    REY,    I860) 
(Bret  Harte'a  last  poem) 

Ate,  look,  there  it  hangs !     You  would  thjnk  't  was  a  cross 

Fairly  wrought  of  old  iron.      Yet,  barring  the  loss 

Of  some  twisted  work  here  that  once  guarded  the  hand, 

You  might  say  't  was  the  hilt  of  some  cavalier's  brand ; 

As  it  is,  of  a  truth !     You  are  staring,  Senor ! 

At  this  shrine,  at  this  altar,  where  never  before 

Hung  ex  voto  so  strange ;  at  these  walls  in  decay, 

All  that  stands  of  the  Mission  of  San  Luis  Rey ; 

At  these  leagues  of  wild  llano  beyond,  which  still  hoard 

In  their  heart  this  poor  shrine,  and  a  cavalier's  sword! 

Yes!     It  hangs  there  to  praise  Holy  Church  and  the  spell 

She  once  broke  in  her  power  and  glory ;  as  well 

As   that   tough  blade  she   snapped  in  its  vengeance,  just 

when  — 
But  here  is  —  Don  Pancho  !  —  a  tale  for  your  pen ! 

You  accept.     Then  observe  on  the  blade  near  its  haft 
The  world-renowned  stamp  of  that  chief  of  his  craft 
In  Toledo,  Sebastian  Hernandez.     The  date 
You  will  note  :  sixteen  hundred  and  seventy-eight ! 
That 's  the  year,  so  't  is  said,  when  this  story  begins 
And  he  fashioned  that  blade  for  our  sorrows  and  sins. 

From  a  baldric  of  Cordovan  leather  and  steel 

It  trailed  in  its  prime,  at  the  insolent  heel 

Of  Don  Jose  Ramirez,  a  Toledan  knight, 

Poor  in  all,  so  't  was  said,  but  a  stomach  for  fight. 

And  that  blade,  like  himself,  was  so  eager  and  keen 

It  would  glide  through  a  corselet  and  all  else  between ; 
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And  so  supple  't  would  double  from  point  to  the  hilt, 
Yet  pierce  a  cuirass  like  a  lance  in  full  tilt ; 
Till  'twixt  Master  and  Sword,  there  was  scarcely  a  day 
That  both,  were  not  drawn  in  some  quarrel  or  fray. 

Then  Ruy  Mendoza,  a  grandee  of  Spain, 
Castellan  of  Toledo,  was  called  to  maintain 
That  such  blades  should  be  parted,  but  Jose-  replied, 
"  Come  and  try  it !  "  —  while  Ruy  let  fall,  on  his  side 
Certain  sneers  which  too  free  a  translation  might  mar, 
Such  as  "  Ho !  Espadachin  !  "  and  "  Fanfarronear  !  " 
Till  Don  Jose"  burst  out  that  "  the  whole  race  abhorred," 
The  line  of  Mendoza's  should  "fall  by  his  sword." 

The  oath  of  a  braggart,  you  'd  say  ?     Well,  in  truth, 
So  it  seemed,  for  that  oath  wrought  Ramirez  but  ruth  ; 
And  spite  of  the  lightnings  that  leaped  from  his  blade, 
Here  and  there,  everywhere,  never  point  yet  he  made; 
While  the  sword  of  Mendoza,  pressing  closely  but  true, 
At  the  third  and  fourth  pass  ran  the  challenger  through, 
And  he  fell.     But  they  say  as  the  proud  victor  grasped 
The  sword  of  Ramirez,  the  dying  man  gasped, 
And  his  white  lips  repeated  the  words  of  his  boast : 
"  Ye  —  shall  —  fall  —  by  —  my  —  sword,"  as  he  gave  up 
the  ghost. 

"  Retribution  ?  "      Quien  sale  ?     The  tale 's  not  yet  done. 
For  a  twelvemonth  scarce  passed  since  that  victory  won 
And  the  sword  of  Don  Jose  hung  up  in  the  hall 
Of  Mendoza's  own  castle,  a  lesson  for  all 
Who  love  brawls  to  consider,  when  one  summer  noon 
Don  Ruy  came  home  just  an  hour  too  soon, 
As  some   husbands  will  do  when  their  wives    prove  un- 
true, 
And  discovered  his  own  with  a  lover,  who  flew 
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From  her  bower  through  passage  and  hall  in  dismay, 
With  the  Don  in  pursuit,  but  at  last  stood  at  bay 
In  the  hall,  where  they  closed  in  a  deadly  affray. 

But  here,  runs  the  tale,  when  the  lover's  bright  blade, 

Engaging  Don  Ruy's,  showed  out  "  in  parade," 

The  latter  drew  back  with  a  cry  and  a  start 

Which  threw  up  his  guard,  and  straightway  through  his 

heart 
Passed  the  sword  of  his  rival.     He  fell,  but  they  say 
He  pointed  one  hand,  as  his  soul  was  set  free, 
To  the  blade,  and  gasped  out :   "  'T  is  his  sword !  Ay  de  mi ! " 
And  't  was  true  !  For  the  lover,  unarmed  in  his  flight, 
Caught  up  the  first  weapon  that  chanced  to  his  sight  — 
The  sword  on  the  wall,  Josh's  own  fateful  brand, 
Not  knowing  the  curse  to  be  wrought  by  his  hand. 

So  the  first  victim  fell !  When  Don  Luis,  the  heir 
Of  the  luckless  Don  Ruy,  in  haste  summoned  there, 
Heard  the  tale,  he  commanded  the  sword  which  had  wrought 
Such  mischance  to  his  race  to  be  instantly  brought, 
And  in  presence  of  all  smote  the  blade  such  a  blow 
'Cross  the  mail  of  his  knee  as  should  snap  it;  but,  no; 
For  that  well-tempered  steel,  from  its  point  to  its  heel, 
Was  so  supple,  it  bent  in  an  arc  like  a  wheel, 
And  recoiling,  glanced  up,  to  the  horror  of  all, 
Through  the  throat  of  the  heir,  in  his  dead  father's  hall ', 

Next  of  kin  was  a  soldier,  Ramon,  who  maintained 
That  by  boldness  alone  was  security  gained, 
And  the  curse  would  be  naught  to  the  man  who  dared  trip 
Through  the  rest  of  his  life  with  that  sword  on  his  hip, 
As  he  should.     But,  what  would  you  ?  when  he  took  the 

field, 
His  troop  was  surrounded ;  himself  made  to  yield 
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And  deliver  his  sword  !  You  can  fancy  the  rest 

When  you  think  of  the  curse.      By  the  foe  sorely  pressed 

In  a  fight,  when  released,  he  fell  hy  that  hrand 

Of  the  Spanish  Jose,  in  some  strange  Flemish  hand ! 

Then  the  sword  disappeared,  and  with  it,  it  seemed, 

The  race  of  Mendoza.     No  man  ever  dreamed 

Of  a  curse  lying  perdu  for  centuries ;  when, 

Some  time  in  the  year  eighteen  hundred  and  ten, 

There  died  at  the  Pueblo  of  San  Luis  Key 

Comandante  Mendoza,  descended,  they  say, 

Prom  those  proud  hidalgos  who  brought  in  their  hands 

No  sword,  but  the  cross,  to  these  far  heathen  lands, 

And  he  left  but  one  son,  Agustin,  to  alone 

Bear  the  curse  of  his  race  (though  to  him  all  unknown); 

A  studious  youth,  quite  devout  from  a  child, 

With  no  trace  of  that  sin  his  ancestors  defiled. 

You  know  the  Pueblo  ?     On  its  outskirts  there  stood 

The  casa  new-built  of  Ml  Capitan  Wood 

An  American  trader,  who  brought  from  the  iseas 

Much  wealth  and  the  power  to  live  at  his  ease. 

And  his  casa  was  filled  with  the  spoils  of  all  climes 

He  had  known ;  silks  and  china,  rare  goods  of  all  times. 

But  notably  first,  'midst  queer  idols  and  charms, 

Was  a  rare  and  historical  trophy  of  arms ; 

And  supreme  over  all,  hung  the  prize  of  that  hoard, 

An  antique  and  genuine  Toledan  sword. 

He  had,  too,  a  son,  who  was  playmate  and  friend 

To  Agustin.     Together,  their  joy  was  to  spend 

In  this  house  of  rare  treasures  their  hours  of  play ; 

And  here  it  so  chanced  that  an  unlucky  day 

The  son  of  the  host  in  adventurous  zeal 

Climbed  the  wall  to  examine  that  queer-looking  steel 
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While  Agustin  looked  on.     A  misstep !     A  wild  cry  ! 
And  a  clutch  that  tore  loose  that  queer  weapon  on  high, 
And  they  both  hurtled  down  on  Agustin  beneath 
With  his  uplifted  arms,  and  his  breast  a  mere  sheath 
For  the  blade !     When,  thank  God !    (and  all  glory  and 

praise 
To  our  blessed  San  Luis,  whose  shrine  here  we  raise !) 
Its  point  struck  the  cross  ever  hung  at  his  neck 
And  shivered  like  glass!  a  miraculous  wreck! 
Without  splinter  or  fragment  save  this  near  the  hilt, 
And  of  innocent  blood  not  a  drop  ever  spilt ! 

There 's  the  tale !     Yet  not  all !  though  that  cross  broke 

the  spell 
It  ended  the  race  of  Mendoza  as  well, 
For  that  youth  was  the  last  of  his  name  !     You  ask,  "  How  ? 
Died  he  too  ?  "     Kay,  Don  Pancho,  —  he  speaks  with  you 

now,  — 
Spared  that  curse  as  "  Agustin,"  his  young  life  he  laid, 
With  his  vows,  on  this  altar,  as  "  Brother  Merced." 
And  this  cross  on  my  breast  with  this  dent,  as  you  see, 
Hangs  but  where  it  hung  when  that  spell  was  set  free ! 


THE   END 
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Thanksgiving  Retrospect,  A,  379. 
That  Ebrew  Jew,  892. 
Transcendental  Valentine,  A,  304. 

Treasurer  A y,  826. 

Truthful  James  and  the  Klondiker,  420. 
Trysting,  290. 

Uncle  Juba,  422. 
Under  the  Guns,  404. 

Valentine,  The,  279. 

Vendue  of  Jefferson  Davis,  The,  373. 

Volunteer  Stocking,  A,  345. 

Wanderings  of  Ulysses,  The,  390. 
Wanted  —  a  Printer,  118. 
Ward,  Artemus,  126. 
Washington,  120. 
Washington  in  New  Jersey,  215. 
What  Bret  Harte  saw,  221. 
Wrath  of  McDawdle,  The,  853. 
Wrecker,  The,  801. 

Yale  won  the  Great  Race,  How,  221. 
Yerba  Buena,  The,  325. 
Yreka  Serpent,  The,  857. 


